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Chapter Six

In the days that followed, Annie made a concerted effort to avoid George.  Or, perhaps, more to the point, to avoid George and Pattie….an effort made easier since the company moved filming to Twickenham Studios.  Set up in a proper office that she continued to share with Millie, Annie found that the one thing she couldn’t avoid was glancing up hopefully at the door every time it was opened, each time, secretly hoping she would see George standing there.  It hadn’t occurred to her until much later that it was at all odd that George appeared to be just as intent to avoid her.  When it finally did dawn on her, however, she dismissed the thought with an uneasy shrug, believing that George’s attitude was nothing more than a response to her own behavior.

On the afternoon of the third day at Twickenham, the door did indeed open to reveal a Beatle, but it wasn’t George.  “Annie-Annie!  Where the hell have ya been, girl?”

Startled, Annie stammered, “J-John!  Hi!”
Giving a small laugh, John said, “What is it, luv?  Aren’t you glad to see me?”

“Of course I am!” she countered graciously.  “You just surprised me is all.  It’s not like you boys are in the habit of just popping in!”

“No?” John asked with a smirk.  “That’s not what I heard.”

Annie knew immediately what – or rather, who – John was referring to, but refused to give him the satisfaction of knowing just how much that rattled her.  “Well, you heard wrong,” she replied indifferently, turning her attention to a stack of files on her desk.

John’s smile widened a bit, and Annie knew that he knew he’d gotten to her.  Uncharacteristically, though, he let it pass without further comment.  “So, you didn’t answer my question.”
“What question?” she asked, still pretending to be absorbed in her task.

“Where have you been?” he repeated.  Picking up the stapler from her desk, he repeatedly flipped it open and closed as he continued, “I mean, first, I’m seeing you everywhere, then, just as suddenly, you’ve all but disappeared!”

Reaching across her desk, Annie grabbed the stapler out of his hand with an irritated glare.  “I’ve been busy, John.  I have a job to do here, you know!”

“Ah yes!  Assisting Dick,” he baited her, laughing at the reaction it provoked.  “Well, isn’t that what you said?”

Setting the files down, she folded her hands on top of them and looked directly at the Beatle.  “John, was there something you needed?  I’m really rather busy.”

“What?” he shrugged in mock-innocence.  “Can’t I just stop in to say hello?”

“You can.…and you don’t.  So, what’s up?”

Dropping the façade, John asked bluntly, “Why are you pissed with George?”

Taken off guard, Annie found herself momentarily at a loss for words before asking weakly, “Who said I was?”

Affecting a posh accent, John answered, “Your sudden absence, Mrs. O’Shea, has been noted by many, none so much, however, as our young Mr. Harrison himself!”

Narrowing her eyes suspiciously, she asked, “Did George send you here to ask me that?”

John gave a snort of derision, “Nah….he’d have me nuts if he knew!”

“So why should you care if I’m angry with him then?” Annie challenged.

“I didn’t say I was, did I?” John shot back defensively.
Growing annoyed and exasperated, Annie demanded, “Then why are you here, John?”

“Perhaps I’ve missed you!”

“Not likely!” Annie replied with a roll of her eyes.

“Right….well, I only said ‘perhaps.”

“John…,” Annie began warningly.

“Join me for a drink tonight!” 

Annie blinked in surprise at the impromptu invitation.  Remembering what Millie had told her about rumors of a competition among the four boys, she asked cautiously, “Why?” 

“Why not?”

“You’re married.”

“So are you,” he quipped with a smirk. When she only glared in response, he pressed,  “So, how about it?”

“What about your wife?”
“Yeah, well, I thought that might not be too naff….three’s a crowd and all that, you know!”

Annie shifted her attention back to the files so John wouldn’t detect what she was really thinking, she asked, “I see, so who else will be there?”
“No one.”

Glancing over a John, she expected to see the familiar “taking the piss” grin he always wore when attempting to put someone on the spot, but, much to her surprise, she saw that he was serious.

Long after that chilly spring afternoon, Annie would look back and wonder what possessed her….Was I that hurt by George’s change of heart?  Was I merely that star-stuck? Was I just trying to enjoy the youth I gave up so early?
For whatever reason, it felt like Annie was watching someone else – someone who looked and sounded like her, but wasn’t – as she heard herself say, “Yeah, okay.”

“Fab!  When will you be done here?”

“Hmmm….I should be finished by seven.”

John stood and smiled.  “Right then,  I’ll meet you here at seven, alright?”

Panicked, she thought, Here?  Shit, someone might see us!  George might see us! 
 “Here will be fine, John,” she smiled.

“So, where are we going?” Annie asked nervously, keeping her voice low so that the driver wouldn’t overhear.

Grinning facetiously, John replied, “You know, Annie-Annie, you need to relax a bit, girl!  Stop being so bloody worried what folks think!”

Unnerved at just how acutely John surmised the true source of her concern, she gave an insincere laugh and said, “I only asked where we were going!”

Pretending to be indignant, he told her, “If you must know, it’s a party hosted by an alleged friend. There you are, then, we’re going to a party…in Mayfair, if you must know!”

Feeling her panic escalate, she said, “A party?  I thought you said we’d be alone!”

Leaning in, John gave a playful leer and said, “Ah, you want me all to yourself, is that?”

Grimacing, she pushed him away, “Certainly not!  I just don’t want anyone to see us together.”

“No one?  Really?  Not a single person in all of London is to see us together?”  he mocked her.

Her attempt at a disapproving glare was lost as she broke out in giggles at the face he was pulling.  “You know what I mean!”

As their laughter faded, John slipped an arm around her shoulders and said, “You’ve nothing to worry about, luv.  No one who cares will see us, and those who do see us will be so pissed they’ll forget it by morning!”

“Okay, John,” she relented, even as she lifted his hand to duck from underneath his arm.

A few minutes later, the black Austin Princess rolled to a stop at the curb in front of a large white Victorian building.  “Here we are, then!” John announced.  The driver was already out of the vehicle and walking around to open the door on Annie’s side.  Emerging from the car, Annie turned back to John.  “So, who’s this friend?”
“No one you know,” John answered wryly.  Taking her by the elbow, he steered her toward the short flight of stairs off to the side of the building that led to the door of the lower flat.  Before he even had the chance to knock, the door was opened.  “John!  So glad you could make it, mate!”

Standing next to John, Annie gaped in astonishment.  “Annie O’Shea,” John started, “…this ugly fucker here is Mick Jagger.  He’s in a rock and roll group….not nearly as good-looking or successful as the Beatles, of course, but then, someone has to be out there making us look good!”

“We’ll be bigger than you lot, you can be sure of that, mate!” Jagger teased.

“Ah, yeah, son, and then you wake up!” John shot back, grinning widely.

Turning his attention to John’s companion, Mick gave an openly appraising glance up and down before saying, “Hello, Annie!”  Taking her hand, he brought it to his lips and kissed it.  “I’m very pleased to meet you,” he added with a meaningful grin.  Stepping back, he bid the couple to enter.
In a surprisingly chivalrous move, John offered to take Annie’s coat.  Turning, she allowed him to help her slip the coat from her shoulders.  He disappeared with their coats for only a minute before he returned to escort her into the sitting room.  As they walked, John and Mick chatted easily while Annie looked around, mesmerized by the exotically modern décor of the flat.  Crossing from the bright hallway into the dimly-lit sitting room, she felt momentarily blinded, and it was several moments before she could make out the forms of the other people in the room.  Next to her, John lightly nudged her.  “Alright, Annie?”

“Yeah…sure,” she replied, still reeling from Jagger’s “greeting.”
“Listen, luv, why don’t you have seat here,” John suggested, “…and I’ll just pop off and get us a couple of drinks, yeah?”
“Oh! Okay,” she replied nervously, feeling terribly out of her element.

“A dry martini, isn’t it?” John confirmed.

Surprised and more than just a tad impressed that he’d remembered what she drank from those nights she and George spent at the clubs with him, Annie answered eagerly, “Yes, John.  A martini would be wonderful!”

John laughed and said, “Relax, luv.  You’re among friends.”  Then he went off to fetch their drinks, leaving Annie to wonder just how it was that he was able to so easily construe what she was really feeling, especially when she tried so hard not to let it show.

Taking a deep breath, she tried to follow John’s advice and relax, but, as she sat there and watched various groups and couples engaged in their own conversations, she felt herself growing more and more anxious.  As her eyes adjusted to the lighting in the room, her anxiety only increased as she realized how many of these people were familiar faces….various actors and actresses; models, whose faces she recognized from the fashion magazines; and like John himself, several pop luminaries.  Awe-struck and intimidated, Annie hoped that John wouldn’t be too long getting their drinks.

“Fancy seeing you here.”

At the sound of the familiar voice, Annie’s head swung to her left to find, looming above her, with an austere expression on his face….

“George!”  Flustered, she added, “I-I didn’t know you were going to be here!”

“Yeah, well I could say the same of you,” he answered drolly. 

Without thinking, she blurted out, “John said I wouldn’t know anybody here!”

George’s heavy brows knitted together as his eyes narrowed.  “John…?  You’re here with John?”
Alarmed by his tone, she answered uneasily, “Uh, yeah.”

George stared into his half-empty glass for a moment before saying quietly, “I see.”

An awkward silence followed, and, although Annie felt like she should say something, she didn’t trust herself to say anything right.  It was clear that George was not happy she was at the party with John…. but why?  He’s the one who just stopped seeing me and started seeing Pattie.  Plus, he’s known where to find me since we moved into the studio, but hasn’t even stopped by.  So why should he care that I’m here or who I’m here with?
Just as Annie garnered the nerve to say something, another voice interjected, “Hey, George!”  Annie glanced behind George and saw Paul standing there.  “I didn’t see you come in!” Paul continued, unaware that Annie sat just on the other side of where George was standing,  “So, are you here on your own or is Pat--”  Just then, Paul saw her, “Annie!” he cried, covertly glancing at his friend, brows raised questioningly.  Turning his attention back to Annie, he said, “It’s great to see you, Annie!  We’ve missed seeing you about these past few days.  In fact, I was just asking George where you’d gotten to. The bugger didn’t say anything about bringing you to this party tonight--”

“I didn’t,” George stated evenly.

Misunderstanding, Paul said, “No, I know you didn’t, you git!  That’s what I’m saying!  He didn’t say a word about bringing you, Annie, the coy bastard!   Still, it’s great to --”

“I didn’t bring her, Paul,” George repeated, irritation causing him to raise his voice.  Grinning coldly, he added, “She’s here with John.”

Confusion coloring his expression, Paul asked, “John?”

“Yeah, John,” George confirmed. 

“Ah…well, er, alright then,” Paul acknowledged uneasily.  “Well, Jane’s waiting.  I should be off --”

“Nah, you should hang about, mate,” George told him.  “I believe it’s your turn after John’s.”  Looking pointedly at Annie, he added, “I’ll just be off to let Ringo know that he should be ready next, eh?”
Annie watched in stunned silence as George stalked off angrily. 
 “I shouldn’t worry yourself overly much, Annie,” Paul said with an apologetic shrug.  “He’s just a bit out of sorts, I reckon.  Really, though, John should have warned him.”
“About what, Paul?  There’s nothing for John to warn him about!” Annie insisted.

Paul regarded the girl dubiously before smiling and saying, “Well, I should get back to Janie.  It is great seeing you, though, Annie.  Cheers!”

“Trying to steal me girl, Macca?” John joked as he approached.

“Oh aye, all the time don’t you know!” Paul called out as he headed off across the room.

“Here’s your drink, luv,” John said to Annie, handing her the fluted martini glass.  Lowering himself on the couch beside her he said, “So, Paul and Jane ended up coming after all then.”

As she watched John sip from his drink, Annie said curtly, “Yes, and apparently, so did George…but then, you already knew that, didn’t you?”

Setting his glass down on the table beside him, John studied her for several seconds.  “And what if I did?”

“You told me I wouldn’t know anybody here, John.”

“So?”

“So?” Annie repeated incredulously.  “So what’s the big idea?  Why would you lie to me about such a thing?”

“Would you have come if I’d told you?”

“No!”  Annie cried.
“Well, there you are, then,” he replied as if the answer was obvious.

Annie gave herself a minute to calm herself and let the situation diffuse a bit before continuing more softly.  “Why, John?  Why ask me to a party where you knew George would be?  For that matter, why ask me out at all?  What’s really going on?”

“Which question would you like me to answer first?” John asked with a short laugh.  When Annie didn’t react, he mumbled, “Right, then.”

“Is this some sort of a game you guys are playing?” she asked in all seriousness.

Tilting his head in curiosity, he asked, “What do you mean?”

Averting her eyes, Annie replied, “I’ve heard rumors, John.  Unpleasant rumors about you boys trying to outdo one another seducing women.”

Amused, John asked, “And do you reckon I’m trying to seduce you?”

“Are you?” she snapped.

He moved closer and asked teasingly, “Am I?”

Her head spinning, Annie stood and said, “You know, John, it’s getting late, and I’m really very tired.  I have to be at work early in the morning, so I think I’d just like to go home and go to bed now.”

“Why Annie, I thought you’d never ask!” he answered wryly.  Seeing she wasn’t going to be humored, John pulled on her hand, “Ah, come on, luv, I’m only joking….sit back down.”  When she remained unmoved, he added sincerely, “…please?”
Slowly – and against her better judgment – Annie complied and sat down.  “You know, George seems quite angry, John.”

“Is he?” John asked nonplussed as he took another sip from his glass.  “Why’s that?”

“I don’t know.  That is, I’m not sure.  He as much as accused me of trying to…uh, date…each of you boys, but why would he think I’d do such a thing?”

It was clear from John’s demeanor that he did not want to discuss George or George’s anger.  As if to put an end to the conversation, he stated dismissively, “He’s jealous.”

“Jealous?” Annie cried.  “Of what?”

Giving an irritated huff, John explained, “He wanted you, you didn’t want him, and he found out the hard way.  So there…your mystery’s solved.”

Annie’s brows knitted in confusion.  “Where did he get that idea?  And what do you mean ‘he found out the hard way?’  Found what out?  And how?”

“My, but you’re just full of questions tonight…and all about Georgie!”  John said sarcastically.

“John --”

“No, really, luv…it’s alright.  I love nothing better than being with a bird who’s obviously more interested in my mate than in me!”

“John --”
Ignoring her, he continued, “Of course, if that bird was so fucking interested in my mate to begin with, then why was she seeing other fellas?”

“What?!”

“He knows, luv,” John said pointedly.  “George knows about the other guys you’ve been seeing.  Me?  I just reckon that if you’re going to see other fellas anyway, why shouldn’t one of them be me, eh?”

“What other fellows?  John, beyond Joey, I’ve never even been out with anyone else but George!”

“Well, now, that’s not quite true, is it?”

“It is!” Annie quipped defensively.
“It isn’t, though!” John challenged.  “You’re here with me now!”

Rolling her eyes, Annie seethed, “Okay, so beyond George and you.  Where did anyone get the idea I was seeing anyone else?”

Sighing in resignation, John answered, “I don’t know, Annie.  Why don’t you just ask George?”

“I can’t!”

“Of course you can!  He’s standing right over there, shooting daggers at us when he thinks I’m not looking.  Go on then….ask him!  I’ll be here if there’s no ‘happily ever after.’”

Annie bit her lower lip indecisively.  “I don’t know,” she said slowly.  As if she suddenly remembered that she was supposed to be there with him, she asked John, “You wouldn’t mind?”

Raising his glass to her, he said cynically, “Far be it for me to interfere with true love!”
Leaning in, she gave John a quick peck on the cheek.  “Thank you, John,” she said, meaning it.

Giving a hapless laugh, John replied, “Don’t thank me yet, luv.  He may just tell you to sod off.”

Annie hesitated until John shook his head and waved her away.

Rising from the couch, she walked slowly in George’s direction, waiting for him to notice her, alternately hoping then dreading he would.  When he finally did look her way, it was obvious that he was surprised to see her approaching.  Lifting her hand in a feeble wave, she waited until she drew closer before saying, “Hey George....”

He only stared at her impassively.

Summoning her courage, she continued, “Look, can we talk…somewhere private?”
Hardening his expression, he nodded his head in John’s direction and practically sneered, “What about your date, then?”

She glanced back at John, groaning inwardly when he mockingly waved at her.  Turning back, she told George, “It was actually John who suggested I talk to you.”

“Oh really?  Well, why don’t you come back when it’s your own idea, Annie!” 

Growing increasingly frustrated, she pressed, “George, please?  There’s obviously been some sort of misunderstanding, and, even if it changes nothing between us, I want to clear things up, okay?”

After a moment, George quietly replied, “Yeah, okay.  Come on, then,” he ordered as he headed away from the room.  With one last worried glance back at John, Annie followed.
George led her back down the hallway, opening the first door he came to.  Peeking in, he turned back to her and mumbled, “Empty.”  Stepping aside, he let her pass before following her in and closing the door.  
She stood uncomfortably in the bedroom and watched as George entered and sat on the edge of the bed.  Sensing her discomfort, he rolled his eyes and groused, “It’ll be fine, Annie.  You can sit.”
Slowly, she moved to the bed and sat on the opposite corner, turning herself to face him.  She was just wondering how to begin when George demanded, “So, what is it you wanted to say?”

She almost let herself be put off by his anger, but, remembering what John had told her, mustered her own indignation, giving her the courage to continue.  “John tells me that you were told I was seeing other guys.  First of all, that’s not true.  Secondly, I want to know who told you that.”

George’s brow shot up in surprise.  “Hang on….one thing at a time.  Where were you that last day we filmed on the train?  I’d asked you to meet me in the buffet car for --”
“…lunch,” Annie finished for him.  “Yes, I remember.  I also remember telling you that I expected to be very busy that day and that I wasn’t sure I could make it.”

“Actually, luv, what you told me is that you weren’t sure you should.  You were worried about folks talking…as usual,” George countered snidely.
“Regardless.  The fact was I did get busy and worked right through lunch.”

“Right,” George snapped disbelievingly.  “With whom?”

Annie looked at him in confusion.  “With Millie….”

Glaring at her silently, he slowly shook his head.  Then, slapping his knees, he sighed and said, “Okay, then, I’m off!”

“Wait!” Annie cried, grabbing hold of his arm.  “That’s it?  That’s all you have to say?”

Shrugging apathetically, he said, “What else is there to say, Annie?  You’re obviously not going to tell me the truth, so….”

“I’ve told you the truth!” she stated emphatically.

“Then who’s this Graham you were in your office with?”  he asked accusingly.

“Graham?  I don’t know any Graham!”

“Ah, come on, Annie!” George yelled angrily.  “I know, yeah?  He’s a fella on the crew, and you were with him that afternoon just as you left the night before with a different fella from the crew!  I know all about it!”
Annie stared at him, stunned at the accusation and the certainty with which he leveled it at her.  “I didn’t.  I was only with Millie that day, George…and the night before, I was with you.”

“You didn’t leave with me the night before, though,” he argued.  However, his argument – and anger – was losing steam in the face of Annie’s unwavering responses.

“I didn’t leave with anyone the night before, George!”  Narrowing her eyes then, she asked, “Who said I did?  And who said I was with this Graham the next day? I’ve answered your questions, now I think I deserve some answers!

George only stared at the floor lost in thought.

“George!  Who told you all this?” she demanded again.

With a short shake of his head, he said, “It doesn’t matter.”

“It does to me!” she cried indignantly.  “I want to know who said it and why!”

“I know why,” he mumbled.

“Then tell me!”

“I’d rather not,” he answered quietly.  “Do us a favor and just let it go, eh, Annie?”

“What?!” she spat in disbelief.  “Why?!”  Annie tried to imagine why he would ask such a thing of her, especially after all the trouble that had been caused.  Thinking for moment, she ventured to guess, “Was it one of the other boys?  Was it John?  No, that doesn’t make sense!  He’s the one who told me about it!  I can’t imagine it would be Paul or --”
“It’s not one of the lads,” he cut in, prompting Annie to pause.

“If not one of the boys, then who…?”  Suddenly, it dawned on her.  Of course!  Who, besides one of the other boys would he want to protect?  Looking at him with an expression filled with contempt, she stated simply, “Pattie.”

George’s head reared back in panic.   “Annie, she only did --”

“Oh, I know why she did it, George!  You don’t have to explain her motives.”  Pausing, she added slowly, “You do, however, owe me an explanation for yours’.”

Now it was George’s turn to be confused.  “Mine?”

“Yes, George, yours’.  She told you something like that about me, and you just accepted it.  You never even bothered to ask.  You just believed I’d do that.”  She glared at him defiantly.

George appeared to flounder for an explanation.  “Annie, I’m sorry.  It’s just that…you have to understand…I wasn’t sure --”

“You know, George, I’m glad we had this little talk,” she said calmly, standing and smoothing the front of her skirt.  “I think I’ll rejoin my date now.  Goodnight.”
“Annie, wait!” George implored.  “Don’t leave…Annie!”  But she’d already left the room.

Weaving her way around the revelers, Annie went in search of John.  It didn’t take long to find him as he hadn’t moved from the spot where she’d left him.  As she neared, John spotted her and jumped up in surprise.  “Annie!  What are you doing --” 

“Hi John,” she said, forcing a smile.  “Look, I just wanted to thank you for an interesting evening, but I’ll be leaving now.”

“Well, hang on, I’ll take you home, luv,” he offered with a faltering smile. 

“No, no….that’s okay,” she objected.  “I can find my own way home….goodnight.”

John stood gape-jawed as he watched her leave.  A few minutes later, he saw George across the room, fixing himself a drink at the bar.  Quickly, he crossed the room, walking up just behind George.  “What the hell happened?” he demanded with a caustic grin.

“Nothing,” George grumbled, taking a long pull from his drink.  

Just then, Paul appeared behind John.  “Hey, la!”

Nodding at Paul, John said, “Fancy that!  He’s done nothing but sulk since we switched over to the studio.  So I go to the trouble of bringing Annie here for him sort things out with, and Prince Charming here mucks it all up!”
“Oh, aye?” Paul asked.  “How’s that, then?”

“Ah, leave it, will you?” George groused.

“That’s gratitude for you!” John quipped before walking away.

Paul moved closer to George.  “So, what will you do now?”

Shrugging, George replied, “Don’t know that there’s anything to be done!”

“You could try apologizing…?” Paul offered helpfully.

“Do you think I haven’t tried?” George challenged with a humorless laugh.

“Nah, I mean a real apology, George!” Paul instructed.  “You know, flowers and what not.  Birds go batty for that sort of thing.”  Giving the younger man a light punch on the arm, Paul added, “I’m telling you, do that and it will put things right.”

As Paul walked away, George sneered to himself, “Flowers!  Soft, that’s what!”  Draining the last of his drink, he fixed another, deciding that the best course of action for time being was to drink himself legless.

Back in her tiny flat, Annie had finally fallen asleep after tossing and turning for several hours.  After arriving home, she had gotten ready for bed, but had a hard time putting the events of the evening out of her mind.  During the taxi ride home, she had decided that she would sever all ties with the group, telling herself that all the trouble was really an omen that she shouldn’t have gotten involved with any of them to begin with…especially George.  As she lay in her bed trying to fall asleep, however, she kept remembering happier times she’d spent with him….times when she began to reconsider her commitment to Joey.  I suppose it’s all for the best that this happened.  Who knows what I might have done? At some point, she’d finally drifted off to sleep.
Hours later, she was awakened by a loud ringing.  Jolting awake, she sat up in her bed, looking around in confusion.  The ringing started again and continued incessantly.  Glancing at the clock, she saw it was already after four in the morning.  As the ringing continued, the only thought the permeated through her panic was that the sound would awaken Mrs. Sparrow.  Jumping up, she threw the bedclothes back and ran for the door, not even stopping to throw on a robe.  

As she ran barefoot down the several flights of stairs, she suppressed the urge to call out that she was coming and just prayed instead that the old woman wouldn’t hear the racket.  Reaching the front door, she threw it back, and, in a seething whisper that would have been a yell had it not been as late as it was, demanded, “What?!”

Through sleepy eyes, she made out the individual swaying on her doorstep and gasped in surprise.  

“’lo, Annie!”

“George!  Do you have any idea what time it is?” she cried, stealing surreptitious glances at Mrs. Sparrow’s windows.  “What the hell are you thinking?!”

Drawing himself up as straight as he could, George demanded loudly, “I want to talk to you.  Now you listen to me, girl --”

Reaching out, Annie grabbed his arm and pulled him inside.  “Oh for crying out loud, get in here, and, for heaven’s sake, be quiet!”  Putting her finger to her lips, she waved at him to follow her up the stairs.  As they reached the top floor, she opened the door to her flat and pushed him inside.

“So…this is where you live, eh?” he slurred.  “Er, nice, this.”  His expression, however, indicated that he really thought  it was anything but nice.  “A bit small, though.”

Partially relieved and partially aggravated, Annie said, “George, it’s after four, what on earth are you doing here?  Have you lost your mind?  What if Mrs. Sparrow had seen you, huh?  Do you know the kind of trouble that could cause?  Do you?”

George struggled to clear his double vision as he answered indignantly, “You know, Annie, I’m getting the feeling you’re not happy to see me!”

Closing her eyes for a moment, Annie calmed herself. When she felt she had succeeded, she told him, “Sit down, George.  I’ll make you some coffee…but then you have to leave before anybody sees you here!”

Saluting her, George plopped on the small divan while Annie went into the kitchenette to fix the percolator.  When she returned a few minutes later, George was completely passed out and snoring softly.  “Oh no!” she groaned quietly.
