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Chapter Eleven

Rubbing the last vestige of sleep from her eyes, Mary half-walked, half-staggered into the tiny kitchen, pulling up short when she found her flat-mate sitting at the table, fully dressed and primped, as though she’d been up for hours. “Fancy you being awake already!” she exclaimed in surprise.  “Early night, was it?”

Grimacing, Pattie replied evenly, “You could say that, yes.”

Reaching for a teacup, Mary clucked sympathetically. “Dearie me!  That doesn’t sound very good!  Bad night, love?”

“I’ve definitely had better!” Pattie quipped irritably.

From where she stood at the stove, Mary turned toward her, the kettle in her hand poised just above the burner.  “Did you and George have a row?”

Pattie dropped the fork on her plate noisily and sighed.  “No, not really.  We didn’t actually have plans last night.  ‘I just fancy an evening in,’ he told me.  So, I decide to pop ‘round to clubs with Marie and Jill.  Well, there I am at the Ad Lib when who comes in but George….and he’s not alone!”

“Oh no!” 

Nodding, Pattie continued.  “No….who’s right behind him but Annie!”

“Annie?” Mary echoed quizzically.   “The secretary?”

“The same, yes. Well, I wasn’t about to be pushed aside, so I go over and join them--”

“George and Annie?”

Pattie nodded, adding, “…and John--”

“Wait!  Hang on,” Mary interrupted.  “John was there as well?”
“Yeah….he’d been in the club a good thirty or so minutes before George and Annie came in,” Pattie explained.

Mary was pouring the boiled water from the kettle into the teapot when a thought occurred to her.  Practically slamming the kettle back on the stove, she turned back and cried excitedly, “Well, that must be it!” 

“What must be it?” Pattie asked with more than just a hint of annoyance.

“John!  I’d wager that John and Annie are having an affair, and George is just covering for them, Pats!”

Pattie seemed to consider the idea for a moment.  Slowly, she shook her head.  “No, I don’t think so, Mary.”

“But you told me she was out with John before!” Mary protested.

Pausing, Pattie turned pensive.  “You know, John and Annie did leave together last night….”

“Well, there you are!”

After a moment’s reflection, Pattie shook her head again.  “Nobody would like to believe that more than I would, Mary, but I really don’t think it’s true.”

Mary’s smile faded.  “Whyever not?  It makes perfect sense to me!  After all, John is married as well.  Only, unlike Annie, people would know he was being unfaithful if they saw him out and about with another girl.  George is only helping John!”

Pattie was still shaking her head.  “You’re wrong, Mary!” she said somberly.  “If that were the case then George wouldn’t have taken off after Annie last night.” 

“Did he?” Mary asked in dismay.  “Did he say why?”

“No.  All he told me was that he needed to find her.  He didn’t say why.”

“Oh.”  Mary looked as crestfallen as Pattie felt.

“What’s more…,” the model began, hesitating before continuing, “….he seemed rather upset to learn that John had left with Annie.”  Raising her eyes to her friend’s, she confessed, “If I didn’t know any better, I’d say he was jealous.”

“Oh no!  What will you do, Pats?”

“I don’t know,” she replied with a heavy sigh.  Propping her chin in her hand, she stared off at nothing in particular.  

“Well, I, for one, don’t understand this strange fascination George has with this…this secretary,” Mary asserted with indignation.  “She’s married, for heaven’s sake!”

“Mmm,” Pattie sounded absently.  After a few moments, she suddenly straightened in her seat, her eyes wide.  “That’s it!  That could very well take care of her once and for all!  Oh Mary, you’re a darling!” Pattie gushed before standing and quickly clearing her used dishes, moving them from the table to the sink.  “I don’t know why I didn’t think of this earlier!” she cried elatedly while she washed her few dishes.
“What?” Mary shouted happily.  “What is it?”

Pattie whipped around to face her friend. “She married, Mary!” she stressed as though the answer was obvious.

“Yes, and…?”

Pattie smiled triumphantly.  “And perhaps it’s high time someone had a word with her husband!”
“Bugger the milk and sugar,” Millie said, grinning coyly. Pouring out a generous splash of scotch in each teacup, she pushed one towards Annie, saying,   “We can both do with something a bit stronger, I think!”
Her hands still shaking, Annie lifted the steaming cup to her mouth and sipped gingerly, grimacing at the burn of the alcohol.  “Thank you, Millie,” she whispered.

Millie took a substantially larger sip from her own cup then, setting it back down on the saucer, looked at Annie sympathetically. She reached out to the girl sitting beside her on the divan and stroked her hair maternally.   “Oh darling,” she began, “I’m so very sorry!  If I’d only known….”

Annie vehemently shook her head.  “It’s me who should apologize to you, Millie,” she replied resolutely.  “I had no business dragging you into any of this.”

“I wouldn’t have minded, love….not one bit,” the older woman protested.  “I would have gladly covered for you, if that’s what you wanted.”

“Oh, Millie!  I would never ask you to do that, and I feel just terrible that you were put in such an awkward position!” Annie replied remorsefully.  “It’s only that I’d had this story prepared to tell Joey.  Then, when George showed up demanding to know where I’d been, I’m afraid that alibi was all I could think of.”  

Millie nodded in understanding.  Annie felt the sting of fresh tears and averted her eyes as she recalled the look on George’s face the instant he realized she’d lied to him.
His hand still gripping her arm tightly, George waited for her to tell him where she’d been all night.
Fear and confusion coalesced, compounding Annie’s inability to think straight. She worried about Joey, who was just upstairs….she worried about Mrs. Sparrow peeking out her window….she worried about George, upset and angry, impatiently awaiting an explanation she couldn’t come up with.  She’d only prepared the one alibi for her husband and was unable to conceive of another for George.  Before she realized what she was saying, she’d said it.  “I was at Millie’s.”

George stared at her and said nothing at first, appearing to mull over her answer for a second or two.  “You were at Millie’s,” he repeated quietly.  

Annie thought it odd that he hadn’t framed it as a question, but, all the same, she nodded her agreement.

Dropping his hand from her arm, he looked away from her toward the intersection.  “You were at Millie’s,” he echoed again, this time, more to himself.  Turning back toward her he tilted his head, and, with an odd expression ​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​on his face, said, “Funny, that.”

Unable to find her voice, Annie looked at him questioningly.

“When you left the Ad-Lib last night, I went looking for you all over London….I drove here to see if there was any sign of you, but the flat was all dark.  I drove over to the Lester’s, thinking perhaps you’d have gone to them, but they weren’t at home.  Then, I drove out to Millie’s.”  He laughed, but without humor.  “I can tell you she wasn’t half pleased to find me at her door at near three in the morning.  I woke her, you see.  Yeah….from a dead sleep.  I could tell right away….when she answered the door.  But I asked her anyway, didn’t I?  ‘Have you seen or heard from Annie tonight, Millie?’ I asked.”  Taking a step closer to Annie, he leaned in and emphatically told her, “She said she hadn’t, Annie.  She hadn’t.  So, as I see things, the question is…who’s lying?  Her…or you?”
Annie felt sick inside.  Weakly, she lowered herself to the bottom step while George maintained an angry glare.  “I-I’m sorry, George,” she whispered, her voice quivering.

Towering above her, George stared down stoically for a minute or two.  “Yeah…so am I,” he snapped gruffly before turning and stalking back to his vehicle.

Annie knew better than to go after him.

“He was so angry, Millie!” Annie said anxiously, her eyes wide, and her voice a strangled whisper.

Reaching across, the older woman patted the girl’s knee comfortingly.  “His feelings were just hurt, Annie.  It will pass.”

Annie slowly shook her head.  “I don’t think so.”  She stared vacantly at the wall while she ran a finger around the rim of her teacup.  Giving a short laugh, she continued, “I mean, the only way I can even begin to make this up to him would be to explain why I lied.  Do you honestly expect that he’s going to feel any better if I tell him that I spent the night with John?”

Wincing sympathetically, Millie answered, “No, I don’t suppose so.”

Sighing, Annie said quietly, “Neither do I.”  After a moment, she asked, “Do you know what the really strange thing is?”

“What’s that, darling?”

“I’m more upset about George than I am about Joey!  How screwed up is that?  I fight with my husband and stay out all night, and I have less dread about facing him again than about facing George.”

“Hmmm,” Millie sounded thoughtfully.

“What?” Annie asked in alarm.  “What are you thinking?”

“Well….I don’t want to cause you any further upset, Annie, but….”

“But what, Millie? Tell me…please!”

“It’s only….that is….oh, I don’t know that I should be telling you this, love, you’re already so worked up!”

“Please, Millie!  What is it?  What were you going to say?”

Blowing a heavy sigh, Millie plunged in.  “It’s only that you should think very carefully about telling George, darling.  He’s not going to take it well, no…but don’t you imagine it would be ever so much worse if he hears about it from someone else?”
Annie’s brows furrowed as she processed her friend’s warning.  “But the only other one who knows the truth is John himself.  You don’t really think he’d tell George, do you?”

“I don’t know, love,” Millie answered with a shrug.  “But ask yourself this:  Is it worth finding out that answer the hard way?”
Annie bit her lower lip as she contemplated this new dilemma.  After a few moments, she replied softly, “No, I suppose not.”

“Then there’s only one thing for it, Annie….you’ve got to tell George before John does.”
John sat on the edge of the bed, his guitar in his lap, aimlessly strumming various chords.  Behind him, he heard the door open.

“Visitor, John,” he heard Cynthia call to him.  

Turning, he adjusted his glasses, and looked to see who it was.  His stomach gave a small flip when he saw the angry expression on George’s face.  
“Ta, Cyn,” he heard George murmur as he entered the room.  

“’lo, George,” John greeted him hesitantly.

George gave a nod in response before plopping down in the chair directly opposite of where John sat.  Lighting a cigarette, he looked John over and said, “This is how you plan to spend our one day off?”

John shrugged and laughed uneasily.  “Can’t think of a better way!”

Again, George only nodded.  Leaning forward, he propped his elbows on his knees and ran a hand over his face.

“You look like shite, son!  Didn’t you sleep?”

“Not really, no.  I spent most of my night chasing Annie all over bleedin’ London, you see!” 

At the mention of Annie’s name, John’s head shot up.  “Eh?  Why’s that?” he asked, hoping like hell that George didn’t hear the crack in his voice.

“Coz I’m a soddin’ fool!” George snapped angrily. Sighing in resignation, he explained, “I was worried about her, you know?  I knew why she’d left last night.  I’d told her I’d get rid of Pattie, but I reckon she didn’t much feel like waiting,” he added sarcastically.

“Well, George, Pattie had made herself quite at home and looked rather settled in for the evening,” John reasoned.  “How’d you reckon you were going to get her to leave short of just telling her to piss off?”

“I was just waiting for the right time!” George replied defensively. “But the moment my back was turned, Annie just up and left without so much as a word to me!” 

“So….did you find her?” John asked, unable to bring himself to look at George as he asked the question.

“Yeah,” George replied flatly.  “…but I rather wished I hadn’t!”

“Why’s th--”
“Pattie said you left with her,” George interrupted sharply.
Taken back by George’s sudden intensity,  John reached for an explanation.  “Er, yeah…but I--”

“Did she tell you where she was going?”

John hesitated only a moment.  “Ah….I don’t recall, George.  You know, I had quite a bit to drink and I--”

“Well then, did she say anything that even suggested where she was going?” George pressed impatiently.

“Er, no, I don’t think--”

“Well, where the fuck could she have gone, then?” George threw his hands up and cried in frustration, although John got the impression that the question wasn’t really meant for him.

“Perhaps…Millie’s?” John offered helpfully…and hopefully.

George’s eyes darkened as he answered evenly, “Not according to Millie she didn’t.”

“You went there?” John asked in surprise.

“Yeah, I did,” George snapped, adding snidely, “Annie was a bit surprised to learn that as well.”

Something in the way George spoke alarmed John.  “How do you mean?”
Giving a tight smile, George explained, “Well, that’s where Annie told me she’d been when I finally caught up with her this morning outside her flat.”

“Oh,” was all John trusted himself to say.

“She lied to me, John!  Lied right to my face! Now why would she do that?”

“Sounds like your girl just didn’t want to tell you where she’d really been.”

Both men looked up in surprise to see Cynthia in the doorway, holding a mug of tea for each of them.  Shrugging, she added, “Perhaps that’s why, George.  You shouldn’t take it to heart, though.”  Handing a cup to each Beatle, she said, “She may very well have had her reasons for wanting to keep things private.”

John consciously had to keep himself from squirming in discomfort.  “Yeah, perhaps,” he murmured his agreement.
“I just don’t understand what the big secret is!” George said quietly, his anger finally spent.
“Take it from me,” Cynthia laughed and laid a hand on her husband’s shoulder, “If I went barmy every time this one disappears for the night, they’d have put me away by now!”

George grudgingly smiled.  “Ah yeah, Cyn, but he’s been a good lad lately, hasn’t he?  I mean, it’s been a while since he’s stayed out all night!”

“What are you on about?” she laughed incredulously.  “He stayed gone only last night! In he comes this morning, all bleary-eyed and tired, telling me how he spent the night at yours!”  

The smile froze on George’s face and Cynthia’s smile faltered a bit as she asked apprehensively, “Didn’t he?”

For the split second the room was silent and heavy with expectation, John found himself wishing that he could somehow magically disappear.

Slowly, George answered, “Right…yeah…he stayed in the spare room.  Christ, I was so pissed, I’d forgotten!”  
Cynthia brightened, leaving John wondering if she really believed the lie or only pretended to because she thought it was easier than fighting for the truth.  

“Are either of you hungry?  I could fix a bit for something for you,” she offered amiably.
“Nothing for me….no, but thanks, Cyn,” George replied distractedly, standing and stubbing out the remnant of his cigarette.

John glanced up and just shook his head, unable to bring himself to look at either of them.

“Right then,” she said.  “I’ll leave you to it.”

Once Cyn was gone from the room, John braced himself for the onslaught of George’s fury, but only silence followed.  After several minutes, John couldn’t bear it any more.  “George--”

“Don’t!  Just…don’t,” he said low and evenly before walking out of the room.
Pulling himself up from where he was reclining on the couch, Joey slid a fresh cigarette from the pack on the table and lit it with the smoldering butt of his spent one.  As he drew the smoke in deeply, he inwardly chastised himself for chain smoking, something he tended to do when he felt nervous or uncomfortable.  Standing, he went to the large window and looked out, checking up and down the street, alert for any sign of his missing young wife. Where the hell is she?  What if she’s been hurt?  This is no place for a girl to go wandering around at night, after all!  Jesus, I’m a shit for letting her go!  Leaning forward against the pane, he checked once more.  Where the fuck is she?

He was still dressed in the clothes he’d worn the day before, now wrinkled and disheveled from a largely sleepless night spent on the couch.  When Annie had left the flat the previous evening, he’d assumed she was merely going for a short walk to cool off.  As the hours past and she hadn’t returned, Joey’s anxiety started to climb.  Every horror story Mrs. Sparrow had told them about Notting Hill came back to him, prompting him to envision Annie in every sort of terrible predicament.  His growing sense of helplessness and futility only fueled the fear that gnawed at his gut.  She could be hurt or worse right now, and I haven’t the first idea of how to begin to find her!  Perhaps I should phone the police…?
He paced the floor anxiously while he mulled the idea over.  The police would want to know why she went off like that.  They’d probably point blank ask if we’d fought.  Shit….they’d probably think I had something to do with her disappearing!  Nah, no police….at least, not yet.

He’d just gone into the small kitchen and was pouring out a cup of coffee from the percolator when the bell to the flat rang shrilly, causing him to jump and spill the hot coffee down the front of his shirt.  “Fuck!” he swore, grabbing the dish towel to soak up the stain.  
He ran from the flat and down two of the four flights of stairs, slowing when it hit him that whoever waited on the other side of the door may very well have come to tell him that something had happened to Annie.  With increasing trepidation, he descended the remaining flights at a measured pace.  

As the front door came into view, he could see the outline of the visitor through the frosted glass.  Blinking rapidly to clear his vision, he squinted to confirm that what he was seeing was not a policeman, but a woman.  He could see her hair hanging just above her shoulders and tufted at the top.  Relieved, he moved quickly, throwing open the door.

The girl turned and smiled at him, revealing a gap between her front teeth that did nothing to detract from her overall attractiveness.  “Hello!  You must be Joey!”

“Ah…yeah,” he replied awkwardly, only then realizing that he’d been staring.  Coughing as though to clear his throat, he began again, “Yes, I’m Joey…and you are…?”

“Oh! Sorry!  I’m Pattie….Pattie Boyd.  I work on the film with Annie…?”

Why do I know that name?  Maybe Annie has mentioned her?  “I see.  Well, Miss Boyd, Annie isn’t in at the moment.”
“Lovely!  I’m not here to see Annie.  Actually, I was hoping I could have a word with you.”

“With me?”  What on earth is this about?  Suddenly, a thought emerged.  Stepping closer, he lowered his voice and asked, “Do you know where she is, Miss Boyd?”
Tellingly, Pattie didn’t seem at all surprised by the question.  “I can’t say that I know where she is at the moment, Joey, but I’m fairly certain I can tell you where she’s been.”

“Oh?” Joey asked suspiciously. “And where might that be?”
Squaring her shoulders, Pattie fixed him with an indignant glare and said, “Your wife, Joey, is having an affair with not one, but two men, and one of them happens to be my boyfriend.”

Joey stared mutely at the blonde as he struggled to process what she was telling him.  It doesn’t make sense!  Annie?  She wouldn’t have the nerve!  “I think you’re mistaken, Miss Boyd,” he replied ominously.
Unfazed, Pattie pressed, “I can assure you….I’m not.”  Seeing he remained unconvinced, she added, “I can prove it.”

Joey seemed to hesitate, but then he stepped back and opened the door wider.  “Perhaps you should come in and explain yourself.”

With a nervous smile, Pattie murmured a diminutive “Alright” as she stepped into the foyer and allowed Joey to lead her up the several flights of stairs to the flat he shared with Annie.
Three hours later, Mary Bee came home to her Chelsea flat to find Pattie sobbing uncontrollably….
Standing in the doorway, she paused and looked at her friend in shock.  “Pats?” 

“Oh Mary!” Pattie cried.  “I’ve made a dreadful mistake!”

….while over in Knightsbridge, Joey stood across from Whaddon House on Williams Mews, waiting for George Harrison to return home.
