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Chapter One

The chartered Boeing 707 banked a steep left as its pilot’s voice came over the cabin speaker informing all aboard that they were beginning their descent into Nassau International Airport and would be landing within approximately ten minutes.  The voice droned on, helpfully offering the local time and temperature, but the information was lost on most of those sitting in the cabin, especially the four young men who were at the heart of this excursion.  The Beatles, having attained unprecedented success and a fame not seen since Elvis Presley first hit the airwaves, had become superstars virtually all over the world, and, capitalizing on that success, they were now in the process of making their second film, tentatively – and inanely - entitled, “Eight Arms to Hold You.” 
Precisely because of their unheralded status in the entertainment industry, their producer was provided with a budget nearly four times the amount he had been given to film their first movie almost exactly a year before.  That budget allowed him to not only secure various location sites throughout England, but to also whisk his stars – and their multitude of co-stars – to Austria and the Bahamas to be filmed in color. While Austria had been selected on a whim of Paul McCartney, the Bahamas had been selected for practical reasons as well as aesthetic.  To offset the massive tax levied by the British government against the group’s substantial earnings, their accountants had wisely invested a significant portion of their collective income in the British Commonwealth.  Having the boys actually work in that country would only serve to validate the sizeable fortune the Beatles had sent outside of the UK.  As far as the four musicians were concerned, however, filming in the Bahamas meant nothing more noteworthy than the possibility of combining work and pleasure in the exotic locale – at least as much as their frantic schedule would permit.

Red-eyed and giggling, with their faces practically plastered against the tiny cabin windows, they each contorted their heads this way and that, trying to take in as much of the tropical island vista below them before the plane landed.  Their impromptu sightseeing venture was interrupted, though, by a single voice, struggling to be heard above the din of voices, as the individual endeavored to capture their attention.

“Boys?....Boys?.... BOYS?!”  Slowly, one by one, each of the four faces finally turned to face their manager.  Unfortunately, so did many others.  Moving up and taking a seat across the aisle from where they sat, Brian Epstein leaned in, and, lowering his voice, explained, “Listen, lads, the co-pilot has just informed me that he’s received word from the tower that there’s over a thousand fans and media waiting for you when we land.  I know our plan was to jump straight from the plane and into the limousines, but I’m afraid, under the circumstances, we’re going to have to hastily arrange a short press conference.  I am sorry.”

The boys looked at one another quizzically before bursting out in fits of uncontrollable laughter.  

“Yeah, sure, Bri!”

“No worries, mate!”

“Whatever ya say!

“Where are we?”

This last question, asked by a very dazed and bewildered Ringo, led to another round of raucous hysterics.

“Christ, Ritch!  How much did you smoke anyway?” John Lennon asked with a huge grin.

Shrugging, Ringo slurred , “Don’t know!  Everytime I passed one on, someone put another in me hand!”

“Aye, well I can see how ya wouldn’t want to be rude an’ all!” George mocked genially.

“Nah, his mum raised him better than that!” Paul added.

“Oi, ‘e’s a good boy, me Ritchie is!” John imitated Elsie Graves, Ringo’s mother, pulling a face to match the exaggerated voice.

Once again the group was overcome with giggles.

Brian looked on helplessly. Glancing over at their old friend and road manager, Neil Aspinall, he raised his brows in question.  Neil, who couldn’t keep from smiling at the boys’ antics, merely shrugged in response.  Turning then to the group’s press secretary, the manager instructed softly, “Keep it short, and I do mean short, Tony.  They’re all as high as kites.  I do believe they’ve been passing reefer non-stop since New York!  If you allow them too much time with the press, everyone will know it!”
Understanding the manager’s dilemma, Tony Barrow nodded his head solemnly.

As it turned out, Epstein needn’t have worried.  Barrow organized the conference with the ease of the seasoned professional he was, and, yet again, the boys managed to be as witty and charming – and disarming – as ever.  True to his word, the press officer made sure the conference was kept to just a few minutes.  Less than an hour after their plane had landed, the boys and their entourage were on their way to the Balmoral Club, a forty-three acre exclusive hotel-resort situated on Cable Beach, not far from the airport.

Upon their arrival, the boys were immediately escorted to their private villa, one of ten located on the property, in addition to the hotel itself.  The Balmoral Club was used to catering to the rich and famous, especially those “rich and famous” who craved their privacy.  The grounds were constantly patrolled by a large security force that ensured access to the grounds remained limited only to those guests registered at the resort.  For the first time in more than two years, each Beatle could walk the expansive estate freely, confident that they would remain undisturbed and unaccosted.  For that reason alone, they anticipated spending the next fortnight in a true Paradise! More than pleased with their opulent accommodations and what they could discern of the lavish grounds in the dark of their nighttime arrival, they had each donned their swimsuits and headed out for their first swim in the Caribbean Sea.
Accompanied only by Neil and their other friend and road manager, Mal Evans, the foursome walked the short pathway leading from the rear veranda of their villa to the powdery white sand beach, conversing animatedly while passing around three “cigarettes” stuffed with marijuana.  Ever since the boys - along with Neil, Mal, and Brian Epstein – had been introduced to herb by Bob Dylan during their last American tour, they’d imbibed several times daily.  When filming of their new movie began, it hadn’t occurred to any one of them to curb their consumption – something that their director, Dick Lester, found to be somewhat of a mixed blessing.  On the one hand, they credited the drug for the new direction in which their music was going, and Lester couldn’t deny it - the songs they were composing for the film’s soundtrack were innovative and distinctive, and even he knew that the LP was sure to yield several hit songs, creating a windfall for United Artists, the film company to whom the boys were contracted for a total of three films.  Ingeniously, UA had also secured the rights to the soundtracks for all three films, thus set to profit from both the movies and their soundtracks.  On the other hand, however, trying to film with the boys constantly high created a nightmare for the director most days, especially after the break for lunch had been called for cast and crew.  Without exception, the Beatles would spend their break lighting up one joint after another, rendering any serious work all but impossible for the remainder of the day.  Reefer had largely replaced scotch and coke as their conduit to relaxation, and that first night in Nassau, the boys were totally committed to getting as relaxed as they possibly could.
“Bloody hell!  The water’s as warm as a bath!”  John exclaimed joyously, being the first to wade into the shallow surf.

Following close behind, Paul exclaimed in agreement, “Oooh….this is just lovely!  I’m going all the way in fer a proper swim!”

“’ey lads, watch yerselves, yeah?  It’s pitch black out here!”  Mal called out worriedly.

“It’s not, though!”  George challenged, stripping off his t-shirt.  “The moon’s out!  You can see everything!”  he called back before he took off running for the surf.
“Well…,” Mal grudgingly conceded, “….just be careful….and don’t wander off too far!”
“Yes, mother!”  John mocked as he dove head-first into an approaching wave.

Turning to Neil sitting beside him on the beach, Mal quietly asked, “Ya going in then?”

Shaking his head, Neil replied, “Nah….I’m dead knackered to tell ya the truth.  I’m hoping this lot doesn’t plan on staying out fer long!”

Turning his head toward his four charges frolicking about in the water, Mal sighed tiredly.  “I know what you mean, mate….I know what you mean.”  As wound up as the boys were, though, he didn’t anticipate seeing his bed anytime soon.  “Wankers!” he said, smiling affectionately.  Eh, they deserve their bit of fun!  It can’t be easy for ‘em, but, then again, it’s not that easy fer us, either!  His grin broadened at the thought. Always up to something….each one of ‘em is trouble incarnate, so they are!  Resigned to his fate, Mal stretched his long legs out in front of him and leaned back on his elbows.
As was his habit, developed over the past few years of safeguarding the lads as they moved in and out amongst throngs of screeching, clutching young girls, Mal ran down a quick mental roll call.  Right….there’s Ritchie…. Mal smiled to himself. Ringo had waded in no further than his knees and was simply walking back and forth in the surf.  Not many knew he’d never learned to swim and was petrified of water…especially the ocean.  Mal had no doubt that Ritch would have been happier splashing about in the much more predictable and easier-to-negotiate Olympic-sized pool, situated not far from the villa.
And right over there….that’s John and Paul dunking each other.  Okay.  And….George?  Where is George?  Panicked, he bolted upright suddenly, scanning the water for the missing Beatle.  Finally, he spotted him several yards to the left of where John and Paul were roughhousing.  Oh!  There he is. Eying the distance between where George was swimming from where John and Paul was, he thought with concern, I do wish he wouldn’t wander off too far on his own.  George, Mal knew, was the strongest swimmer of the four.  As a youngster, he’d even swum competitively for a while.  However, Mal still worried – and justifiably so.  After all, it was unfamiliar water at night after the lads had all partaken of copious amounts of the “herbal jazz cigarette.”  Nevertheless, Mal wisely kept his counsel, knowing that an expression of worry or concern on his part for any of them would be interpreted as an invitation for them to do something really dangerous and foolish, all to get a rise out of him.  Still, I do wish he’d swim closer to John and Paul.  
As he kept an eye on George, he saw that the Beatle had stopped swimming, and, still treading water, appeared to be looking back towards the beach, He must have noticed I was looking out for him and didn’t want me to worry, Mal guessed.  When George raised his hand, seemingly in greeting, Mal felt certain of the impression.  Well, perhaps he’s not as high as I thought he was, and, with that thought in mind, Mal allowed himself to relax a bit…but only a bit.
Swimming on his own in approximately seven feet of water, George hadn’t even noticed Mal…or Neil, for that matter.  What had caught his attention back on the beach was a young woman.  She stood further back in the sand near the dense shrubbery and undergrowth bordering that section of the beach, creating a natural barrier. Directly in back of that, appeared to be an impenetrable tangle of palm and various other trees George couldn’t make out.  Treading the water, he watched the young woman curiously.  Standing half in shadow, the ambient moonlight illuminated only enough to allow him to see that she was wearing what appeared to be a white ball gown. Strange attire for the beach.  Her hair was long and dark, though what color it was, he couldn’t say.  While he couldn’t swear she was looking at him or any of the others, he could see that she was clearly looking out to sea, completely immobile.  Funny, I don’t recall anyone saying there was a party here this evening.  Ah, but then again, this place is so big, I reckon there could be a dozen parties taking place and we’d hear nowt about it.  Perhaps she’s just a girl who’d heard we were going to be staying at Balmoral and followed us down here.  Somehow, the fans always suss us out, no matter how much we try to keep the secret!  Yeah, that’s probably it!  An’ she’s just waiting fer one of us to get out of the water.  Well, from here, she looks to be a bit of alright!  Perhaps….
An idea started to grow on him then, prompting a slow smile to spread across his face.  Raising his hand high in the air, he hailed her in acknowledgement, hoping that would be enough to keep her from leaving until he had a chance to make it back to the beach so he could talk to her and get a proper look at her.  Keeping her in sight as he swam, he quickly headed toward John and Paul.  When he was close enough to be heard, he called out to his two friends.  “ey fellas!”
The two other Beatles turned his way in expectation.

“Ooohhh….the illustrious Mr. Harrison has finally decided to join us, eh?” John teased.  “I was beginning to think we weren’t good enough company fer the high and mighty likes of you!” 

“You’ll do fer now,” George shot back, grinning lopsidedly. With a furtive glance at Ritchie, George quickly decided he’d catch him up after he’d talked to John and Paul. “What d’yer say to the possibility of some…er…female company, eh?” 

“Find a mermaid over there, did ya, George?” John deadpanned.

George laughed good-naturedly.  “Nah….I just noticed that we have company,” he said, jerking his thumb in the direction where the girl stood.  “….an’ I’m reckoning she might have a mate or two…or three!”
Obviously pleased by the idea, both boys looked in the direction George indicated.  Puzzled, Paul asked, “Where?”

George turned back as he was replying, “Just over the--”  Eh?  Where did she go? Squinting, he looked first to one side near where he’d last seen her and then to the other.  “Ah, bollocks!” he exclaimed in disappointment.  Shrugging, he sighed, “Well, she was there!  I don’t know where she went off to,” he continued distractedly….sensing something wasn’t right.  Peering closely at the barrier of trees and bushes that stood behind her, he added softly, as if to himself, “….or how!”  

The four all emerged from the water.  While the other lads toweled off and shared a smoke with Neil and Mal, George wandered over to where the girl had been standing.  Still puzzled over how she was able to move away so quickly and without being noticed, he inspected the foliage for a hidden path or even a gap through which she might have slipped, but there was simply no way  anyone – regardless of their size and stature – could have left the beach that way.  Following the wild hedge, he walked a bit further up.  He heard Neil call out to him.  Without turning around, he signaled with his hand for Neil to give him a minute. When he had walked about thirty feet, he stopped.  No.  If she’d gone this way, I would have seen her leaving.  I hadn’t looked away that long. Then again, if she’d gone the other way, Neil and Mal would have seen her, and they already swore they’d seen no one!   Glancing back in the direction from where he’d come, he saw his five friends gathered together, waiting on him, he imagined.  Scratching the back of his neck, he thought, It was after midnight when we headed down here.  Certainly must be around half-one by now.  Slowly, he started walking back toward his friends, keeping his eyes on jungle surrounding the beach and his ears attuned for any unusual sound.  Approaching the area where he first spied the young woman, he stood there, staring at the spot, and tried to figure out what it was that felt wrong with what he was seeing.
“’ey George!  C’mon, mate!  I’d like to get some sleep before we have to start filming, yeah?” Paul called out to him.

“What are ya doing, anyway?” Ringo chimed in.

Feeling that the answer to the mystery was just within his reach, he impatiently waved away their griping, annoyed at the interruption.  Ignoring them both, he focused his attention.  Slowly, his eyes widened as the realization dawned on him.  Footprints!  There are no footprints!  
Despite the warmth of the balmy Caribbean night, George felt a shiver go up his spine.  “C-Coming!” he called out in a voice nearly an octave higher than its usual timbre and he quickly put as much distance between himself and that place as he possibly could.
