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Chapter Two

George was awakened from a deep sleep by the sound of someone humming outside his open window.  He laid in his bed, half- awake and determined to go back to sleep, but   something about what he was hearing nagged at him.  Coming more fully awake, he listened to the humming until it struck him.  That’s a girl’s voice!  Bolting upright, he listened more closely until he was certain he wasn’t mistaken.  Rising from the bed, he padded to the window, and, standing just to the side, pulled back the lace curtain and peered out into the garden below.  There, illuminated in a shaft a moonlight, was the young woman he had seen at the beach, walking among the roses.  Far from being pleased to see her again, he thought to himself, The bloody cheek!  Determined to give the girl a proper telling-off for trespassing and – most of all – for waking him at three thirty in the morning, he rushed from the bedroom, down the stairs, and through the French doors that opened onto the veranda in the backyard. Making his way back toward the garden, he called to her in a whisper, “Oi, you, girl!”
The girl froze and looked at him curiously.  Why should she look surprised to see me?  Ah, perhaps I’m standing in a shadow, and she can’t see who I am.  He took a step closer.  In response, she took a step backwards. Now it was George’s turn to look surprised.  Surely she knows we’re staying here!  That’s why she’s here, isn’t it? Well, if she’s going to play coy, that’s all fine and well, but I need me sleep! 
“’ave you any idea what time it is?” he demanded, his irritation only slightly assuaged by her youth and beauty.  The girl, though, continued to stare at him wordlessly.  “How did you get in here anyway?  I reckon you know yer not s’posed to be here….it’s private property an’ all….as is the beach you were at earlier!”  
He waited for her to respond, but his words were met with only silence.  Furrowing his heavy brows, he huffed in resignation.  He’d seen this sort of reaction before with certain female fans. Overawed, the girl would virtually be in shock at seeing her idols, unable to speak.  “Star-struck,” they call it…but she doesn’t look shocked, just surprised, and….I don’t think she recognizes me at all! 
 “Do ya know who I am?  Who the Beatles are?  I mean, is that why yer here?” She tilted her head to one side, and, for a moment, George thought she was going to say something, but she only smiled.  Just then, he had an idea he thought might explain her continuing silence.  “Do ya speak English, luv?” He wasn’t sure, but he thought he saw her giggle.  If she did, she did so only to herself as he heard nothing.  
Hey!  Perhaps that’s it!  She could be deaf and – what d’yer call it when someone can’t speak? Mute, yeah, she could be a deaf-mute!  Well, perhaps she can read lips then.  Wanting to ensure she could see his lips to read them, he took another step towards her.  Curiously, again, she took a step backwards.  George smirked to himself when he saw the copse of trees behind her.  Unless she plans on climbing one of those trees, there’s nowhere else fer her to go if I step closer again! Ah, but then, I don’t want to frighten her off fer good….she is quite a looker, and I may want to have her over sometime while we’re here. Still…funny, that…. she doesn’t really look afraid of me at all! So, why does she keep backing away?
Giving her his best boyish grin, he asked, “Are ya not going to talk to me at all?”  Charm or no charm, the response remained the same…nothing at all. Though perplexed and intrigued by the girl’s strange behavior, George was growing annoyed.  Well, whatever she is - deaf, mute, French, what have you – I’m packing it in!  
Smiling, he said, “Listen, luv, it’s very late, and we have to be up to film early tomorrow – well, today, really – so yer going to have to be on yer way so I can get some sleep, yeah?  If ya want to meet us or sommat, ye’ll have to come back at a more reasonable hour.”  Though he didn’t expect her to answer him, he waited anyway to see if she would.  She didn’t, of course.  
Giving her a curt nod, he said, “Right then, I’m off back to me bed!  G’night!”  He turned and walked a couple of paces back toward the house.  Stopping, he looked back over his shoulder and saw her watching him leave.  It might have been a trick of the light, but he thought she looked disappointed.  Serves her right!  She had her chance to talk to me….perhaps next time, she’ll actually say something!  
Giving her a little wave, he turned and walked towards the doors.  He looked over and saw her still standing there, craning her neck to see him.  Again, he waved and called out, “G’night!”  He only opened the door when he looked back up and found her gone.  What?!  But she couldn’t have done!  
Leaving the door open, he ran back the way he came.  As he approached the copse of trees, he looked around him, but there was no sign of her.  It’s impossible!  She can’t have just up and vanished like that!  As ridiculous as he felt doing it, he even tilted his back, and looked up in the trees to see if she’d actually gone and climbed up one, but, still, there was no sign of her.  
Fighting the panic, George softly called, “Hey, girl?  Are you still here?  Where are you?”  He wasn’t expecting her to answer him, but he thought she might return, solving the mystery of how she left so quickly.  He listened for any sound of her….rustling bushes, crunching leaves, breathing….but all he heard was the soft sound of the tropical breeze rifling through palm leaves overhead.  
Just like when we were at the beach!  She’s gone….just like that!  He stood there for a few minutes longer.  Finally, accepting that he was not going to figure it all out that night, he turned back toward the house and walked down the path quickly.  Inside, he closed and locked the door even while he continued to peer out of its window.  
Back in bed, he was surprised to find that, despite his fatigue, he had trouble falling back to sleep.  When he saw the grey dawn lighting the sky out his bedroom window, he groaned aloud in frustration and gave up even trying to sleep.
Not surprisingly, George was the first one down to breakfast that morning.  He showered, dressed, and then walked downstairs to the dining room.  “Good morning, Mr. Harrison,” the maid greeted him ebulliently. 
“Good morning!”  Although he was dead tired, George couldn’t help but return the colored woman’s contagious smile.

“Welcome to the Bahamas!  My name is Eleuthera Rolle…you can call me ‘Thera.’”
He shook her hand, smiling warmly.  “Great to meet ya, Thera, you can call me ‘George’!”
“Alright then, George!” she laughed.

While not as thick as the Jamaicans, the Bahamaians had a wonderfully musical accent that seemed to make people just want to smile, and George was no exception.  “Er, am I too early fer breakfast?”  The smell of bacon frying in the kitchen made his stomach growl hungrily.

“Not so much, darlin’!  My husband, Ernie, he’s the cook and overseer of the villa for your stay, he’s cooking up a nice full English for you and your friends.”
“Well, I can’t wait, Thera….I’m fair starved!  It smells just fab!”

“My Ernie?  He is a good cook!  Me?  I can cook, but not as good as my man….he takes care of me alright….I mean, do I look like I’m starving?”  With that, she comically shook her ample body, prompting George to laugh heartily.  “Tell you what, sweetheart, the coffee and tea are already set up in the dining room.  If you want to, go get yourself a cup….you then can wait in the sitting room where it’s more comfortable, and I will let you know when breakfast is ready, alright, George?”
“Yeah!  Alright then, Thera, I’ll do that!”  The woman left the room and George ambled into the dining room.  On the sideboard, he found several silver pots lined up, along with pitchers of milk and bowls of sugar.  Taking a cup and saucer from the stack on the side, he poured out the tea and fixed it to his liking with the milk and sugar.  
Making his way from the dining room into the sitting room, he glanced around, taking in his surroundings. As he reached the sitting room door, he dew back one side of the double doors, squinting against the brightness of the room.  Once his eyes adjusted to the light pouring in suffusively through the large window, he saw the white sand beach and the turquoise waters of the Caribbean and grinned appreciatively.  It’s paradise, this!  I wouldn’t mind staying on fer a while after filming has finished!  However, remembering that they had to fly back to London immediately following the end of filming in the Bahamas before flying out to Austria only three days later, his smile faded.  Ah, bloody hell!  Well, reckon I’d best enjoy it while and when I can!  Promising himself a swim later that night, he went to take a seat on the couch.  
Turning to sit, he scanned the room absently, but, upon seeing the large oil portrait hanging over the fireplace, he froze. It’s her!  
Moving closer, he stared at the girl in the painting.  Look at that, will ya?  Even the dress is the same!  
The onslaught of questions that flooded his mind made him feel dizzy to the point that he flopped into the nearest chair, his eyes never leaving the portrait.  
Just then, Thera came in.  “George, breakfast is ready now, and a couple of your friends are already at the table if you’d like to join them.  I know you were saying how hungry you were….”  Seeing his expression, her last sentence just faded.  “Lord!  George, are you alright?  You look as white as a sheet!”  
In a daze, he asked, “Thera, who is the girl in this portrait?”  
Not that she needed to, but Thera followed George’s finger to where it pointed at the painting, and her usual jovial expression disappeared.  “Why are you asking?” she asked quietly.  
George thought he detected just the slightest quiver to her voice.  Swallowing back the lump that had formed in his throat, he replied, “Because….I’ve seen her…in that very dress!”  
“That’s not possible, George,” she said in a near-whisper, and he thought it sounded more like a plea than an assertion.  
His worst fear seemingly confirmed, he asked, “Why not?” poising himself for the answer he believed she would give him.  
Thera waited a beat before responding, “Because she’s gone away…to Haiti, I believe.” 

George looked at her suspiciously.  He knew he’d seen this girl.  

Forcing a blitheness she didn’t feel, Thera continued, “So, you see, George, you couldn’t have seen her!”  

George debated challenging the truth of what Thera had told him, but, instead, he asked, “Who is she?”
He sensed that the maid felt uncomfortable with his questions about the girl in the portrait.  But why?

Haltingly, Thera told him what he wanted to know.  “Her name was Clare….Clare Simmonds….the daughter of Sir Oliver Simmonds, the man who built Balmoral’s High Tor and this estate.”

Nodding slowly, George stopped and, looking at Thera oddly, asked, “What d’yer mean ‘her name was Clare’?”

Giving a nervous laugh, Thera answered, “Was – is….it don’t matter!  She’s long gone from here, George!”  Patting his shoulder, she said almost dismissively, “There you go then, you couldn’t have seen Miss Clare.  Besides, she’d be – what? – in her thirties!” 
George’s head reared back in surprise.  “What?!”

“Yes, George!  That portrait was made right before her coming out in 1950.”
George was stunned. How could this girl have been a debutante in 1950? She looked no older than twenty or twenty-one? Perhaps it is a different girl I saw….  He stared at the portrait.  Well, if it was, then she’s the spitting likeness of Clare Simmonds.  He mulled it over a bit longer before a thought occurred to him.  “Thera?” he started slowly.  “Is it possible that Clare Simmonds had a daughter?  Y’know, a girl who’d look just like her?” 

Thera sighed before she answered, “No, I do not think so, George.  But, if she had, the child wouldn’t have….” she paused before continuing “….looked like that.”

“How can you be so certain she wouldn’t have looked like her mum?”

Shaking her head, Thera replied in a low voice, “The reason she went to Haiti is because she had taken up with a colored boy….they ran away together.”  

George’s brow flew up in surprise.  “Don’t reckon that went over well with her dad then, eh?”

Thera gave a mirthless laugh, “That is an understatement, my friend!”  Growing more animated, she added, “Ah, but that is other people’s dirty laundry, yes, George?  Come….come to the dining room for your breakfast!  Ernie can’t abide it if his food’s not eaten while it’s hot!”
Smiling, George said, “Right, Thera.  I’ll be there shortly.”

“Alright, George, I’ll let your friends know!” she replied cheerfully.

“Thanks, luv!” he called out to her retreating back.  Turning his attention back to the portrait, he contemplated what he’d learned.  Still doesn’t explain the dress!  I’m certain this is the same girl – except it can’t be!  His brows knitted together as he thought, Unless….Unless Clare Simmonds never made it to Haiti and the girl I saw is a….”Don’t be daft!  There are no such things!” he murmured to himself.  All the same, when he left the room and turned back to pull the door closed, he glanced at the portrait again, and did a double-take.  

Paul was just coming down the stairs when he saw George standing in the doorway to the sitting room.  “Mornin’, George!  What are ya doing?”

Startled by Paul’s voice, George jumped a bit, almost slamming the door shut.  

“N-Nothing!  Ya hungry?  Breakfast’s ready and laid out!” George fired rapidly.

Looking at George oddly, Paul wondered what he’d interrupted.  “Alright, mate?” 

“Yeah, yeah!” George laughed.  “Why wouldn’t I be?  Come on, let’s go eat!”
Paul followed George as the two made their way toward the dining room.  Why didn’t I just tell Paul? Thinking back to what he was doing before Paul called out to him, he remembered the thing he’d seen that had unsettled him….it had happened when he glanced at the portrait.  Just fer a moment….the girl in the portrait….I could’ve sworn it! She smiled at me!
