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Chapter Three
 
 
 
George stood and stared out of the large bay window in the sitting room. As John came down the stairs in the hall, he spotted his friend through the open door and called out teasingly, “I thought ya said ya fancied a swim this evening, George?”

 

Turning John’s way as he entered the room to join him, George grimaced and replied ruefully, “Fancy that! We come all the way to the Bahamas fer a bit of warmth and sunshine and it’s bloody freezing!”

 

John laughed unsympathetically. Reaching into his shirt pocket, he withdrew an impressively large reefer and waved it in front of George’s face. “Well, if we have to forego a swim, at least we can still enjoy ourselves, eh?”

 

George’s eyes widened, and, with a small laugh, he readily agreed, “Oh aye, reckon we’ll just have to make do!”

 

John already had the thick cigarette lit by the time George finished speaking and was taking a deep drag. Still holding the pungent smoke in his lungs, he plopped onto the couch and passed the joint to George, who, dropping into the chair next to John, repeated the gesture before passing it back. Sharing the reefer between them, both men reclined comfortably, propping their feet on the low table in front of them.

 

“Filming went well today, eh?” George asked, his voice starting to sound alien to his own ears.

 

John rolled his eyes. “Well, what’s to go wrong? Just the same as in London, we do nowt but sit around, waiting fer most of the time.”

 

“Except fer Ringo,” George amended with a wry grin.

 

John smiled, agreeing, “Yeah, except fer Ringo.” Closing his eyes then, he basked in the warm feeling of well-being.

 

“Good ol’ Rings,” George sighed, and the conversation lulled between them as they continued to pass the joint back and forth, allowing the herb to works its particular brand of magic on their central nervous systems. After several minutes passed, George broke the silence and tentatively asked, “Hey John?”

 

“Hmmm?” John answered without opening his eyes.

 

George hesitated. Ah, perhaps I shouldn’t ask. He’ll think I’ve gone off my head! Still….perhaps I’m not the only one who’s seen her, and I won’t know unless I ask, will I?
 

When George didn’t answer, John peaked at him with one eye. Taking in his friend’s somber expression, John grew serious and prompted, “What is it, mate?”

 

Shrugging, George replied, “Nothing important, really. It’s just….well, I was wondering...that is -”

 

“Fer Chrissakes, George!” John laughed. “What d’yer want to ask me?”

 

Grinning self-consciously, George asked, “Well, I was just wondering, see, if you’ve seen this girl since we’ve been here?”

 

“What girl?” John asked, too stoned to have noticed the slight movement of George’s hand toward the painting when he’d asked the question.

 

“That girl,” George clarified, clearly pointing now to the canvas hanging over the fireplace.

 

John squinted to better see the girl in the painting, then slowly shook his head, “No, can’t say that I have. Why? Who is she?”

 

Clearing his throat nervously, George answered, “She’s the daughter of the guy who built this place….Lord Simmonds….Lord Oliver Simmonds.” He continued to contemplate the portrait.

 

“Funny name fer a girl,” John quipped.

 

“Nah, her name’s Clare,” George quietly corrected, missing the joke.

 

John was about to say something when he heard voices coming from the hallway. “Izzat Brian?” he asked. Pushing himself up off the couch, he went to the doorway to look out and see. “Heads up, Georgie! It is Brian…and he’s got another fella with him!”

 

“Who?” George asked, snapping out of his reverie as he quickly snuffed out the joint in the ashtray. John only had time to shrug in reply before Brian appeared in the doorway, the stranger following closely behind him.

 

“Good evening, boys!” he greeted them enthusiastically, one brow arching as he whiffed the familiar scent of marijuana lingering in the air.

 

“Hullo, Brian,” George responded, stealing a furtive glimpse at Brian’s companion, who, if he noticed the distinct odor permeating the room, gave no indication.

 

John, never one much for social pleasantries, was more direct. “’lo, Bri….who’s yer friend?”

 

“Oh! John, George, this gentleman is here from High Tor manor. He’s come to deliver an invitation from Sir Oliver Simmonds, the owner and proprietor of the Balmoral Club here. Sir Simmonds has invited us to join him at the manor for cocktails tomorrow evening. He’s most anxious to meet you all.” He paused then, and his smile seemed to falter nervously as he added quickly, “There will also be a few local dignitaries and such, very informal though. Isn’t that correct?” he asked the man next to him.

 

“Ah, yes….yes, sir. A small gathering….very informal,” the servant corroborated deferentially. 

 

Brian looked at John with an encouraging smile. For his part, however, John remained unimpressed. With visions of the fiasco at the British Embassy in D.C. the previous year flashing in his memory, John was loathe to even entertain the idea of sharing cocktails with any “local dignitaries.” Knowing that Brian was more than aware of his feelings about these sort of gatherings, John felt a growing resentment as he asked, “Sir Oliver Simmonds, eh?”

 

“Yes, that’s right.…our host,” Brian replied, his eyes seeming to plead with John.

 

Turning George’s way, John grinned derisively and, in a tone dripping with sarcasm, said, “Well, speak of the devil!” 

 

“What’s this?” Brian asked, looking from John to George, who just shook his head dismissively. 

 

Had it been another time or different circumstances, George might have shared John’s irritation, but, with the all the strange things he’d been experiencing since arriving in Nassau, he saw the invitation as an opportunity to learn more about Clare Simmonds, and, perhaps, to move that much closer to unraveling the mystery. “Well, I’ve no plans fer tomorrow evening,” George stated as he pointedly looked at John. “Have you anything better to do?”

 

Annoyed, John pressed his lips firmly together as he glared down his nose at George. However, the youngest Beatle had learned years before how to stand his ground when he felt the need to, so he deflated John’s attempt at intimidation with a curt arch of his heavy brow.

 

Knowing he’d been bested, John gave a sigh of frustration, and, without looking at anyone, announced, “Right then, I reckon I’d best let Paul and Rings know.” He was out of the room before anyone could reply.

 

Sensing he should get while the getting was good, Brian announced, “Well, I’m expected back at my villa for an important telephone call from London, so I’d best be on my way.” Turning to messenger from High Tor, he said graciously, “You may inform Sir Oliver that we will be more than pleased to accept his invitation for cocktails tomorrow evening.”

 

“Very good, Mr. Epstein,” the man answered, and, with a slight bow of subservience in George’s direction, added, “I look forward to welcoming you and your friends at High Tor tomorrow evening, Mr. Harrison.” 

 

Taken a bit off-guard by the bow, George stammered, “Ah…right…yes….thanks very much!” 

 

The man acknowledged George’s response with a slight nod of his head before allowing Brian to lead him back the way they’d come. With nothing else to do, George followed the two men to the front door. At the threshold, Brian leaned in toward George and, in a low voice, said, “Do try to make sure John doesn’t have too much to drink before the gathering, will you, George?”

 

“Yeah, sure, Brian,” George assured him, both knowing  the task was impossible….If John wanted to drink himself legless before meeting their host and the elite of Nassau, there was nothing George nor any of the others could do about it. Nevertheless, despite its ineffectiveness, the ritual of the exchange itself seemed to bring Brian some measure of confidence. “Excellent,” he smiled. “I’ll just say goodnight then.”

 

“Right, g’night, Brian. See you tomorrow,” he called to the other man.

 

 

 

 

George was feeling no pain by midnight. Standing at the record player, he flipped through the pile of LP’s, squinting to read the covers. Selecting a Bob Dylan LP, he placed it on the turntable and lowered the needle. Within moments, the distinctive nasal whine of Dylan’s voice filled the room. 

 

“Ah, Christ, not him again!” John complained loudly from where he was laying on the couch with a young blonde woman reclining comfortably against him.     

 

George looked up in surprise. “You wha’?! I thought ya liked this one!”

 

“Aye, George, the first hundred times I heard it. I’m hearin’ Zimmerman in me fuckin’ sleep, man! Give us somethin’ else, eh?”

 

George shrugged indifferently, and, picking up an older Smokey Robinson LP, switched the record. He waited for a minute or two after the LP started playing to make sure there’d be no further protests. When he was certain everyone was satisfied with this latest choice, he picked up his half-empty glass of wine and walked unsteadily back toward the love seat where a voluptuous brunette waited patiently. Leaning down, he kissed her and plucked the burning reefer from between her fingertips.  Putting the joint to his lips, he inhaled deeply, holding the smoke in his lungs until his heart was pounding in his ears. Blowing the excess smoke out in a long plume, he leaned in toward the girl and slurred, “How are ya, luv? Ya having a good time, are ya?”

 

The girl giggled drunkenly. “Oh yeah, I am.” Turning coy then, she ran a finger down the front of his chest, and, effecting what George imagined was supposed to be a seductive tone, said, “….but it’s just a bit crowded and smoky in here, though. It would be ever so much better if we could just go somewhere we could have some privacy.” 

 

George had been in the same position many times before with many girls before, and he knew exactly what the girl was hinting at.   With a lascivious grin, he wrapped his arm around her shoulders and pulled her closer. “Tell ya what, luv….you take those stairs there, see? Go into the third….no, wait…the second bedroom on the left, and find us a nice station on the radio….it’s on the bedside table. Get yerself nice and comfortable, and wait fer me. I’ll just fetch us a bottle of wine and a couple of glasses, yeah?” 

 

“Alright, then,” she replied happily as she struggled to rise from the couch. Knowing it would be ungentlemanly to laugh, George covered his grin with his hand. Turning back as she reached the staircase, she called back to him, “Don’t keep me waiting too long now, Georgie!”

 

Standing himself now, George answered, “Wouldn’t dream of it, luv!” He watched as she blew him a kiss and headed up the stairs, holding on to the banister for dear life. 

 

Making his way toward the wet bar, he nearly ran into Paul when he turned to reach for the wine. The bassist was standing frozen with a bottle in one hand, a glass in the other, and a very perplexed expression on his face. Following his eyes, George noticed that he was staring after the girl who had just gone up the stairs.         

 

Giving a small laugh at Paul’s expression, George asked, “What is it, mate?”

 

Paul looked at George as if he’d just noticed he was there. Tilting his head to one side, he asked, “Is she yers?”

 

With a glance back at the now empty stairwell, George answered, “That bird I sent upstairs? Yeah, why?” 

 

“Yer sure?” Paul pressed just as John sidled up to him to reach for the bottle of scotch.

 

“’course I’m sure, ya berk!” George laughed.

 

“Oh dear!” Paul mumbled, averting his eyes guiltily. George grimaced and John laughed.

 

“Ah, fuck! Ya didn’t!” George whined.

 

“Sorry!” Paul shrugged meekly and with no small measure of amusement.

 

“Christ! I hate when you do that!” George groused. His drink replenished, John walked away, still laughing.

 

“I thought she was fer me!” Paul countered defensively. “You usually get the blondes!”

 

“’ey, Nell! C’mere, will ya?” George called to the road manager, who was getting quite cozy with a young lady himself. 

 

Clearly not happy with the interruption, Neil huffed as excused himself and approached the two Beatles standing at the bar. “This had better be good!” he warned.

 

“Who was that busty brunette for?” Paul demanded amiably.

 

Neil rolled his eyes and chided, “These girls have names, ya know. Would it kill you to try and learn them fer at least one night?”   

 

Paul and George looked at one another quizzically and burst out laughing.   

 

Despite himself, Neil couldn’t help but smile. “Yer bastards, ya know, each one of ya!” The observation only made them laugh more. Finally, Neil said, “The, er, ‘busty brunette’ - oh, her name is Christy, by the way - she’s fer George --” 

 

“There! I told ya, didn’t I?” George exclaimed triumphantly.

 

Paul just continued to grin. “Hey, I said I was sorry!”

 

“Yeah, but now you’ve gone and shagged her, and I’m supposed to want her after that?!” George scowled. “That’s disgusting! How many times do I have to tell ya, make sure the girl’s meant fer you before ya go doing things like that!” Though he was trying to come off as indignant, he was failing miserably as he tried to suppress his laughter.

 

Paul brightened and suggested, “We could switch…?”    

 

Neil shook his head, chuckling and muttering as he walked back to his girl, “Bastards! That’s what ya are!” 

 

George and Paul were enjoying a good laugh when Christy, the brunette in question, came sauntering up to the two young men. She wore a strange expression that George couldn’t decipher.

 

“Hey, luv, I thought ya were going to wait fer me upstairs?” he asked, hoping that she hadn’t overheard their conversation.   

 

“Excuse us, won’t you, Paul?” she asked politely as she pulled George by the arm away from anyone who could overhear.

 

“Is there anything, er, wrong?” George asked nervously, all but certain she’d heard what he and Paul had been saying about her.

 

She stared at him with a small half-smile, saying nothing for several moments.   “You know, I’m a modern sort of girl, George. I mean, I’m not uptight about sex or about…well, experimenting.  I would have appreciated, however, a bit of warning about what you had in mind.”

 

George was mystified. Experimenting? What’s she going on about? Quickly, he struggled to remember if he’d said or done anything to lead to her to think he was looking for something unusual. Shit. I did have quite a bit to drink and smoke. Did I do something? Say something?
 

When George didn’t respond, she leaned in and whispered, “Why didn’t you tell me you wanted a three-way?”

 

“A ‘three-way’? Three-way what?” he asked, completely confused.

 

Moving closer, she lowered her voice and explained, “You know, a threesome? A ménage-a-trois?”

 

George’s eyes widened with understanding, though he still had no recollection of suggesting any such thing. Not that it’s a bad idea, mind you! I’ve enjoyed that before! Only thing is….who else was I thinking of? As far as he knew, there were six of them….the lads, Neil and Mal….and the two roadies had brought back six women they’d invited over from the club at the British Colonial Hilton in town. A quick glance around the room confirmed that each man was paired up with a woman. More confused than ever, George asked, “What makes ya think I wanted that, luv?”

 

Narrowing her eyes at George suspiciously, Christy replied, “Perhaps because there was already a girl in your bedroom waiting for you!”

 

“There was?” George asked, genuinely at a loss for an explanation.

 

“Listen. It’s not that I mind….but she really doesn’t appear the type to do that sort of thing, George. She seems rather square to me what with that long white gown….and the way she does her hair, why it’s right out of the fifties --” 

 

Before she could finish her sentence, George had taken off running up the stairs. Coming to the bedroom door, he burst into the room, flicking on the light switch. He looked around the room frantically, but saw no one. 

 

“George?”

 

He jumped at the sound of his name. Turning around, he saw Christy standing in the doorway, looking confused and unnerved at his strange behavior. He crossed the room in just a few strides. Holding the girl by her arms, he demanded, “This girl you saw….did she say anything to you? Anything at all?”

 

“N-no, George, she didn’t. I asked her who she was, but she didn’t answer me. Why?”

 

Going to the window, George pulled the curtain aside and peered out….up and down the garden….up and down the beach as far as he could see, but there was sign of her.

 

“Who is she, George?” the girl repeated. “Was she not supposed to be here?” she asked anxiously.     

 

Drunk, stoned, confused, and defeated, George plopped onto the edge of his bed. Why does she keep coming here only to keep disappearing like that? It makes no sense!
 

“George? Are you alright?” 

 

Running a hand over his face, George sighed tiredly and nodded. “Yeah, I’m okay.”

 

Christy walked over and sat next to him on the bed. “I can still find that radio station if you like…?” 

 

“Er, listen, luv. I’m done in. If ya don’t mind, I reckon I’ll just get some sleep,” he explained apologetically. Sex was suddenly the last thing on his mind.

 

“Well, I could help keep you warm, darling,” the girl offered, running her hand up and down his thigh.

 

Reaching down, he placed his hand over hers and removed it from his leg. “Sorry, luv, I’m really just not up fer…being kept warm. Perhaps another time, eh?”

 

Disappointment etched on her pretty features, the girl sadly relented. “Alright, George.”

 

She rose from the bed and turned to leave when George, feeling sorry for her, said, “Y’know, luv, ya don’t have to leave the party. I happen to know that Paul rather fancies ya himself.”

 

“Does he?” she asked, her face brightening.

 

As if she doesn’t know! Forcing a smile, George nodded. “Said so himself, he did!” 

 

“Well, then, I suppose I can stay for another drink or two,” she smiled. “I’ll leave you to get some rest, George. See you later?”

 

“Yeah, definitely,” he replied, unsure whether or not he was lying.

 

“Goodnight then,” she said before closing his door.

 

“Goodnight, luv,”   he answered distractedly. When he was alone, he laid back on his bed and stared at the ceiling. There’s got to be an answer that makes some sort of sense! I mean, why me? No one else has seen her. So, unless I’m going mad….
 

Slowly, he rose up on the bed. Sitting on the edge, he tentatively called out, “Clare?” Her name came out as whisper. Feeling more than just a tad foolish, he tried again, more loudly, “Clare? Clare, are you in here?”

 

He waited, listening carefully, but the only sound was the light breeze rustling through palm trees outside his window. Bleeding daft is what I am! 
 

He laid his head on the pillow with the intention of closing his eyes only for a minute or so, but, instead, he’d fallen fast asleep.

 

It was several hours later that George was awakened by the sound of cars pulling up the long gravel drive. Through his open window, he could hear the distant sound of voices and music. What the hell are they thinking inviting more people over?! We’ve got to be up fer filming in a few hours!
 

Practically jumping up out of his bed, he swung open the bedroom door only to find the house dark and silent. What the….
 

Confused, he quietly descended the stairs to the first floor. The rooms were left a mess with glasses left scattered across every visible surface and ashtrays filled to overflowing. There was one low light left burning, but the rest of the first floor was bathed in darkness. Everyone’s gone! 
 

Making his way to the front door, he opened it and was immediately assailed by the same sounds he’d heard from his bedroom. He walked to the edge of the property and looked out at the automobiles that intermittently cruised slowly up the path that wound its way to the manor. Something struck George as very odd, though he couldn’t quite fathom what it was. 

 

Curiosity getting the better of him, he walked along the side of the drive up the incline that led to the mansion. It wasn’t until the fourth car passed him that he realized what had struck him as so strange. It was the cars themselves. Not one of them was newer than fifteen years old. Seems rather off fer folks with money to not have one new automobile amongst the lot!
 

As he neared the edge of manor’s property, he moved closer to the large hedgerow, trying to stay hidden among the shadows. From his vantage point, he watched as the revelers emerged from their vehicles and entered through the wide main doors of High Tor manor. Again, he was taken back by their dress, certain that the clothes they wore hadn’t been in vogue for at least a decade. 

 

George suddenly felt a wave of vertigo overtake him and lowered himself to the ground. Closing his eyes, he forced himself to breathe normally and willed his heart to slow down. What the fuck is going on here?! Is this “Sir Oliver” off his head or sommat? It’s past three in the morning….certainly no time to be starting a party! And why didn’t anybody else hear? Where’s John? Paul? Any of ‘em? 
 

Peeking around the other side of the greenery, he saw that the large French doors flanking the brightly-lit ballroom opened right out onto the back lawn. If I stay in dark, I might be able to sneak up closer to have a look at what’s going on in there. 
 

No sooner had the thought been articulated, then George was up and moving. Running low and quickly, he zig-zagged across the lawn, taking cover behind trees, statues, and fountains until he was crouching just on the other side of marble railing right outside the ballroom. Peeping in between two balusters, he gasped aloud when he saw there, moving among the guests, none other than the mystery girl herself…Clare Simmonds. 

 

Instinctively, he rubbed his eyes and blinked rapidly, trying to clear his vision, but every time he looked, he saw the same girl he’d encountered twice before. Wearing the familiar white ball gown, she was waltzing with an older man and talking animatedly. George saw her laugh at something the man had said, and the breeze carried her laughter through the open doors. He surprised himself when he found himself smiling in response. She seems so…different. Lighter, happier somehow. Will ya look at that! I never really noticed how young she is! Really, she is quite…lovely.
 

Suddenly, the girl stopped laughing as something caught her attention. Excusing herself, she walked through the open doors and out onto the terrace. As George watched the distance between them close, he could feel his heart pounding against his chest, but was helpless to move. She approached the railing, and laid both hands on top, leaning forward slightly. Slowly, she turned her head his way and, looking directly at him, smiled sweetly and whispered, “There you are! I’ve been waiting for you!”

