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Dedicated to the Harrison family, past, present, and future.




Foreword by

Olivia Harrison

When George went out with a camera, he would pause every few feet to shoot what caught his eye. Taking a stroll was a stop-and-start amble, even if we were running late. A long walk on the beach could require provisions. We would shuffle our feet and wait for him, while an impatient Dhani would moan, “Dad, whilst we’re still young, please.” It was frustrating at the time. In hindsight it makes me smile and admire his refusal to hurry. It didn’t occur to me then that for years he had been rushed not only through crowds and stadiums, but around the clock.

With or without a camera, George had the desire to focus on the widest angle of life. He would often pan across the great beyond, pursuing the bigger picture to find meaning in what he saw. At other times, I watched as he zoomed in to collect minuscule pebbles of jade from the powdery shore of a South Pacific beach, sifting grains of sand as he immersed himself in the micro-world, musing upon the idea of anima, the Sanskrit word for the power to make oneself as small as an atom.

Before George and I met in person in 1974, I’d been surprised to be recruited as the initial guardian of his Dark Horse Records label in Los Angeles. We spoke on the phone and wrote letters back and forth. He asked if I would mail him a photo of myself. (Imagine a time when you couldn’t find a picture of someone unless they were a movie star or celebrity.) I never did send one, but a few months later he came to California. At our first meeting, we walked toward each other with right hands extended. In his left he held his favorite Special Durbar incense and a snapshot, taken from an upstairs window at home in Friar Park, of a full rainbow arching over his beloved garden; a small silver medallion was pinned as the pot of gold. On the reverse side, he’d written the word “Somewhere”—the same somewhere I am now, fifty years later.

[image: George Harrison bends toward the sand on a beach behind two wooden chairs beneath a thatched shelter.]
George photographed by Olivia
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George and Olivia photographed by Dhani Harrison

As a young boy, George played on his own and wandered the fields and parks of Liverpool, making forts out of bracken or watching Fangio and Sterling Moss race at Aintree from a perimeter fence. He enjoyed solitude and his camera would become a benign shield and playful way to deflect attention that followed him wherever he went. He had a fascination, very much a part of this collection, with the effects and distortions a camera could achieve, from mirror images to selfies to fisheyes of various tints.

[image: ]
George’s first gift to Olivia—a card with an Om badge pinned on it as the pot of gold at the end of the rainbow at Friar Park.

His Pentax SV, with which he took many of the early photos, dematerialized in the way things are not lost, they just aren’t there anymore. Perhaps it had something to do with the chaos at the end of The Beatles’ final tour in 1966. I was in the audience somewhere near the top of the stands between second and third base when they played their penultimate show at Dodger Stadium. When a failed escape from a hysterical crowd forced them back into the dugout, they were stuck for some hours, finally having to make their exit in the back of an armored truck. They hung on like cargo and agreed they’d had enough of touring. There was one final show scheduled a few days later at San Francisco’s Candlestick Park.

“Before one of our closing numbers, we actually set up a camera, I think it was a fisheye, a wide-angle lens,” George recalled. “We set it up on the amplifier; Ringo came off the drums, and we stood with our backs to the audience and posed for a photograph, because we knew this was our last show.” I wish these photos would surface.

As time passed, small Olympus and Nikon cameras better suited George’s pace. George was not shy about filming people going about their day. Let me put it this way: His camera etiquette was nonexistent. Yours would be, too, if your every move had once been stalked and snapped.
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On the reverse he’d written “Somewhere.”

A 16mm film camera George had begun using was dropped in the ocean by a reckless friend. His 8mm movie cameras from the 1960s are still in good condition—some of which captured the film strips displayed here in The Third Eye. I also found a plastic Mickey Mouse 125 camera he bought on a trip to Disneyland with Ravi Shankar and Peter Sellers in the early 1970s. (Quite the trio in Fantasyland.) It was still loaded with a roll of film shot in 1972. The film was degraded and the photos very dark, but it was exciting to me. Most of the prints were of the once derelict grounds at Friar Park, which have proved to be an interesting record of the determination and vision crucial in bringing one of England’s important gardens back to life.

The click and buzz of his Polaroid SX-70 became ubiquitous for a short time. When the novelty of it had worn off, we laid the instant photos out in a timeline of the recent years as he began a solo life following the dissolution of The Beatles and his marriage, moving homes, burning the candle, becoming a gardener. Maybe he wanted to show me he had been adrift, something I had suspected. He scribbled titles and messages on their white borders. Not being one to destroy photos, he scooped them up, threw them in a suitcase and into our roof space, where they sit like dust from the past. The same SX-70 is alive and in use.

In 1978 George discovered the Sony U-Matic video camera. Then came various more advanced formats, and, finally, digital video, which gave him the ability to capture some nice still shots within the moving pictures. Once in a while he would use a tripod and walk through a shot, lamely attempting to film his own story without a cameraman, but his heart wasn’t in it. The world around him was more exciting.
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George photographed by Olivia

George’s cameras and film gear were stored haphazardly in the old butler’s pantry. It was a small, neglected room, a storehouse of the past that always felt slightly off-limits, making it easier to ignore than attempt to organize. One day I bravely opened a cupboard and, like an angry beehive, a heap of yellow and blue slide boxes fell from a shelf above my head. The scene resembled the aftermath of a California earthquake. I was mortified; they were now spread across the floor in a worse state than I’d found them. Soon, though, we had prints made and he was happy his pictures had once again seen the light of day. That torrent of falling transparencies became the birth of this book.

This was about the same time that Neil Aspinall (childhood friend, companion from Hamburg days, head of Apple Corps until the end of his life) convinced Yoko, George, Paul, and Ringo to make The Beatles Anthology. They were asked for photos and film of their years together, and this required them to look back. The popular success of the Anthology surprised George. “Well, I guess it’s not going away,” he mumbled. After all those years, he finally let himself utter those words.

I saw The Beatles’ first album cover, taken in black and white by Robert Freeman, in the manner of Astrid Kirchherr’s beautiful portraits of them as they emerged from adolescence. I saw The Beatles in grainy 525 lines on The Ed Sullivan Show. But in all these images, there was never an absence of color. The arrival of The Beatles was the end of black and white. We saw rainbow colors, and all the shades in between when we listened to their music.

The phenomenal relationship of The Beatles and their fans was overtly symbiotic; both sides, sometimes only feet apart, separated by a half-opened car window, aimed cameras at one another, hoping to capture their shared joy and exuberance forever.

How wide we open a camera’s shutter is not unlike our own conscious decisions to let the same light into our lives. We cannot capture images in darkness and we cannot live in darkness. Maybe that is why we keep snapping and looking for illumination — to memorialize not only moments, but our own finite physical existence.

George once said to me, “We were the only ones who never saw The Beatles.” This book contains some of what they, and he, saw from the center of the cyclone they unexpectedly created. George’s images take me not only behind his Pentax viewfinder but into his mind’s eye, his Third Eye, and beyond. I am there by his side as he focused the camera and chose when to let in the light.

I can linger beside him as he stopped time with each squeeze of the shutter. It fills me with joy.

[image: Olivia Harrison sits beneath a large geometric wall hanging with a dark circular center and petal-like shapes.]
Olivia photographed by George at their home

Benton, Illinois, 1963

[image: A contact sheet shows George Harrison in several softly lit frames, seated and silhouetted against a bright window.]

In September 1963, George became the first Beatle to visit America when he flew with his brother Peter to visit their older sister, Louise, in Benton, Illinois.

The Beatles were still virtually unknown then in the United States, but Louise convinced local AM radio station WFRX to air the band’s new British single, “She Loves You,” and to interview George. While in Benton, George bought a Rickenbacker guitar and sat in with a local band at the town’s war veterans fraternal club.






Introduction by

Colm Tóibín

In the House of Commons in 1874 Benjamin Disraeli stated: “Upon the education of the people of this country the fate of this country depends.” Seventy years later, an act was passed by Parliament that would change the life of George Harrison and fundamentally alter the country he lived in. It was the Education Act of 1944, put in place by the Conservative government as the Second World War was coming to an end. It meant that people from Harrison’s class could go free of charge to a grammar school that would be of the highest academic standard and would lead the students toward university. And, in general, it would be secular, free of religious control.

In Liverpool, it would mean that George Harrison could go to the Liverpool Institute, traveling into the city by bus—an hour there, an hour back—on a route where his father was often the driver. The postwar education reforms also built up art colleges to cater to those who did not fit in elsewhere. This gave John Lennon a place to idle at state expense. (These art colleges also produced Mick Jagger, Keith Richards, Pete Townshend, David Bowie, Eric Clapton, and many more.)

Since Harrison’s two older brothers had taken apprenticeships—Harry becoming a mechanic and Peter an auto body repairer and welder—his father, Harry Sr., expressed the view that George could become an electrician and the three siblings could set up a garage together. But, like his older sister, Louise (who left home when George was quite young and eventually became a teacher), George Harrison passed the exams to get into grammar school. This was a scenario happening all over the UK because of the Education Act of 1944: Some members of a family were getting the chance to move into a more privileged class.

Later, John Lennon would object to American magazines saying of The Beatles that “these boys had struggled up from the slums.” “I was always well-dressed, well-fed, and well-schooled,” he said, “and brought up to be a nice lower-middle-class English boy. That’s what made The Beatles different, the fact that George, Paul, and I were grammar-school boys.”

Perhaps George Harrison should have been grateful. But he hated the Liverpool Institute. “When I was a kid,” he later said, “I liked to run about, jump, do all those things kids do, and then they took me away and put me in high school where we didn’t do anything except math and Latin.” He hated being told what to do; he hated the exams every year; he hated the school uniform and he made a “Ted” version of it that, he later wrote, “was very risky and it felt like all day, every day I was going to be busted” for not wearing the proper uniform.

[image: George Harrison and other figures appear in a collage modeled on a school class portrait, seated on a large pink lotus beneath mountains and a meditating figure.]
A “tribute” to George’s Liverpool Institute class that he (and designer Tom Wilkes) created for his 1974 Dark Horse album—George, top row, tinted blue

[image: George Harrison and his older brother Peter walk on either side of their mother, Louise, through a busy street. Louise wears a tailored skirt suit and carries a large handbag, while the boys wear a school uniform.]
George with older brother Peter and their mother, Louise, on O’Connell Street, Dublin

[image: ]
The cover of George’s German class workbook (left) and what it actually contained (right)

“The teachers,” George once said, “were either old war veterans with no legs or eyes or [they were] fresh out of college so they didn’t know much. That’s when the
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An early twentieth-century postcard of The Institute & School of Art, Liverpool
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George’s class at Dovedale Infant/Junior School, Liverpool (George is in the back row, fifth from right), 1950s
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George, Peter, and dad Harry with family friends on a beach holiday, early 1950s















[image: John French, circled in the center, poses with a group of uniformed policemen.]
John French, George’s maternal grandfather, emigrated to Liverpool from Ireland at the turn of the twentieth century. He worked variously as a barman, a lamplighter, and a constable during World War I. (George’s paternal grandfather, Henry Harrison, was killed in that war, at the Battle of Loos in 1915.)
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George outside the family home in Upton Green























[image: A young George Harrison smiles slightly at the camera, wearing a dark jacket with the collar turned up.]

[image: George Harrison sits on a bed in a suit and tie, holding a camera toward the viewer with both hands.]
Benton, Illinois, and New York, 1963

[image: A contact sheet shows George Harrison in several frames outdoors and indoors, including close-up portraits, silhouetted profiles by windows, and full-body shots near a modern building.]
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