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Chapter Eight 

“Come along, young George!” John called.  “It’s time to eat, drink, and be merry!”  Leaning in, he added in a sly whisper, “….and shag yerself senseless!”
Grinning, George slowly shook his head in mock-disapproval, genuinely feeling a bit embarrassed that Eddie had heard what John said.  Rising, he started to clear away the equipment from the impromptu lesson.  “Well, thanks a lot, Eddie,” he said. “I appreciate yer taking the time to show me a thing or two on the steel drum these past few days.”

Following suit, Eddie, too, rose from the small bench.  “Ah, it’s no problem, Mister George.  You have a talent for it.  It is always a pleasure to teach someone who has talent!”

“D’yer teach folks often, Eddie?  You seem to have a lot of patience….like ye’ve done this before,” George asked curiously.

Giving an infectious giggle, Eddie replied, “Oh, I do, indeed, Mister George.  Tourists, you know….Americans especially.  They like to come here for a week or two’s holiday, and they ask me to teach them the steel drum.  They give me money, so I try to teach them, but, so many times, they have no talent….not like you, Mister George.”  Looking around, he lowered his voice and whispered conspiratorially, “I take their money anyway, because a man has to live you know!  When they leave, I pat their backs, and I tell them they play and sing like Mister Harry Belafonte!  No harm!  They’re happy, I’m happy, everybody’s happy!”  With that, Eddie broke into raucous laughter, and George couldn’t help but laugh along.
When their laughter subsided, George paused thoughtfully a moment then asked, “Hey, Eddie?  We’re having a bit of a party tonight….nothing big, really, just a few friends.  Would ya want to come along?  Ya could bring yer drum and play a few tunes….what d’yer say?”

The other man gave a deprecating smile.  “Ah, no, Mister George!  You’ve been nice enough to talk to me and listen to my music here, I don’t want to wear out my welcome.”
Surprised that Eddie should feel that way, George said, “Not at all, Eddie!  Yer a mate, ya know?  If I hadn’t had you to keep me company, I’d have been bored out of my skull!  C’mon, it’ll be a larf!”

“You’re sure?” Eddie asked as if he thought George might not be.

“Absolutely sure,” the Beatle answered decisively.  Hoisting Eddie’s drum into the back of the van next to his, George turned back to him and said, “C’mon, ya can sit with me in the back!”

Moved by the invitation, Eddie smiled and followed George into the van.

As the two of them wedged themselves in between the drums and other instruments, the other three Beatles – along with their two minders and their driver – crowded into their seats for the fifteen minute ride out to Cable Beach.

The men chatted easily, and the four Beatles were especially animated and eager to get back to the villa to shower and change in preparation for their guests.  Throughout most of the ride, Eddie kept them all entertained as he regaled them with one tale after another, told in his own unique manner – enthusiastically with plenty of colloquialisms, punctuated with bursts of giggles and laughter that had the entire van laughing along.  As they drew nearer to Balmoral, however, George noticed that Eddie had grown quiet and pensive.

Leaning toward the musician, George tried to keep his voice low enough for only Eddie to hear.  “Y’alright, mate?”

Keeping his eyes on the passing scenery, Eddie asked softly, “Where did you say you were staying, Mister George?”

Taken back by the question, George replied, “Oh!  I, er, I don’t know that I did….anyway, it’s this posh place right on the beach called the Balmoral Club.  It’s just off the --”

“I know it,” Eddie interrupted evenly.

George’s eyebrow flew up in surprise at Eddie’s tone.  

When Eddie said no more, George let it pass, despite his curiosity.  After all, if he wanted to tell me, he would have done. 

Within moments of the strange exchange, Eddie had reverted to his old self….laughing, joking, and telling stories, leaving George to wonder about his odd reaction toward the mere mention of Balmoral.  Ah, but from what Thera says, Peter Simmonds has been harassing folks ‘round these parts since he first came here, and Eddie – poor bastard! – is just the sort Simmonds would go after….probably owes the wanker money or sommat.  Yeah, I’d wager that’s it!
Five minutes later, the van was slowly rolling down the gravel path leading toward the villa.  With everyone helping to offload the vehicle, the task was made short, allowing Neil to keep Eddie company downstairs while Mal and the boys went to their suites to bathe and change.  
Up in his room, George’s thoughts returned to the quirky Caribbean musician whose company he’d grown to enjoy so much during his stay.  If what Thera says is true, and if I’m right about Eddie owing Simmonds money, perhaps I can help him out….I can somehow find out how much he owes and pay it fer him then just tell Eddie it’s payment fer the lessons. He shouldn’t object….he himself admitted to taking money off the Americans.  Surely, he must know I can well afford it!   Hoping for a chance to speak with Eddie alone, George moved quickly.
Once he’d had his shower and dressed, George returned to his bedroom to slip into the pair of sandals he’d tossed in the corner the night before.  Striding into the room while running a comb through his wet hair, he bent to retrieve the sandals, when suddenly, something caught his attention out of the corner of his eye.  Moving to the window, he stood to the side and pulled back the lace curtain just enough to see the lone figure standing on the beach below.
Eddie…?
Had Eddie just been standing there staring out at the ocean, George would have thought nothing of it.  What disturbed him, though, was the fact that Eddie was standing on the beach staring past the copse of trees and toward the clearing where Clare and Etienne would meet in secret….the same clearing where George had seen Peter Simmonds lurking about….the same clearing where Etienne had hid while Clare ran frantically from an unknown assailant.  

“Popular place,” George murmured wryly to himself.  Ah, but then again, perhaps it’s just a coincidence.  
In his heart, though, George knew better.  Recalling Eddie’s strange response when he’d found out where they were going, and now, finding him staring at the clearing no one but Clare, Etienne, and Thera was supposed to know about, George knew that, amongst all the stories Eddie had told him, there was one he’d obviously omitted, and George was determined to find out what it was.

Practically flying down the stairs, George ran through the hall, on through the living room, and out the large French doors leading to the garden and the beach beyond.  Out on the beach, he headed straight for the clearing, but, as he rounded the bend, he pulled up short with a start….Eddie was nowhere in sight.  Moving past the initial surprise, he grinned ruefully and speculated, I reckon he’s gone into the clearing.  Well, fine, that’s just as good a place as any fer him to explain what he knows!
As he came to the edge of the tropical foliage, George called out, “Eddie!  Eddie, are ya in there?  It’s George!  I need to have a word!”

Pushing and pulling against the greenery that seemed to purposely wrap and tangle itself around his arms and legs, slowing his progress, George continued to call out to the musician.  With one powerful pull, he finally freed himself and fell into the clearing.  Wiping and spitting the sand from his eyes and mouth, George rose from the ground, prepared to come face to face with his new friend.  “Eddie, what the hell…,” but Eddie wasn’t there.  Blinking in disbelief, George turned fully around peering through trees and bushes.  Nothing….  
Stepping out past the tree line, careful to avoid the thin ropelike appendages that had entrapped him coming in, George looked one way and then the other, but there was no sign of Eddie – or anyone else – anywhere on the beach.  Shaking his head against the impossibility, he thought, He couldn’t have left! I would have had to have seen him!
He stood there for several more minutes, trying to conceive of a way that Eddie could have moved from the clearing without George seeing him, but, no matter how he looked at it, he kept coming up with same answer….He couldn’t have! 
 Just as he was about to give up and return to the villa, he heard the clanging of a bell in the distance.  Intrigued, he followed the sound, walking further away from the villa.  As he rounded a deep curve where the foliage encroached on the beach, he needed only to turn his head toward the water to discover the source of the ringing. There, at the end of Balmoral’s private dock, an old boat bobbed gently in the water.  Now where did that come from? 

Though certainly not a craft belonging to the resort itself, the old boat was like many he had seen since coming to Nassau. Small and wooden, it looked useful for cruising about in the bay, but far too dilapidated to be anything close to “sea-worthy.”  The similar vessels he had seen docked at the marina in town were used primarily for fishing or transporting goods to the other islands, or so he’d been told.  He narrowed his eyes suspiciously and began to walk towards it.  I wonder….

As he came closer to the boat, he noted its chipped white paint and sky blue trim.  On its bow, in black cursive letters, was the name, “Beautiful Dreamer.”  Stepping up onto the deck, he walked slowly down the length of the dock, alert for any sign of life on the boat.
“Hello?” he called out, hoping whoever was on the boat didn’t hear the quiver in his voice.  “Is there anyone there?”

He listened carefully for a response or sound of any kind, but the only sound he heard was the water lapping lazily at the side of the boat and the low thump as it was gently pushed against an old rubber tire tacked to the wood of the dock.  Swallowing with some difficulty, George tried again.  “Hello? Is there someone on the boat?” – but no one answered.
Slowly and carefully, George boarded the wooden craft, noticing as he did that his hands were visibly shaking.  Once aboard, he stood still and listened, feeling the deck beneath sway up and down and trying to find his balance.  Taking a deep breath to steady his nerves, he looked around topside, noticing first the large old rope coiled and left sitting on the bench seat at the stern.  On the floor beside it was a red fuel can, dented and rusted with age.  A quick glance into it told George it had long been empty and dry.  He turned and mounted the single step leading up into the wheelhouse, but all he saw there was a long metal panel filled with about a dozen different switches and knobs, a radio and microphone, and, of course, the wheel itself.  Directly opposite was the “captain’s stool,” its tattered black vinyl upholstery criss-crossed with grey duct tape, confirming that the boat –and everything on it - had seen better days.
Backing out, George stepped down and looked for an opening for  a cabin below, but came to realize the boat was too small for that.  Any passengers carried by this craft would have had to endure the trip topside with little shelter or shade.  Odd for the Caribbean….

“ETIENNE!!!”

George’s head whipped around back toward the beach at sound of the girl’s hysterical call.

He knew her immediately, even from that distance. Clare!

Fighting against the continuous movement of the boat, George struggled to make his way to the edge, back onto the dock, but, as she ran closer, Clare frenetically waved him back onto the boat.

“NO!  GO!  GET OUT OF HERE!  HURRY!”

What?  Get out of here?  Where am I s’posed to go?!

“ETIENNE!  PLEASE!  GO!”  

George was just about to call back to her when a larger wave hit the side of the boat, causing him to trip.  He instinctively reached out and grabbed a hold of the side of the wheelhouse.  Raising his head, he saw an arm that was no longer his own, but a deep mahogany, with a long jagged scar running up its forearm.  With brows furrowed, George stared, knowing there was something important about that scar, but, in the confusion of the moment, unable to grasp what it was.
“OH GOD, ETIENNE!  YOU HAVE TO GET OUT OF HERE! PLEASE!”

Clare now stood at the other end of the dock, frantically calling to him as she continued to look back at the approaching horror only she could see.

She looks the same!  The cuts on her face….the torn dress….the blood….she looks exactly as she did when I saw her from the clearing running down the beach!

“GO!  GO NOW!”

But how is that possible?  If Etienne had seen her from the clearing….if she was telling him to stay hidden back there….then how could he have been here as well? 

George stared at the scar, willing it to give up its secret.

“ETIENNE!  THE ENGINE!  START IT NOW!  HE’S COMING!  HE KNOWS!  HE KNOWS EVERYTHING!!!”

George pictured himself back at the clearing that evening….saw Clare, bruised and bloodied, running along the surf….saw the way she looked so terrified….saw himself reaching to pull back the leaf….saw the arm, darker – much darker – than his own….

His eyes widened as it came to him then.  I reached with my right arm….like now.  Only then, that arm….it was a lighter brown….and it had no scar!
Raising his eyes, he looked at Clare.

“ETIENNE!”

That wasn’t Etienne back at the clearing!  That wasn’t him she was warning to stay hidden!  Etienne was here the whole time!  This was where Clare was running to!  So….

“HE”S GOING TO KILL YOU!!!!”

Just who was it Clare was trying to protect?
