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Chapter Ten

As the sun set on his last day on the island, George walked the beach alone, relishing the balmy tropical breeze and contemplating all that Thera had told him. More than an hour had passed while the two talked until finally, with the party in full swing, Thera needed to return to her duties, and George, not feeling particularly “jovial” after all he’d learned, snuck back to the beach the way he’d come.  With his blue jeans rolled up to his knees, he walked barefoot through the surf, stopping only when the giant red sun started to drop below the aquamarine horizon.  Turning away from the shore, he headed for the dry sand. Lowering himself to the ground, he sat and watched the spectacular Caribbean sunset paint the sky in swirls of red, orange, and purple, but even the beauty of the magnificent vista before him could do little to quell the melancholia that overwhelmed him.  Though he was relieved that he’d finally gotten Thera to tell him what she knew, he despaired of ever finding a way to help bring Clare and Etienne any sort of justice.
“You thought it had all been Peter?  That it was he who’d beaten Clare and chased her from High Tor?”  Thera asked.

“I was bleedin’ certain of it,” George grumbled.

The housekeeper shook her head sadly.  “No, George, that was my father. That night, the ball had been well underway when he came seeking Clare, and he was enraged!  When I saw him going up the stairs, I followed.  I stood outside Clare’s bedroom door. My God! The two of them were having a terrible row!  It was bad enough hearing him yell at her, but, when I heard him beating her…,” Thera paused, and, suppressing a shiver, shook her head as if to clear the image and sound from her memory.  “It was awful, George, just awful! I wanted to help her, but what could I have done?  Had I tried, he only would have turned on me then, and it would have gone that much worse for both Clare and me.”

Though George sympathized with Thera’s dilemma, he couldn’t justify why she did nothing at all.  “Couldn’t you have gotten someone else to help stop him?  For that matter, didn’t the guests or anyone hear what was happening?”

“George, you must understand!” Thera cried in exasperation. “For people like my father, appearance is everything!  Why else do you think he kept both me and my mother a secret?  No, George, had I involved anyone else in ‘private business,’ he would have killed me for embarrassing the family…for bringing shame to them.  That’s also why no one would have involved themselves even if they had heard what was happening!  I simply had no choice but to just stand there and listen…and pray he wouldn’t hurt Clare too badly.”

George merely shook his head in disbelief.  When he said nothing more, Thera continued, “A short time after, I saw Clare run from her room and flee High Tor….our father was right behind her.  I hurried toward the back door, and, taking the shortcut through the woods – the woods that used to cover the land where the villas now stand – I ran to the clearing where she and Etienne would meet.  From there, I saw her run along the shoreline, and, when the copse became visible to her, she saw me there beckoning her.  I’d wanted her to come to the clearing where I thought she could hide, but, our father was too close behind her, you see, so she waved me back into hiding.  I knew she could only be running for the dock…to Etienne.  Keeping to the edge of the woods, I ran ahead, hoping to reach the dock before either Clare or our father, but, in my haste, I’d stumbled over a large tree root, and that slowed me down just long enough for Clare to get within shouting distance of Etienne first.  I often think….well, if I’d been more careful….if I’d gotten to the dock before her….”
Remembering the vision he’d experienced on the dock that no longer existed, George sympathetically laid his hand upon Thera’s. “And that’s when the boat exploded, killing Etienne on the boat and Clare nearby on the dock?”

Thera looked at George and blinked in surprise.  “No….that’s not what happened!  When he saw Clare running, with my father not far behind her, and heard her calling out to him, Etienne had hopped from the boat onto the dock and started untying it from its moorings.  Clare had boarded the ‘Beautiful Dreamer’ before he’d finished.  She was the only one on the boat.”  

George realized that his vision must have ended before he had seen everything that had happened.  “Clare made it to the boat….she would have been safe,” he murmured, more to himself than to Thera.  Curious, he asked, “What about yer father?  What did he do?”

“As I stood there watching all this, I wondered why it was that he just froze when he saw Clare aboard the ‘Beautiful Dreamer,” why he looked so terror-stricken,” Thera answered with a hard edge to her voice. “Of course, now I know it was because he knew the boat was set to explode.  He knew Clare would be killed.”

“Yer saying he’d meant to kill Etienne?”

“No, apparently, it wasn’t his intention to kill anyone,” Thera replied sadly.  “Shortly before Mama passed, she told me how he came to her that night in tears and confessed what he’d done.  Earlier that day, he’d had Peter drive out to the company storehouse on the outskirts of the city.  Construction was only one business in the Simmonds’ empire, and that is where they stored the dynamite.  Peter was told to get enough dynamite to destroy the ‘Beautiful Dreamer.’  According to Mama, my father had only meant to scare Etienne…to warn him off Clare.  Anyway, Peter had attached the tubes of dynamite to the keel of the boat, where it would do the most damage then he set a timer to detonate the explosives while Etienne was supposed to have been working back at High Tor.  The ball had already begun by the time my father had found out that Etienne had switched his shift with another estate employee. That’s when he realized that the rumors about Clare and Etienne’s affair were true and that they really were going to run away together…and that’s also why he confronted Clare in her room.”
“So you and Sir Oliver both saw the boat and dock explode?”

“Yes.”

“And you didn’t see any sign of Clare or Etienne after?”
Thera looked pained as she replied, “There is no way anyone could have survived that blast, George….no way.”

Though it was clearly evident how deeply her sister’s loss affected Thera, nothing George said would persuade her to go to the police with what she knew.  “The police can’t see past the Simmonds’ name and money, George!  There is no point to bringing down that sort of trouble on me and Ernie.  It would help no one, not even Clare.”

Rising from the ground, George stood with his hands in pockets and stared out over the sea.  “I’m sorry, Clare,” he whispered into the wind.  “I wish there was something I could do.”

When he withdrew his hand from the front pocket of his blue jeans, the scrap of faded white chiffon came with it.  Staring at the torn piece of fabric he’d plucked from a bush at the clearing, his expression turned pensive as he tried to recall exactly what he had seen the day he stood looking out of the window in the villa’s sitting room, watching Peter Simmonds emerging from the area.  Gradually, a smile spread across his face.  “There may be something I can do yet!” he exclaimed before resolutely setting off back towards the villa.
As George walked, he mentally rehearsed what he was going to say to the police when he phoned them, but, just as he rounded the bend on the beach, a few feet from the copse of trees that hid the clearing, he saw something that stopped him in his tracks.  Speak of the devil!  What the hell is he doing here again?

The evidence secreted away back in his pocket gave the Beatle a sense of cockiness and bravado.  The man’s back was to him, and George used it to his advantage as he snuck up behind him.  “Hullo, Mr. Simmonds, is there something I can help ya with?”

Startled, Peter Simmonds visibly jumped before quickly composing himself.  “Oh!  It’s you, Mr. Harrison!  I didn’t hear you approach.”

“Well, you wouldn’t on a beach, would you?” George quipped cheekily.
“I suppose not,” Peter conceded. “I would have thought you’d have been at your party.”

“Nah, I prefer the quiet,” George answered coolly.
“I see….”

“So, what brings you out here tonight?” George asked, keeping his tone conversational.
“Oh, nothing of any import,” Simmonds replied uneasily.  “We’re going to be expanding the estate, you see.  One of the new villas is to be erected in this area….I was just doing a bit of surveying.”

“Surveying, is it?  It seems like an odd time of day to be doing something like that.”

“Yes, well, one does what one can when one can,” Simmonds answered condescendingly.

“I’d have thought you have folks to do that sort of thing for you.”

“Yes, yes, naturally,” Simmonds replied with exaggerated patience.  “...but I find certain things are better seen to personally.”

“I’m not surprised,” George said as he kicked lightly at the sand.  “Yer rather strike me as the sort of fellow who likes to see to things…er, personally.”  
Simmonds eyed him warily, obviously anxious to leave.  “Yes, well, I really must be --”

“Nice spot, this,” George interrupted, looking around.  “Pretty with all the trees and flowers and such, and one can get a bit of privacy here.  I’d wager not many folks even know about this clearing. Good sort of place fer hiding things, wouldn’t ya say?”  
Simmonds’ eyes narrowed suspiciously.  “Hiding things?  What sort of things do you have in mind, Mr. Harrison?”
“Oh…,” George started breezily, “…the sort of things yer wouldn’t want found.”

Pausing, Simmonds appeared to consider just the sort of things George was referring to.  Suddenly, he gave a short laugh.  “Dearie me!  Don’t tell me you’ve fallen for all that rubbish the locals spew about pirates hiding their loot on the islands.”

“Loot, eh?” George repeated, indulging Simmonds with a smile.
“Yes, ‘loot,’” Simmonds explained patronizingly, “…as in ‘buried treasure’?”
George’s smile disappeared altogether as he replied evenly, “Actually, Mr. Simmonds, I was thinking more like a buried…sister.”

Even in the dim twilight, George could see Peter Simmonds blanche.  “W-What?” he cried in a strangled whisper.

Ignoring the reaction, George continued, “You seem to favor this spot.  This isn’t the first time I’ve seen you here, ya know…but, see, the last time you were here, you left something behind.  Now, I’m fairly certain that if I took that ‘something’ to the police, they’d be here with picks and spades, digging the entire place up.  What d’yer reckon they’d find?”

Simmonds regarded George uncertainly. “I’m sure I don’t know what you are talking about!  However, --”

“So, yer saying Clare isn’t buried here, is that it?” George interjected angrily.  “Coz, I’ll tell ya, mate, we can find out easily enough when I show the police this.”  He held the torn piece of fabric up for the other man to see.
Peter seemed to physically deflate before George’s eyes.  “Mr. Harrison, please!   There are things you don’t understand,” he pleaded plaintively.  “My father….he’s not a well man….he only has a matter of months, you see.  He simply cannot go through…something like that.”
“And what of Clare then?” George shouted indignantly.  “At least yer father has lived a long full life…but Clare’s life was taken from her after only eighteen years!  And you….you had a hand in it all.  You could have done the right thing, but instead you chose to bury it here!”

“It was an accident!” Simmonds cried.
George snorted derisively.  “Accident!  D’yer reckon the coppers will say it was an accident when they find out there was explosives attached to that boat that killed Clare and Etienne?!  Explosives that you yerself put there?!”

“It-It was only meant to frighten him!” Simmonds offered defensively.  “He was supposed to be working at Balmoral, and Clare, she was supposed to be at the ball!  No one was supposed to get hurt!”

“But someone did get hurt, Mr. Simmonds! Two people were killed, three, if you count the baby – yer niece or nephew!”

“That was never the intention!” Simmonds whined.
George’s anger escalated the more Simmonds protested.  “Did you honestly believe you could do what you did and then just bury her here like nothing happened…dead and forgotten?”
“No….you’re wrong….she’s not forgotten….I visit her all the time!  I loved my sister --”

“Yeah, I know all about how you loved yer sister, you twisted bastard!” George spat.  “Sneakin’ into her room at night…forcin’ yerself on her….you should be rotting in prison, so ya should!”

Simmonds’ eyes went wide with fear.  “H-How do you know --”

George grinned coldly, “Yeah, well, there’s a question now, isn’t it?  Little wonder she was prepared to leg it with Etienne.  Seems like he was the only one who treated her half-decently!”

“I-I didn’t --”

Stepping forward, George put himself right up in Simmonds’ face.  “And what about Etienne, eh?  Is he buried here as well or did ya just let the Caribbean have him?”

“N-No, we searched,” Simmonds stammered, practically cowering.  “We searched, b-but we could find no sign of him anywhere.  The current….it must have carried him away out to sea….”

“Carried him away, eh?” George mocked. “How fuckin’convenient!”  His anger spent, George just glared at Simmonds.  “You lot disgust me!”  he sneered.  Then turning, he started to walk away.

“Wait!  Wait!” Peter cried, running and jumping in George’s path.  “What are you going to do?”

Calmly, George replied, “The only thing I can do.”  Stepping around Simmonds, he continued back toward the villa, but froze when he heard the “click” behind him.  Slowly, he turned around.  A flash of fear shot through him when he saw the gun in Simmonds’ hand leveled directly at his chest.

“I’m afraid I can’t allow that, Mr. Harrison.”  He raised the gun and took aim.

Instinctively, George closed his eyes as he awaited the shot, but all that followed was the sound of a “crack” followed by dull “thud.”  His eyes flew open then went wide with surprise.  “Eddie!”

Eddie stared back at him.  “Are you alright, Mr. George?”
“I…er, that is….”  Glancing down, he saw Peter Simmonds lying unconscious at his feet and a rather large, blood-splattered rock near Simmonds’ head.  “Is he…?”

“No, no, Mr. George,” Eddie smiled.  “He’ll have an aching head when he wakes up, but he’ll be okay.”

George nodded, but his mind was a mass of confusion.  Where the hell did Eddie come from?!
Turning serious, Eddie noted, “We should make sure he stays put until the police arrive, though….wouldn’t do him getting away now. No sir!”  Searching the ground for something that could be used to secure the unconscious man, he asked George, “Have you anything we can use, Mr. George?”

George pretended to look, but he was still struggling for some clarity. “Er, no…sorry.”

Suddenly, Eddie grinned then unbuttoned and removed his shirt.  It was all George could do not to gasp aloud at the sight of his friend’s scarred skin.  While the white sleeveless tee-shirt hid most of Eddie’s torso, George could tell from the areas where his skin was exposed that scars covered his entire upper body at least.  Poor bastard must have been in a fire or something!

If Eddie noticed the Beatle’s reaction, he said nothing.  Trying not stare, George looked on while the musician fashioned a restraint using the long sleeves of his shirt.  Rolling Simmonds over, Eddie placed the man’s hands together behind his back. Then, twisting the material, he wrapped it around the wrists and fastened the knot securely.  Just as he pulled the tie taut, however, George caught sight of Eddie’s forearm and did gasp.  “It’s you!” he whispered in astonishment. Blinking repeatedly, he ventured tentatively, “Etienne…?!”
