Bahamaian Gothic
© 2009
by Terri

 

Chapter Eleven

George stared in disbelief at the long jagged scar running up Eddie’s forearm….the same scar he’d seen in his vision on the boat.  “You are Etienne, aren’t you, Eddie?” he repeated.

Still crouched beside Peter Simmonds, Eddie appeared to be absorbed in the task at hand.  Sitting back on his haunches then, he surveyed his handiwork with seemingly great interest.  George was unsure whether or not Eddie heard him, but just when he thought Eddie wouldn’t respond, he did.  “Nobody calls me by that name much anymore, Mr.George,” Eddie said softly.  “Nobody who isn’t white, anyway.”

Lowering himself to the ground so he could face Eddie as he spoke, George furrowed his heavy brow in confusion   “But, I don’t understand, Eddie….why?!  Why would you allow everyone to believe you’d died in that explosion?”

Eddie rocked back and forth, swirling his finger in the sand, and said nothing.

After an extended silence, George tried again.  “Listen, Eddie, yer not in trouble….I mean, I’m not angry or anything like that.  I just want to understand.”

“Perhaps I can help explain.”

George stood and wheeled around at the sound of the woman’s voice.  “Thera!” he exclaimed in surprise.  “What are you doing here?!”

Giving a single nod in Eddie’s direction, she replied, “I followed him here.”

“You knew?  You knew Etienne was alive?  Why didn’t you say?!”

Calmly, Thera passed George and walked over to stand beside Eddie. Extending her hand, she helped him to rise from the ground. She then draped an arm across his back and gently rubbed it the way a mother would comfort a child.  “Go on, sweetheart, Ernie is waiting to drive you back into town,” she said, speaking gently to him. “You don’t want to be here when the police arrive.”

Eddie looked at Thera, his face breaking into a bright smile.  “Alright, Miss Thera, you know best.  You always do!” he answered happily.  Turning to George then, he said, “Goodnight, Mr. George, and don’t you worry about Mr. Peter….he can’t hurt anybody anymore.  No sir.  He’s done hurting folks.”

“Right,” George replied with a faltering smile.  “Thanks fer yer help Eddie.  Really, mate, you saved me life!”

Eddie’s smile disappeared as he said sadly, “It’s good I could save someone’s life….”  It was clear from the way he looked back at the clearing that he was remembering Clare – his lost love.

Thera and George walked Eddie to the edge of the path leading back to the villa and waved goodbye as they watched him drive off with Ernie.  Turning to George then, Thera asked, “Walk with me?”
“Sure,” George agreed.  “…but what about Simmonds then?” he asked with a nod toward the copse.

Thera’s eyes hardened.  “Ernie will be bringing back the police.  Peter will stay put if he should wake before they get here. Don’t forget, Eddie grew up fishing in the sea….he knows how to tie a secure knot.”

The first stars appeared in the Bahamian night sky as the two began to walk along the shore.  “You’re smiling,” Thera observed.
“Yeah,” George replied.  “Well, somehow – though I’m not sure how exactly – I think I managed to give Clare what she wanted.”

“Ah,” Thera nodded in understanding.

“But why hide the fact that Etienne was alive?  Why did he use a fake name?”

“He didn’t!  See, he was always ‘Eddie’ to us.  Only the white folks called him by his Christian name.  I would think that it would be obvious why we didn’t let on he was alive.  Would you trust my father and brother after what they did?”

“You mean because he was a witness?”

“Yes.  As far as either of them knew, he was the only witness,” Thera explained.  “Nobody knew I was there and saw what happened.”  Shaking her head slowly, Thera added ominously, “They would have killed him rather than risk exposure, George.  I’m sure of it!  As it was, Peter lied.  They didn’t search for Eddie, they didn’t even glance back at the water.  I’m the one who found him…right after the explosion.  My father had run to the dock and was looking for Clare.  He never looked back, so he never saw me…or Eddie.  Ernie’s cousin had a flat on Paradise Island, and that’s where we brought Eddie to recuperate, but, as you can see, there are some things from which he’ll never recover.  He is like a large child, you know?  Whether because of the blast or because of the trauma, a part of his mind just broke down.”
“Does he ever talk about what happened?  Talk about Clare?”

“Not in so many words.  He never mentions her by name, but, every now and then, I hear him humming ‘their’ song.”

“Their song, eh?”  George grinned.  “And what is that?”

“‘Secret Love,’” Thera smiled.  “Clare used to drive me half-mad playing the record over and over!”

George remembered then.  That was the song he’d heard Clare humming in the garden the night she’d woken him…the same song he so often heard Eddie humming to himself softly.  “How did you manage to keep Peter and Sir Oliver from finding out he was still alive?” he asked.
Thera shrugged.  “As long as he stayed away from Balmoral, it wasn’t difficult.  The physical damage done to Eddie in the explosion was severe enough that he wasn’t easily recognizable.  To the Simmonds’ and their friends, Eddie was just another local, another indigent musician. They probably passed him by on Bay Street without so much as a glance at least a dozen times.”

George stopped walking and looked at Thera curiously.  “But he obviously knew who they were – or who Peter was at least.”

Thera looked back toward the copse reflectively.  “Yes, it would seem so….”

“So, Eddie may remember more than you think,” George offered.

“Perhaps…,” Thera allowed.  “…but God, I hope not!”

John stood by the large front window and watched as the last of the police cars pulled away.  Turning back toward the others, he said, “Well, that’s it then!  That’s the two of ‘em carted off!”

“They arrested the old man as well then?” Paul asked.

“Yes,” Brian answered, glancing from one to the other.  “My understanding is that he won’t stand trial, however.  Apparently he’s only weeks left….leukemia.”

“Fancy you off playing Sherlock Holmes all this while, George!” John exclaimed as he plopped onto the couch.  

“How did you even know Clare Simmonds was buried out near the beach?” Ringo asked.

George swirled his glass of scotch and coke, finding a strange sort of comfort in the sound of the ice tinkling against the glass.  “It’s a long story,” he replied tiredly.

The other three Beatles exchanged bemused glances at the enigmatic response, finding it odd that their youngest member remained unusually reticent about the role he played in the mystery.  Knowing the boys well enough to know that the three were not going to let him off that easily, Brian intervened.  “Well, lads, though I regret the premature end to your party this evening, perhaps it will allow you to get some much needed rest, hmmm?”
“Yer jokin’!” Paul cried in protest.  “Our flight isn’t until the afternoon!”

“Yes, yes, well, you’ve interviews to get through in the morning, and they’re starting early.  So, I suggest you take advantage of the early evening and try to rest.”

“Yeah, not a bad idea, Bri,” Ringo agreed as he rose from the couch and stretched.

“Ah, teacher’s pet!” John teased.

“Well, I’m done in as well,” George said, grateful for the suggestion.  “G’night all.”

“’ey, we’re not done with you yet, son!” John called after him.  

“Yeah, George!  We’ll get it out of you yet!” Paul joined in.

George grinned and waved at them dismissively as he headed out of the room.  

Out in the hall, Brian was slipping into his jacket.  “Goodnight, George.  Do try to get a good night’s sleep.  You’ve had quite the day.”

George rolled his eyes in exaggeration and gave a small laugh.  “No worries there, Brian.  I’m dead knackered!”  Just as he stepped onto the stairs, though, something occurred to him and he turned back toward the manager.  “’ey Brian?”

“Yes, George?”

“You talked to the coppers….now that the old man’s on his death-bed and Peter’s going to prison and Clare’s been dead these past ten years, what will happen to this place?  Who’s going to run Balmoral?”

“The police weren’t specific, but, I was told, there is a next of kin who will inherit the entire estate.  I’ve no idea who it is, but they said the individual was local.”

“I see,” George acknowledged with a smile.  “Goodnight then.”

“Goodnight, George.”

Brian went out the front door as George ascended the stairs, still grinning to himself.  Somehow, he just knew that Clare would be pleased to see Thera and Ernie take over High Tor and Balmoral.
George slept soundly for the first night since he’d arrived in the Bahamas, and, when he awoke, he discovered a rose on the pillow next to his head.  Curious, he picked up the bud and went to the window.  Throwing open the sash, he leaned out and looked down into the garden.  Sure enough, the red rose was the same as the roses growing out in the garden.  Clare’s garden, he thought with a smile.  Looking out over the beach and the sea, he whispered, “You’re welcome!” and, closing the window, he prepared to leave Balmoral.
Later that afternoon, the group, along with their manager and two road managers awaited the car that would take them to the airport.  They sat in the living room enjoying a light lunch with a few friends and associates.  One of these associates was their former Press Officer, Derek Taylor, who had been sent to Nassau to interview the boys about their second motion picture.  Though Derek had resigned his position as Press Officer the previous year, he remained a close friend, and George, especially, was always happy to see him.

“So, are you flying back to America today?” George asked.

“No, I still have some work yet to do down here before I return to L.A.,” Derek replied.

“I thought we were yer work!” George laughed.  “What else have you to do?” 

“The Byrds have a song they want to record, and they need a rather special musician to play on it,” Derek explained.  “Since it has a Caribbean flavor, they want the sound to be as authentic as possible, so I have to find them a steel drum player – a good one.”

George’s eyes brightened.  “A steel drum musician?”

“Yeah,” Derek replied, laughing at George’s reaction.  “Why?  Do you know of one?” he asked facetiously.

“As a matter of fact, I do, Derek.  I know of an excellent steel drum player,” George assured him.  “….a fellow named Eddie.”
The End
