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Chapter Six
It was nearing midnight when the pop group - along with Brian, Neil, and Mal - left the manor.  The alcohol consumed, the balmy tropical breeze, and the freedom of being out in the open without any fear of being mobbed all combined to create a sense of conviviality amongst the group as they strolled leisurely along the gravel drive leading from High Tor back down toward their villa on the beach.  

“That certainly was a pleasant evening!” Brian commented.
“Yeah, well, it wasn’t as bad as some you’ve paraded us fer,” John corrected him quickly.  “…but let’s not make a habit of it, eh, Bri?”

“Oh, I don’t know, John,” Ringo observed.  “It was a nice meal, and Sir Oliver seemed to be an okay bloke!”

“Hard to believe that tosser of a son, though!” Paul added with a scowl.  “It will be too soon if I never cross paths with him again!”
“Oh aye, he was a right berk!” Mal said with a grimace.  “…treating me and Neil as though we were some sort of indentured servants!”

John grinned. “Well, ya are, son!”

“Fuck you, Lennon,” Neil exclaimed with a laugh.  “With the work we do for the wages you lot pay us, we might as well be!”
His smile fading, John returned to his earlier complaint, pointedly informing Brian, “Still, I can’t stand posturing for cunts like Peter Simmonds.  I don’t know why you continue to schedule us for these things, Brian.  They don’t know us, and they don’t know our music.  They’re nothing but rude and obnoxious snobs, and me tongue is often left bloodied from all the bitin’ of it I’m expected to do!”
Brian allowed John to rant on without interruption, knowing that the Beatle was still smarting from the meeting with the Mayor the previous day.  To say it had not gone well would have been a vast understatement, and the event had come to supersede even the fiasco at the British Embassy in D.C. during the boys’ first American visit as the worst experience yet.  “Well, it’s over and done with now, John,” Brian said, his tone conciliatory.  “Peter Simmonds aside, I quite enjoyed the evening and the graciousness of our host.”
‘Does rather make ya wonder what the daughter must be like,” Paul noted.  “Funny that neither her father nor brother even mentioned her….what’s her name again?” he asked no one in particular.

From the back of the group, George answered simply, “Clare.”

Realizing that was the first thing George had said prior to leaving the manor, Neil asked, “Ya alright, George?”

“What d’yer mean?” George asked in surprise.

Shrugging offhandedly, Neil replied, “Only that ya seem unusually quiet tonight.”

“Well, he is the ‘Quiet Beatle,’ ya know!” Paul quipped to the amusement of the others.

Inwardly grateful to Paul for the unintentional diversion, George gave his friend a fleeting smile before returning to his thoughts.  I’ll just say goodnight when we get in and come back to get the box once the fellas think I’m sleeping.  I know there must be something in those letters that explains what’s going on here.  After all, Cla- well, someone, anyway - seemed to make certain I found them. I reckon there must be a reason why.
As it turned out, George needn’t have worried about making his escape.  Not yet used to the early morning filming schedule, they were all feeling tired by the time they arrived back at the villa, and, within fifteen minutes, each one of the seven men had gone to his room for the night.  George waited until he could hear no sounds coming from anywhere in the house.  When he was fairly certain he could leave without detection, he snuck down the stairs and out the door, heading back up the dark and winding road that led toward High Tor Manor.
“I give her all my love….that’s all I do….and if you saw my love….you’d love her too….and I love her….”  
George smiled and nodded his acknowledgement toward the familiar street musician.  Almost every morning – and most afternoons – the man would set up his steel drum as close to the Beatles as he could get, and, on their frequent breaks between filming, he would serenade them with their own songs played to a reggae beat.  All four enjoyed the music, marveling at how the songs sounded so familiar and yet so different all at once.  When they’d grown tired of hearing their own music, they’d request others, including those songs written specifically as reggae.  

Being the most serious musician in the group, George had struck up a sort of friendship with the quirky musician the first day of filming, and, since then, rarely a day passed that the two didn’t enjoy at least one conversation.  Though George truly did appreciate the man’s talent, he also felt a bit sorry for him.  It was difficult at first for George – or anyone else, for that matter – to look Eddie in the face.  The right side, from forehead to chin, was a mass of ugly scar tissue…the remnant of a severe burn was what George reckoned.  The other side of the musician’s face evidenced traces of injury as well.  His left eye appeared a milky white and was swollen so badly, it was permanently reduced to a mere slit, and, it was obvious from the way he would turn his body just so when in conversation, that the eye was completely useless.  George found himself wondering what further injuries were hidden underneath the long sleeves and trousers Eddie wore in the unseasonably cooler Caribbean weather.  Only one thing was certain, whatever had happened, the damage wasn’t just physical….one could easily tell, just from talking to him, that the musician was – as the boys would say – “a nutter.”  
“You really shouldn’t encourage him, George,” Paul quietly admonished.  “I don’t think Dick is best pleased to always have him hanging about.”
“Dick can sod off!” George replied with a grin. “Eddie’s alright.  ‘sides, I feel sorry fer the poor bastard, and I don’t see how he’s doing any harm.”

“Still…,” Paul shrugged, dropping the subject upon seeing the director walking their way.

“Good morning, boys!” Dick Lester called to them as he approached.  “We just have a few changes to the script for today.  Since it’s a bit warmer, we’d like to get most of the water shots in.”

“Don’t know if ya noticed, Dick, but it’s really not all that warm.  Not at all,” John answered snidely.

Trying to look sympathetic, Dick countered, “Yes, John, I understand…but it’s five degrees warmer today than it was yesterday at this hour.  We’ll hold off until as late in the day as we possibly can, but we really need to get those shots.”  When no further protests were forthcoming, Dick started walking away.  “We’ll see you all on set in ten minutes!”
There was irate mumbling and groaning where the four took their seats in preparation for the make-up crew, but only Ringo felt downright ill facing the prospect of having to jump into the ocean.  He hadn’t yet told anyone that he had no clue how to swim.
As the make-up technician tucked paper towels into the collar of John’s shirt, he sighed heavily in resignation then called to the street musician, “’ey Eddie!  Play us a tune, eh?”

Looking pointedly at Paul, George grinned cheekily.
Later that afternoon, George struggled to find ways to pass the hours he wasn’t needed for filming.  Ringo was filming an ocean sequence on a boat with Eleanor, Victor, and Roy….and Paul and John were off by themselves fine tuning a couple of songs they hoped to put on the next LP.  He would have just gone back to the villa, but Dick had asked them all to remain close to the set on the off-chance they’d be needed.  For a moment he had even thought about running back to Balmoral to fetch the box of letters, but, imagining how he’d try to explain what they were and how he’d come to have them prompted him to think better of it.  Instead, he’d wandered the set on the beach, read most of the daily newspaper – even attempting the crossword puzzle, and finally, made his way to the area where the catering was set up to have a cup of tea.  Tucking the newspaper under his arm, he carefully carried the cup of hot tea over to a makeshift table.  
He’d no sooner set the paper and tea down on the table and taken a seat when he heard his name being called.  “Mister George! Mister George!”

Shielding his eyes with his hand, George squinted against the bright sunlight and peered out to see who it was.  Approaching at a half-run was the persistent reggae musician.  A smile broke out on George’s face in response to the perpetual grin his new friend wore.  “’lo Eddie!”  As Eddie dew nearer, George offered, “Fancy a cuppa?  It’s a bit chilly out….might warm ya a bit.”

“Ah, Mister George, you are too kind.  You have a good heart, yes.  A nice hot cup of tea would be great, thank you.”

Just as George was rising to order, Eddie instructed, “With honey please, Mister George.  Honey is good for the throat…good for singing, yes, yes it is.”  Looking at George’s cup cooling on the table, Eddie frowned and clucked disapprovingly.  “No, no, Mister George….milk is the worst…creates phlegm in the throat…no good, no sir.”
George couldn’t help but grin at the man’s disproportionate concern over the milk in his tea.  “Ah, surely one cup can do no harm, Eddie.”

Eddie glanced up at George and stared blankly for a few seconds before breaking out in a huge grin.  “Ah-ha!” he laughed as if he’d just caught the punch line to some joke. “You English!  One cup of tea!”  Leaning in towards George, he lowered his voice and, looking around surreptitiously, said, “They say a good cup of tea is like a good woman….you can have neither sweet enough nor hot enough…and you never stop at just one!”  

With that, he roared with laughter, attracting the attention of several of the film crew standing around in the vicinity.  Smiling indulgently, George set the cup of tea before his new friend and expertly changed the subject. “Yer quite handy with that steel drum, Eddie.  You’ve been playing long?”
Eddie sipped from cup of steaming tea gingerly before answering, “Seems like all my life, Mister George, but it’s really been since I was about thirteen.  It was the latest instrument I learned to play.”
Impressed, George asked, “So ya play other instruments as well?” 
Eddie flashed that infectious grin again.  “Ah yes, I was trained in the misik rasin – the traditional music - of my people.  As his grandfather did for him, my grandfather taught me the tcha-tcha and the agon – music to invoke the lwa.”  Seeing George’s confusion, Eddie clarified, “…but these are instruments used only for worship, you see…of the ancestors. The steel drum, though, that is for entertainment!  Do you like it, Mister George?”
“I do, yeah, Eddie.  It has a nice sound.  Perhaps you can give me a lesson or two, eh?”

The suggestion appeared to please Eddie immensely.  “It would be my honor, Mister George!”

“Fab!” George exclaimed enthusiastically.  At least that will give me something to do whilst I’m just waiting around to be called up.
“’ey George!”

Swinging his head in the direction of the voice calling to him, George found Neil walking his way. Lifting his hand, he waved in acknowledgement.  When Neil drew nearer, he informed the youngest Beatle that they were gathering at the car that would take the group and their minders back to their accommodations.  “Five minutes George, alright?”
“Yeah, I’ll be right there,” George replied, beyond grateful that the day’s filming was done with.  Draining the last of his tea, he stood then and addressed the musician.  “I reckon we’ll see ya tomorrow then, Eddie?”

“Yes, yes, Mister George!  I’ll be here, most certainly I will!” 

“Right then!  Perhaps we can head to a music store and see about purchasing a steel drum.”

Eddie grimaced.  “No, no Mister George!  I have a friend who will make one for you.  He is the best in his trade.  You will see!  I have another you can use for now.”

“Okay, Eddie!” George laughed.  “Yer the teacher, mate!”

Puffing his chest out proudly, Eddie called to George, “I will see he makes you one of his best, Mister George, yes, I will!”
“Thanks, Eddie!” George replied, touched and bewildered by the unwavering loyalty the odd musician seemed to have developed.  The Beatle waved a last time before disappearing behind the tree line and out Eddie’s sight.  

Once George was gone, Eddie started gathering his instrument and things, mumbling incoherently the entire time, eliciting stares and murmurings from those nearby.  As he hoisted the sack with his steel drum inside over his shoulder and started walking away, he sang softly to himself….

Once I had a secret love…that lived within the heart of me….All too soon my secret love…grew impatient to be free….

Late that night, George sat alone in his bedroom, the door locked, and the letters from the box emptied out on his bed.  When he had retrieved them the night before, he’d gotten sidetracked by the photograph again and had fallen asleep staring at the young biracial lovers.  He couldn’t say why he photo fascinated him so, only that he had a sense that there was something to be discerned from the image. Avoiding the photograph altogether, he turned his attention to the letters.  Using the postmark on the outside of the envelopes, he put the letters in chronological order.  Then, sitting back with a scotch and coke at hand on the nightstand, he opened them one by one and read the contents.  
Each and every one of the eleven letters had been sent to Clare by a “Miss Isobel Holman” from London.  After reading the first couple of letters, however, it became clear to George that Clare and her friend had used pet names – at least with one another.  The letters were always signed, “Affectionately Yours, Belle.”  It took until the fifth letter to understand that the salutation, “Dear C.C.” was actually an abbreviation of Clare’s full name, “Camilla Clare.”  It wasn’t an uncommon practice for one to go by one’s middle name.  Even Paul was a “James Paul.”
As George read letter after letter from “Belle” to “C.C.”, he felt a bit like an intruder.  He’d often felt that way around girls and their friends.  There seemed to be a level of intimacy girlfriends shared that boys and their friends couldn’t even come close to and could never hope to breach. It was no different between these two friends apparently.  Though he could only surmise Clare’s half of the correspondence, it was obvious from Belle’s responses, that Clare confided everything to her.  As he read, certain parts of each letter jumped out at him.  The secrets began innocuously, escalating over time into a tale of horror….
“I’m so pleased to learn that you are adjusting to life in the Caribbean, C.C.  Frankly, I was worried when you’d left London.  You seemed so despondent and lost.  The photograph you sent me makes me feel worlds better, though.  You look lovely with a tan….and you’re right, the beach and sea do look heavenly!  I so envy you…..”

“Oh, C.C., I shouldn’t worry overly much about school if I were you.  After all, you’ve only this last term, and then you’ll be free!  Have you thought any further about joining us in Paris this coming April? We would have a splendid time….”

“I am so sorry to learn that you and Peter are not getting on well, C.C.  You’re right to point out that the two of you hardly know each other.  What with you having been away at boarding school and he at university, I quite imagine you are veritable strangers to one another.  I agree, his protectiveness does indeed appear to border on the obsessive.  Watch yourself, darling.  Billy says that Peter was quite the terror at school, always flying into a tantrum without the slightest provocation….”
“I was aghast when I read what Peter did!  My poor C.C.!  You simply must get away from there if he is remaining.  What possible reason could he have had for being in your bedroom while you were asleep? I worry about you so….”

“C.C., you are a terrible friend!  How dare you hint that you’ve met this wonderful boy, and say nothing more!  You are a terrible tease, and there had better be another letter arriving this week with a full explanation (and description!).  Seriously, darling, I am so happy for you!  You’ve not sounded this happy in a very long time….”

“Ooo-la-la….Etienne, hmmm?  A Frenchman!  How very romantic….”

“My darling C.C. – my poor girl!  Why oh why didn’t you tell me that Peter had gotten so out of hand?  How dare he strike you!  You simply must tell your father, C.C.  Never mind what arrangement he and Peter have.  You are his daughter. He won’t stand for that sort of behavior!  Peter Simmonds is a monster!  Promise me, darling, you’ll return to London if he does it again.  I will send you the fare….”
“I hadn’t realized that things were growing serious between you and your young man!  Goodness, C.C. – are you sure you’re in love?  I am happy for you, please don’t misunderstand, but you’re so young….”

“C.C., I am in tears even as I write this.  My poor darling!  What a terrible nightmare you have been living through!  It is deplorable for any man to do that to a girl, but your own brother?!  I have no words!  Oh, C.C., please, please come home….”

“Dear God!  How far along are you?  Oh, C.C., of course I would never turn you away!  I am wiring you the funds for your fare….”

“C.C., are you mad? Just because Britain may not be as blatant or violent as the U.S., do not for a moment believe you and Etienne will find peace – especially not in Haiti.  What makes you think that his people will be any more accepting of you than your people are of him?  What of your child?  I shudder when I think of how he or she will be treated!  In God’s name, C.C., what madness possessed you that caused you to fall in love with a coloured boy? I fear for you, darling!  I fear for all of you!  I pray Peter does not suspect.  Dear God, C.C., he will kill you both….”
George read and re-read the last sentence of the last letter, and his blood ran cold.  
