
        
            [image: cover]
        


[image: tmp_bccaed29514785855c868e99450f0d99_NShWKw_html_4cc9ba1.jpg]


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


Deiana Denise Sutherland

 


 


I’ll never

let you go

 


[image: tmp_bccaed29514785855c868e99450f0d99_NShWKw_html_m33b722f4.gif]



A moving story of love, loss, grief and betrayal in the golden Caribbean.

 


 


 


 


 


 


[image: tmp_bccaed29514785855c868e99450f0d99_NShWKw_html_m753f5a52.png]


 


 


[image: tmp_bccaed29514785855c868e99450f0d99_NShWKw_html_21a593a5.png]

Mereo
Books

Smashwords Edition
Distributed by
Smashwords

 


Mereo Books 2nd Floor, 6-8 Dyer Street, Cirencester,
Gloucestershire, GL7 2PF

An imprint of Memoirs Book Ltd. www.mereobooks.com
I’ll never let you go: 978-1-86151-939-9

First published in Great Britain in 2019

by Mereo
Books, an imprint of Memoirs Books Ltd.

 


Copyright
©2019

 


Deiana Denise
Sutherland has asserted her right under the Copyright Designs and
Patents Act 1988 to be identified as the author of this work.

 


This book is a
work of fiction and except in the case of historical fact any
resemblance to actual persons living or dead is purely
coincidental.

 


This ebook is licensed for your
personal enjoyment only. This ebook may not be re-sold or given away to other
people. If you would like to share this book with another person,
please purchase an additional copy for each recipient. If you’re
reading this book and did not purchase it, or it was not purchased
for your use only, then please return to your

favorite ebook retailer and
purchase your own copy. Thank you for respecting
the hard
work of this author.

 


The address
for Memoirs Books Ltd. can be found at www.memoirspublishing.com

 


 


Typeset in
11/15pt Century Schoolbook by Wiltshire Associates Ltd.


 


 


 


CONTENTS

 


​Dedication

Chapter 1 - Sweet. Sweet Dickson Village

Chapter 2 - Visiting my grandfather

Chapter 3
- Strange encounter

Chapter 4 - Tommy’s arms – my safe house

Chapter 5 - My dear friend Betty Jackson

Chapter 6 - Betty’s pain

Chapter 7 - Curious

Chapter 8 - Reminiscing

Chapter 9 - The visitor

Chapter 10 - My old flame

Chapter 11 - Fo-Day morning fright

Chapter 12 - Torn between two lovers

Chapter
13 - Bewildered and confused

Chapter
14 - Suspicious minds

Chapter
15 - The affair

Chapter
16 - Fabulous Grandad

Chapter
17 - Reunited

Chapter
18 - Unity

Chapter
19 - Goodbye Grandad

Chapter 20 - The confrontation

Chapter 21 - The awakening


 


DEDICATION

​


 


 


 


 


To my babies
Maria, Myron and Merlando Stapleton - Remi Martin (my little
staffy). Everything I do, I do for you. With love mumzie.

To Aaron Moses and
Tujuana Hewitt, the new addition to my family.

You both will
always have a special place in my heart. Love always.

A special
dedication to my dearly-departed grandmother Ms Elca Horne, the
original inhabitant of Dickson Village who was the inspiration
behind the story.

Further special
dedication to my dearly-departed friends Mrs Valencia Byfield, Mrs
Jennifer Bell and Mr Michael Frater (formerly known as Jah Mike or
Mikey).

A special thank
you to father dearest, Hermus Welch. I love you more than words can
say. Thanks for always being there.

My thanks to Mrs
Annica (Simmons) Regis, Dr Peter Bell, Mrs Marjoire Adams, Mrs
Constance Patrick, Ms Catherine Sutherland, Ms Lilly Johns, Mr
Kenneth Cupid, Ms Jennifer Marshall, Ms Thelma Phillips and Mr
Barry Butler for all their love and support

Dedicated to my
dear friend Mrs Wendy Johnson, for her commitment and devotion.


CHAPTER
1

​


SWEET, SWEET DICKSON
VILLAGE

 


It was a warm
Sunday morning in Dickson Village, St Vincent and the Grenadines as
I sat alone on the porch enjoying the ambience of peace and
tranquillity. It was a beautiful morning. The birds were singing
softly in the trees as they swayed rhythmically in the wind. The
reflections of the sun’s rays glistened brightly in the puddles of
water that had been created by the rain that had fallen half an
hour earlier. Now the sun was scorching hot.

I inhaled the
fresh air mingled with a combination of smells from the various
Caribbean dishes which were being prepared in the neighbouring
kitchens. A song echoed loudly through the village from Mrs
Jacob’s, a neighbour about four doors down, and I smiled as I sang
along happily to my favourite Dolly Parton classic: ‘Joleen,
Joleen, Joleen I’m begging of you please don’t take my
man’.

The streets were
deserted, as the villagers were busy either preparing for church,
cooking or relaxing, the normal Sunday routine. The farmers had
done their work for the day, having already been up at dawn to
attend to their animals and farms. Every Sunday, the village became
a little piece of heaven, no hustle, no bustle, and all the shops
were closed. Total relaxation. How we all loved Mrs Jacobs’ stereo,
for the soft West Indian music she played on it, when it wasn’t
country music, created the perfect setting for a heavenly Sunday
morning in St Vincent.

‘Morning Natalie!’
It was eight-year-old Cherry- Ann from Top Dickson calling to me on
her way to church. She was dressed in a yellow pleated dress, with
white socks up to her knees and black shiny shoes. She stood
grinning at me from the road, her hair parted in two big buns and
finished off with two big sparkly white ribbons.

I returned her
beaming smile. ‘Good morning Cherry-Ann!’ I called back. With that
she waved and walked hurriedly on, her bible clutched tightly in
her hand.

My eyes were still
focused down the road, because I was awaiting the return of Tommy
and my girls, Tina and Justina, who had left for a morning walk
earlier. The sky had been clear blue, but now suddenly a dark cloud
hovered overhead and I felt a sudden burst of warm tropical rain. I
looked up and saw big, heavy drops coming gently down from the sky.
How beautiful the village looked as the raindrops sparkled in the
sunshine and splashed on the trees, as if someone was waving a
crystal teardrop chandelier. It was magical.

I got up from my
chair and stretched my hands out to feel the warmth of the rain,
letting the raindrops massage my hands. I looked up, and through
the raindrops I saw Tommy and my two beautiful daughters walking
towards me. I ran to meet them halfway.

‘Hello
sweethearts!’ I shouted as I approached them.

‘Hello my gorgeous
wife,’ Tommy replied. He took me in his arms and kissed me
gently.

‘Isn’t it
beautiful Mum?’ Tina shouted, as she clutched Justina tightly.
‘Let’s play a game,’ she continued, hold Dad’s hand. I took Justina
from Tina and held Tommy’s hand. Together we formed a circle. ‘Ring
a ring a roses, a pocket full of posies, atishoo, atishoo, we all
fall down,’ she sang as we circled the garden.

Justina stretched
her short arms outward and giggled uncontrollably. I put her on my
back and she wrapped her tiny legs securely around me. Around and
around we turned, feeling the warm raindrops invigorating our
bodies.

‘Natalie,
Natalie!’ Mum shouted from the porch. ‘Get out of the rain before
you catch your death.’

‘We’re just having
fun Mum,’ I replied, not turning in her direction. But now the rain
stopped as suddenly as it had come, and the sun continued to shine.
‘Come on, let’s go and tidy ourselves up,’ I said to my gang, and
we all started walking towards the house. Tommy took Justina from
me, and as they disappeared inside I stood and looked at my smiling
mother. ‘Mrs Tina Justina Steinford,’ I teased, as I planted a kiss
on her radiant cheek. Her smile turned into laughter. ‘Go and get
out of those wet clothes now!’ she snapped in mock anger.

‘Yes Ma’am!’ I
replied. I saluted and danced inside. The music was still coming
from Mrs Jacobs’ stereo. I strode off, jiggling merrily, dancing
and singing to Kenny Rogers’ Coward Of
The County: ‘Now
it don’t mean you’re weak if you turn the other cheek, I
hope you’re old enough to understand, Son you don’t have to fight
to be a man.’ I sang along loudly and headed inside to join a
drenched Tommy and the girls.

‘Yes ma’am’ I
said, saluting, over the music still coming from Mrs Jacob’s
stereo.

As I walked past
the girls’ room I could hear Tina chatting to a cheerful Justina,
their talk mingled with frequent girlish giggles as she tried to
change her clothing. ‘Not long now before church begins, girls,’ I
called to them as I walked on.

‘OK Mum,’ Tina
answered.

I was about to
turn the handle to my bedroom door when Tommy thrust it open and
pulled me inside. He held me close and wrapped his long arms around
me, then enveloped me in a caress like no other. He looked deep
into my eyes and said, ‘I love you, Mrs Natalie Harrison.’

‘And I love you,
Dr Tommy Harrison,’ I replied with a chuckle. Gently our lips met.
‘Now can I get out of these wet clothes?’ I managed to ask as our
lips parted.

‘Yes, you sure
can,’ he replied. ‘Do you need a hand?’ he asked cheekily.

‘I think I can
manage,’ I said, laughing in reply, then slipped out of his arms
and turned to walk away. As I turned away from him, he slapped me
on the buttock. ‘Ouch!’ I whimpered softly, then about- turned to
face him with a grin. As I turned, our eyes met, and I stood there
looking at my Tommy feeling as lost as a lovesick schoolgirl. My
grin broadened as I stood staring at him. Tall, strong, manly,
freckled face and ageless, he stood looking down at me. My heart
was pulsating and every inch of my body ached with ecstasy. The
more his dimpled face lit up, the sexier he looked. How lucky I
am, I thought, to have such feelings for this
man after all these years. It was as though we had only just
met, even though I had known him all my life.

I knew the
feelings I had for him were mutual; it was obvious from the way he
was looking at me. Could I ever love another man? Never, never,
never.

‘Natalie,’ Mum
called from outside just then, ‘we’ve only got half an hour before
church begins.’ I turned away from Tommy and flung the window open.
I caught Mum as she was about to walk out the gate and smelled the
fresh breeze as it welcomed me.

‘Where are you
going?’ I shouted.

‘I’m just going to
take a piece of macaroni pie and a flask of trumpet bush I boiled
for Mavis,’ she replied. ‘She’s not feeling well, a touch of the
flu I think.’ Then she disappeared.

‘By the way,’ she
shouted as she suddenly reappeared, ‘I’ll see you in church. I have
to pop to my place to get a dress after I see Mavis, so I’ll meet
you in church.’ Then she was gone.

Just then Tommy
came up behind and held me tight. ‘Where were we before your mum
interrupted?’ he said. I burst out laughing and replied, ‘I think I
was about to get changed.’

‘Oh my god, I love
this song,’ he said suddenly, his voice echoing excitedly through
the house. He started singing loudly.

 


When a man
loves a woman

Can’t keep his
mind on nothing else

He’d trade the
world for the good thing he’s found

If she is bad
he can’t see it

She can’t do
no wrong

Turn his back
from his best friend

if he puts her
down.

 


‘Dance with
me,’ he whispered softly in my ears as he started to sway to the
beat. I turned towards him and he enveloped me with his strong
athletic arms. I closed my eyes and laid my head on his shoulders
as he led me into a dance to the sound of Percy Sledge, compliments
of Mrs Jacob’s stereo.

The soft, cool
breeze wafted its way magically between us. Then the song ended and
segued straight into another Percy Sledge number as he clasped his
hands around my face and kissed me. Together we turned towards the
opened window and stared out onto our village.

‘Dickson
Village,’ he whispered from behind me, ‘I love this place.’ I stood
still and put both my hands back to take his face into my hands,
and we stood in silence. His breath was warm and I could feel his
heart thumping; I could even count the beats. Oh, how I love
this man. I closed my eyes and fell back into his arms, the
place where I always found peace and comfort, and it felt
perfect.


CHAPTER
2

​


VISITING MY
GRANDFATHER

 


Dickson
Village was like a summer meadow, warm, serene and welcoming, just
like its people. It was a village where it seemed as if no one ever
slept. Year after year the village remained unspoilt. Seated to the
east of the ‘gem of the Antilles’, St Vincent and the Grenadines,
the people were mostly farmers, and everyone knew each other. A
small village of about 200 proud people, we boasted proudly of our
lush vegetation and volcanic landscape. I loved this village where
Tommy and I had grown up, and even though life’s journey had taken
us across the Atlantic to live in England, we always found our way
back home to our sweet old Dickson village, sitting right at the
foot of our own volcano, La Soufrière.

It had been six
months since our arrival back in St Vincent and the Grenadines from
our life in England. Tommy was taking time out from work for a
much- needed break. He was worn out and exhausted from working in
accident and emergency in a British hospital. I hardly saw him
during that time, for he practically lived in the hospital, so I
was ecstatic when he finally booked time off from work due to
exhaustion.

After the birth of
our second daughter, Justina, I never went back to work. I kept
busy around the house day and night because I was missing my Tommy
so much, and even though I had Maria, the kids’ nanny, to help out
there was still so much to do.

It was wonderful
being in the land of my birth again. We were planning on spending
an entire year there. I registered Tina in school temporarily and
re- employed Kate to help with Justina. Everyone was pleased to
have us home. Seeing Mum, Dad, my best friend Betty and her family
was all I needed. The saying that there is definitely no place like
home is so true. Being home again made me realise just how
nostalgic I had really been.

Mum and Dad lived
together, and it was great seeing them so happy. Tommy and I moved
into our own home, the house Tommy had grown up in. I had bought it
quite a few years before and rented it out, and it had paid for
itself from the rental income I was receiving, but now that we had
decided to come back for a year the property was empty, as the last
tenant had moved out a month before we came, and I had taken it off
the rental market. Dad spent a lot of time going to and fro as he
visited his own father in the capital, almost on a daily basis, for
Granddad was finding it very difficult coping without Grandma. In
fact her death had left him a broken man. He seemed so lost, so
alone; it was as though he just didn’t want to carry on living
without her. It broke my heart to see him in such a state.
Sometimes when he thought he was alone, I could actually hear him
sobbing.

Today I was
accompanying Dad to Lodge Village to visit Granddad . As we drove
up to the mansion for it was indeed a mansion – and parked the car,
Vibert, Granddad’s hired help, met us at the gate on the way back
from the shop.

‘Hello Percy,’ he
said, greeting Dad with a handshake. ‘Hello Vibert,’ Dad replied as
he took hold of his hand, ‘how are you doing today?’

‘I’m just fine,’
Vibert replied. ‘Hello Natalie, you’re looking a picture today.’ He
broke away from Dad’s handshake and turned towards me.

‘Hello Vibert,
good to see you,’ I answered.

As we began
walking up the many steps, Vibert said, ‘Mr Steinford senior is
still not coping very well. He’s refusing to believe his diagnosis
of severe depression. It’s been a while now since Vera passed, but
his grieving is getting worse. Most days it’s impossible to get him
out of bed and he frequently talks about wanting to join her. We
have to monitor him constantly as he talks a lot about suicide. We
never leave him in the house alone.’

We arrived at the
large doorway and I was almost breathless, for my grandparents’
house was huge. Dad and Vibert seemed to have flown up the many
steps, while I had been trying desperately to catch up. ‘Rita?’
Vibert called to his wife, his voice ricocheting through the
house.

‘Hi there honey,
we’re upstairs in the study,’ said a woman’s voice in reply.

We had to climb
many more stairs before we arrived at the study door. Vibert opened
the door and together Dad and I followed him inside.

I froze as my eyes
took in my grandfather. I had last seen him only six weeks before,
but he had then been in much better shape. ‘Granddad,’ I managed
with a squeak. He looked up at me and smiled, but his face looked
hollow and he seemed to have aged rapidly. Although his clothes
were clean and well ironed, somehow he still managed to look
unkempt in them. He had a white beard, which had not been there the
last time I had seen him, and it covered most of his face, helped
by the fact that his face seemed to have shrunk to bone. He was
horribly thin. Yet he smiled when he saw me, and he jumped to his
feet quickly enough to welcome us. Vibert and his wife, who had
both worked for my grandparents since my dad had been a month old,
left the room.

‘Hello Natalie,
hello Percy,’ said my grandfather,

advancing towards
us. ‘How are you both doing? How was the journey this morning?’

‘We’re OK,’ Dad
replied, as I walked towards my grandfather with open arms. I
hugged his thin frame and planted a big kiss on his cheek.

‘Have you eaten
anything yet?’ Dad asked him.

‘I had a cup of
graveyard bush earlier, cos I’m trying to get rid of a cold,’ he
replied. ‘And I ate a slice of roasted breadfruit and a piece of
fried skipjack about ten minutes ago. I haven’t had too much
appetite lately.’

‘Dad, you must eat
to keep your strength up,’ said Dad.

‘Natalie, my
lovely granddaughter, it’s wonderful to see you,’ Granddad said,
turning towards me and trying to avoid eye contact with Dad. ‘You
look great. How’s your Mum doing?’

‘She’s OK, they
all send their love,’ I said. ‘Dad’s picking you up at the weekend
to come to Dickson for a couple of weeks, so you’ll see them all
then.’

He looked puzzled
and confused by this, and shook his head. Then he walked back to
his chair and sat down.

‘I just want to be
left alone,’ he said. ‘Tell you the truth, I don’t fancy leaving
this house at all.’

‘It’s only for two
weeks,’ said Dad.

Grandpa looked at
Dad, then at me, and gave a forced smile. His face was bright and
sparkling, but his eyes told a very different story.

‘So,’ Dad
continued, ‘Vibert told me you’re still not coming to terms with
your depression.’

‘Depression my
ass!’ Granddad replied sharply with a stern face. ‘Dr John wouldn’t
know what depression is, even if it jumped up and bit him on the
ass.’ Dad and I laughed
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