
GENESIS

A.N.D

Jacob Wells stumbled along the back alley in the freezing wind. His suit jacket 
wasn’t much protection against the late September cold, but it was all he had. That,
and his wedding picture, Margaret’s farewell letter tucked into the back of the 
frame. 

Everything else had been taken from him or sold in his struggle to survive since he 
had been blacklisted. No one wanted to hire, house, or even be seen talking to a 
“Communist.” In fact, he’d had to go to three separate pawn shops just to find 
someone willing to let him hock his own wedding ring: Even the pawnbrokers didn’t
want to do business with him. 

A particularly sharp burst of wind swept his hat off down the alley. He watched it 
blow away from him numbly, too exhausted to care; but a quiet spark of remaining 
dignity finally made him limp over to the trash cans where it had rolled, and he 
retrieved it. A gentleman was not seen on the streets without a hat any more than a
lady would appear in public without her gloves. The world might have gone insane 
between the war and the witch hunts, but there were still proprieties to be kept, and
despite what the House Committee might say, he was still a gentleman in his own 
mind. 

As he reached to pick up the hat, his hand brushed against heavy cloth: a wool 
coat, one sleeve badly torn, had been thrown out. Elation warred with self-esteem 
within him: He was a respected doctor, not a street bum reduced to stealing his 
sustenance from others’ trash! 

Then reality, like the cold wind, reasserted itself. No, after the hearing he wasn’t a 
respected anything. Not even his work remained to vindicate him; what hadn’t been
deliberately changed by the Institute had been suppressed by the journals to which
he had submitted it. No one would publish the work of a communist. 

Necessity won out over pride, and he pulled the garment out, brushed it off and put
it on. The coat was warm, but his anger and humiliation were warmer. 

*****

Jacob Wells was gone, packed away into a cardboard box. The man who had once
been him couldn’t bear to look at the suit and picture anymore, and his I.D. badge 
meant nothing. Dr. Wells had been a scholar and a researcher. Now there was 



only a nameless drifter, dressed in ragged clothes, carrying his box through the 
December snows in Central Park. 

Christmas was coming soon, and the happy people of the city carried their 
groceries home for their feasts and planned elaborate celebrations with their 
families. The limping drifter hadn’t found anything fit to eat for days. He was looking
for a quiet place to lay down and die. 

A drainage tunnel loomed in front of him. It looked as good a place as any, and he 
shuffled into it. He curled up against the wall, pillowing his head against his 
cardboard box, wondering what the police would do with his meager possessions. 
Perhaps they could use the picture and letter to let Margaret know of his demise; 
she, alone, might miss him. Her father, he thought sourly, would probably 
celebrate: Mr. Chase had always coolly hated Jacob, wanting Margaret to marry 
some glittering social personality like a diplomat or a politician. 

Jacob was starting to shiver badly, and he tried to control it. Hypothermia would 
work quickly, but he had to relax before he could “go gentle into that good night.” 
An ironic snort escaped him. He’d always found comfort in the classics and suicide 
due to despair was so classical... 

His toes were going numb, and he was drifting into a warmth from somewhere 
inside. This wasn’t so bad after all; he finally felt drowsy. 

To sleep, perchance to -- get hit in the face with a snowball! He jerked furiously 
awake and found himself looking into merry blue eyes. 

“Yep, you’re still alive all right,” drawled a slightly amused woman’s voice. 

He shook the snow from his face and gasped, “Who are you? What do you think 
you’re doing?” 

“Seeing if you’re still alive. Come on, I know a place that’s warm and safe.” 

The man rolled over, turning his back to her. “Go away. I’ve been blacklisted; 
nobody cares if I live or die.” 

The next snowball went down his collar. When he whipped around, enraged, she 
already had a third ready to throw.

“So some ritzy club threw you off their rolls. So what? It’s a holiday, and I don’t aim 
to spend mine watching somebody die. Now, are you going to listen to reason 
or ...” She gestured with the snow-filled hand. 

“I wasn’t blacklisted from some club. I was labelled a communist by the House 
Committee on Unamerican Activities.” 

“And I’ve been labelled a bum by the city police.” 

“You’re not one?” 



“I,” she said with immense dignity,” am an in-dee-gent. I saw it on a social worker’s 
notes.”

“Indigent means bum,” he retorted wearily. 

“Oh. Never could figure out them ten-cent words.” She visibly deflated and Jacob 
felt a twinge of guilt: He’d had no right to hurt her. Then her voice cheered again. 
“Well, if I’m one, you’re one too, so we’re all one together. You gonna come and 
get warm and fed, or ya prefer to freeze to death?” 

He shook his head. “I appreciate your offer, but I couldn’t bear another night in a 
flop house or a soup kitchen. It would only delay the inevitable.” 

“S’not a soup kitchen. I got a place all my own, me and Mary and John and the 
rest. It’s our own place, where it don’t matter what you been called before. C’mon. 
It’s a holiday, it’s no day to be giving up in.” 

Jacob crawled wearily onto frozen feet and clutched his box. He started out of the 
tunnel -- and suddenly noticed that the only tracks in the snow outside were his. He
whirled back to the woman in astonishment. 

“How did you get here without leaving marks in the snow?” 

She grinned back at him. “I flew, like a angel of grace.” 

She was crazy, he was sure of that. but she was also a breath of humor in his 
angry, defeated life. He had to smile back though he said, “Somehow I can’t 
believe that. You look too earthy to be an angel.” 

“T’weren’t all wrong. My name is Grace.” 

“And mine is Jacob.” 

“C’mon Jacob. You’re headed the wrong way.” 

She turned and made her way deeper into the tunnel and confused, he followed 
her. Several yards down, the tunnel branched, and Grace marched over to the right
and pulled a gate open: beyond, there were maintenance lights to guide the way, 
and ladders and staircases down. Jacob was soon lost and his old hip injury made 
some of the climbing down difficult, but the temperature was getting warmer the 
deeper they went, and he could smell food cooking and hear the voices of other 
people ahead. 

Grace led him to a long tunnel with a flat floor but curved brick roof, obviously one 
of the abandoned subway lines. Someone had built a fire in an old trash can and 
over it were several birds roasting on spits; gathered around it were about seven 
other people. They were more intent on cooking than they were in company, but a 
young boy of about 10 years old glanced in their direction and excitedly grabbed 
the tattered sleeve of the adult next to him. 



“Dad, look!” He pointed at Grace and her companion. 

Conversation stopped. For a moment they all stared, and Jacob stared back, but 
then a man broke away from the group and came toward them. 

“Grace, who is this?” He had a deep, rich voice tainted with suspicion. 

“His name’s Jacob. I found him freezing to death above in the Central Park tunnel. 
I couldn’t let somebody die of neglect on Christmas.” 

“So instead of food, you’ve brought us another mouth to feed.” 

That broke the hush around the fire. A thin woman of about Jacob’s age, her hair 
tied up in a ragged knot, called out, “Oh be quiet, John. She’s right. It’s Christmas; 
show a little holiday spirit.” 

Jacob finally found his voice. “l don’t want to be any trouble.” 

“You won’t be,” Grace smiled. We can always send somebody back up to kill a few 
more pigeons, and we already have extra potatoes.” 

He could smell them roasting, and it made his mouth water. “Where did you get 
them?” 

“The pigeons?” 

“The potatoes.” 

Grace shrugged. “There’s a grocer I know of who throws them out when they start 
sprouting. These city folk can’t deal with a little sprout or two.” 

Roast pigeon might not be a traditional Christmas dinner, but it was the best 
holiday feast Jacob had ever had. 

*****

The folk of the tunnels were used to living out of boxes and trash cans, scavenging
what food they could and snaring the odd pigeon or squirrel in Central Park. They 
lived nomadically, chased from one steam tunnel to another by the authorities 
when they were discovered, and they were used to this. 

But Jacob, discovering hope along with renewed life, dreamed of something better 
and John supported him. The two men were as different as night and day, John 
cynical where Jacob was idealistic, John practical where Jacob dreamed of 
grandiose schemes. But they were becoming friends, tied by a mistrust of the 
people above and if their alliance was at times uneasy, it still seemed their goal 
was the same: a burning commitment to leave the treacherous world behind. 



Together they explored the deeper tunnels, below the level of building renovations 
where they would run less risk of discovery and once a semi-permanent home for 
the little tribe was established, Jacob set about directing the furnishing of it. 

He asked the children to scout the dumps and back alleys for discarded furniture 
and report it to the adults, who would sneak up and take it during the night. The 
children reported other finds, too: Stained glass panels from a fire-gutted rectory 
were rescued by them and brought to brighten up the bare tunnels, and books and 
clothing were scavenged from the doorsteps of Goodwills and Salvation Armies 
across the city. 

Jacob rewarded the children for every book they brought him until he discovered 
that the young Winslow (his courage not in doubt if his street-smart sense of wrong
was a bit shaky), was robbing a local library. 

John Pater didn’t pretend to sympathize with Jacob’s horror over the discovery. 
What were a few library books to the people of the City? They of the tunnels were 
the outcasts of the world above and had every right to take their revenge on those 
who had abandoned them in large ways or small. The rest of the adults, meeting in
an informal council to debate the matter, seemed to agree with him, but Jacob 
objected most strenuously. 

“John, don’t you see that we have a chance to build our own city down here, to 
leave the corruption and hatred and anger behind? It’s a new civilization we are 
creating, separate and apart from the lives of those above. We depend on each 
other here. Let thievery and corruption stay in the city where they belong. How can 
we live together if we cannot trust one another’s honesty?” 

“You’re a dreamer, Jacob.” 

“But it’s a nice dream,” Mary suddenly put in. 

“Yeah,” Grace chimed. “We never thought we’d do better than huddling in caves. 
And here we are with real homes and everything because he dreamed it.” 

“He may have dreamed of it, but I made it a reality, Grace. I’m the one who tapped 
the steam and power lines, giving us light and heat and water. I’m the one who --” 

“Hold it.” Sarah snapped. “We’re getting off the subject, which happens to be 
library books.” 

“Not according to Jacob,” purred John. “To him, we would seem to be discussing 
civil politics.” 

“No,” she said firmly, “we are discussing library books and whether we should take 
the from the world above without permission.” 

“You sound as though you see us as a separate world down here.” 



“I think I do,” Sarah said simply. “We’re certainly not part of the city. We live apart 
from it, we see things differently than city people do.” 

“I’ll say,” Grace snickered. “Can you see one of those fancy uptown types eating 
pigeons?”

A general laugh eased the tension around the battered table in this largest 
chamber and John’s, taunting subsided. The final decision of the meeting was that 
Winslow should return all the books he had taken, and further transgressions of a 
like sort would be punished. 

The unspoken decisions were even more important. From that day on, all the 
people considered themselves something more than a group of outcasts struggling
to survive together. They saw themselves as a family, with family responsibilities. 

A permanent council was established to handle the running of the community; rules
were drafted and voted on by all in the tunnels. From this came the punishment of 
the Code of Silence, for to be outcast from the family’s confidences was the worst 
punishment they could imagine. 

*****

The little world was thriving, and Jacob delighted in it. He thought it ironic that he 
had been driven from the city under the label “communist”, only to found a strongly 
socialist society, for he insisted that the tunnel people share what they scavenged 
or made. It helped foster the family feeling, and it worked well for nearly everyone.

But he was also troubled. John Pater, now calling himself Paracelsus, was no 
longer working with him for the whole of the community. He’d laughed at the idea 
of a council and spoke of the tunnel “family” with scorn. His defiance of Jacob’s 
attempts to create an ordered world were becoming less subtle, as if he were only 
biding his time… 

Grace’s voice broke in on his reverie, as she had distracted him from death almost 
a year ago. “I found a book for you, Jacob.” 

He put a hand out for it but dropped it in his lap without looking at it. “Grace, what 
am I going to do? John will destroy everything we’ve worked for, everything we’ve 
built.” 

“We won’t let him, Jacob,” she soothed, stroking his hair, holding him as though he 
were a child needing comfort. “It’s my home too, and Mary’s, and Lorrin’s and 
Pascal’s and Winslow’s and we won’t let him take it from us. You think I want to go 
back to huddling under cardboard boxes in the street? That’s what’ll happen to 
anyone who doesn’t kowtow to Paracelsus. He says he’s looking out for all of us, 
but anyone who sets himself up as the final judge of who can stay and who has to 
go… He’s a frightening man, Jacob. I never understood what you saw in him.” 



“I saw a reflection of my own anger against the people above and how they treated
me,” he said bitterly. “I respected his mind, but he never respected my dreams. Do 
you think --” He looked up into her eyes. “Grace, you see the same threat in him as
I do, someday, don’t you…” 

She nodded but hugged him. “Don’t you fret. We’ll make the others see. Now look at 
your present and tell me if you like it. It’s by one of them highfalutin' authors you talk 
about.” 

Jacob looked down: It was a leather-bound edition of Shakespeare’s Best Loved Plays. 

“Grace, it’s beautiful! How I’ve missed Shakespeare. He’s always helped me through, 
dark times before.” 

He only meant the kiss to be a thank you for a treasured gift. Jacob still loved only 
Margaret he thought, but -- but he was lonely and vulnerable, and Grace was there and 
loving and kind. 

*****

Months later, Jacob remembered that night with guilt and sorrow instead of joy. John, 
having married the gentle Anna, had withdrawn at least his more vocal objections and 
tunnel politics were calmer now. But Grace was not there to enjoy the peace. The child 
they’d conceived in their few nights of passion had been born that very morning -- and 
had taken Grace’s life as the price of his own. For all his medical training Jacob could 
not keep her aging heart beating and to add to the tragedy, she was the first of the 
original settlers to die. 

Again he sat alone in his dark study, brooding. Where could he turn for solace now that 
the woman who had always comforted him in his struggles here was dead? How could 
the tunnel people replace Grace’s rough humor and understanding? What kind of doctor
would lose a patient in a simple, uncomplicated pregnancy? 

His thoughts turned as dark as the chamber around him. What possible use was Jacob 
Wells to the world, anyway? The world Above didn’t want him, his wife had left him, and 
he’d completely failed the mother of his child. The tunnels were doing well, John had 
quieted down… He, Jacob, was unnecessary, incompetent. 

Suddenly his sleeve was tugged, hard. It would be so like Grace to demand his 
attention that way -- but she wasn’t there when he turned around. She would never be 
there again. Then his sleeve was tugged harder, and he looked down into the frightened
eyes of the little street orphan brought down a few days before by a concerned helper. 

“There’s monsters down here!” she whimpered. “I hear ‘em roaring. I’m scared.” 

“There’s nothing to be afraid of,” he crooned gently, sweeping her into his lap. “That’s 
only the subway running by.” 

“Are you sure?” 



“Yes, I’m sure. If you want, I could take you to see it tomorrow. Would you like that... 
what is your name, little one?” 

“I’m Kim. Who’re you?” came the answer with all the blunt directness of childhood. 

For a moment, he hesitated. ‘Dr. Wells’ was unthinkable to contemplate after this 
morning and ‘Jacob’ seemed too precocious. Then suddenly the answer came to him in 
a flash of insight which spoke in Grace’s voice, an answer that held the very essence of 
her quick wit and her special sort of wisdom. Instantly, he knew what she would have 
wanted him to do, and to be to his new family. 

“Call me Father,” he told the little girl.

END


