
5. No Way Down

Her worst nightmare had come true! Even as she helped him to the tunnel entrance, Catherine was 
filled with fear and remorse.
He had spoken her name, but it was obvious that he couldn’t see well, that he had been badly hurt - and 
it was all her fault!
Father’s concerned and frowning presence at the tunnel entrance made it plain he disapproved, yet 
again, of Vincent’s friendship with her. Nevertheless, he did not tell her to leave and helped to hold up 
his son on the other side.
Quite obviously, Vincent was weak and in pain. He was breathing in gasps, as if he had broken ribs. 
Their progress was slow, but steady. Catherine could feel the iron determination in his pressure on her 
shoulder and the stiffness of his walk. 
Their connection had been heightened. She had known he was alive and needed help. She didn’t 
understand how their bond worked, but she was now sure of its existence. They were bound together. 
It comforted her to know that.
Yet, she had not been able to save him from the Silks, and that haunted her. She had been always a 
step behind, too slow. He must have known she was looking for him and been frustrated too.
They could have killed him, and she suspected would have, if he hadn’t managed to escape. She didn’t 
know how that had happened, except that he had found allies. That big man had saved his life, and that 
woman they found crying on the stairs had been involved somehow too.
It was no surprise to her that others recognized Vincent’s humanity, and felt him worth helping, but she 
had not expected him to find it in such dire circumstances. She didn’t know what he had gone through, 
but she would do her best to make sure it didn’t happen again.
She had never felt so helpless, and never regretted her job so much.
She looked up at Vincent and found him looking at her, although his eyes were a little glazed and every 
breath was painful to hear.
He squeezed her shoulder and gave her the ghost of a smile. She felt something then, a kind of peace 
inside, the feeling she got when he hugged her.
He didn’t blame her and wanted her close to him.
Nothing, she decided, would stand in the way of that. It was all she could want. Her friendship - her 
connection - with Vincent was essential to her. She saw that now.
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He struggled to put one foot in front of the other. It took all his concentration, all his will, not to give in 
and fall on the floor, in sight of the tunnels.
Catherine was holding him up, more than she knew. He could feel her strength bolstering him along 
their bond.
His breathing was laboured, and now that the crisis was over, he could feel the terrible pain in his ribs, 
where some were likely broken or cracked. His legs felt as if they were made of wood.
His strength was ebbing. He could see the shadow of someone in the tunnel ahead and knew it was 
Father. That was a relief. With both of them helping him,. he might be able to stay on his feet long 
enough to reach the stretcher party, which he was sure would be waiting.
Thank goodness for the pipes and sentries. Thank goodness for Catherine and her persistence. 
He looked down at her and tried to smile, tighten his hold on her shoulder slightly. She looked up at him, 
understandingly. He felt her relax a little.
She had not been in danger at the last, but that had been because Howie had sacrificed himself. That 
would be on his conscience forever. Gratitude was too weak a work for what the big man had done for 
him, for someone he didn’t know - yet had understood. Howie had known that he and Vincent were 
alike, similarly challenged. 
Vincent had never met such hatred as he had from the Silks. In his world, it did not exist and he was 
accepted, respected.
Howie would have known little of that, yet he had known instinctively that Vincent was not an animal, 
that he could speak and was not ashamed of what made him different.
To Howie, that revelation had been important, and he had helped Vincent to escape is captor, then to  
escape into the tunnels.
Howie had known he would die, but had found something that made that worthwhile - a friendship and 
personal worth the gang had denied him.
Vincent understood that feeling. It linked him with the people in his world. It was worth everything.
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