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Far below Central Park, down endless avenues of tunnels, there is a whole new 
world where life goes on, but not as we know it. It is a haven for those who no 
longer fit into the mainstream of society, socially or otherwise, in the bustling city 
of New York.

There are a maze of tunnels from various entrances around the city, that lead in 
one direction, and that is down, ever downwards into the bowels of the earth. The
rough rock walls are damp, dark, and coupled with the lack of pure fresh air, 
these tunnels do not invite company.

At given points along the way, primitive torches sit in boulders, lighting and 
illuminating the way constantly downwards, like beacons urging you forward, as 
they flicker and dance because the air about them moves restlessly, eerily, 
unsurpassed anywhere else.

Those who had no choice but to enter this secret world and live in this place, 
lovingly call it, their 'hole-in-the-ground' - "Home."

But it wasn't always a place you could think of as 'home'. Criminals, thieves and 
endless law breakers once hid in these secret tunnels. To be caught by the law 
would be their demise.

Into this den of thieves and vagabonds many years ago, came two men with a 
dream which altered it all. Their names were John Pater and Jacob Wells. Once 
friends from college days, and both rejected from their world Above, they pooled 
their immense knowledge, building a 'safe' place Below, a secret place. It took 
many years to perfect, but with patience and a driving urge, they brought about a 
new community, a life Below, which prospered and grew into the place it is today.
Sadly the two men fell out over a major issue Below, and John Pater, then known
as Paracelsus, was banned from the home tunnels, so Jacob Wells, known as 
Father, became the figurehead in that secret place.

*****

Tap... Tap Tap... Tap, the rhythm of the Morse code echoed, as it travelled the 
length and breadth of the world Below - Pascal was proud of the job he did on 
the pipes, sending messages and receiving messages, a vital link with others, to 



keep their home a safe place, and to also inform. He'd taken over from his father,
Joseph Pascal after he'd died, but it was safe in Pascal's hands, as his father 
had taught him well, like an apprentice learns skills Above, so Joseph had 
passed on his skills to his son. Once the exchange of codes was done, the 
tunnels enveloped the silence like a well-fitted glove, and into the silence rushed 
Mouse.

"Father... Fa...ther," he breathlessly spoke.

"What is it Mouse? Do calm down and tell me," the old man chided the excited 
teenager.

"Voices... Father."

"What voices Mouse?" he asked questioningly.

"Mouse bad... strayed beyond the boundary."

"Why am I not surprised. If I've told you once Mouse I must have told you 
hundreds of times in the last few years, that the boundary is there for your 
safety."

"Mouse sorry... Mouse sad."

"What you think you heard, was most likely my voice in your subconscious, telling
you not to stray," he smiled as he spoke.

"No, not Father's voice... many voices," he stammered.

"Yes Mouse, my voice," he corrected.

Scratching his mangled unruly hair, Mouse left the chamber feeling frustrated, as 
this time he had got it right, and Father didn't and wouldn't accept it.

As he left to return to Arthur his Racoon in his chamber, Father was shaking his 
head.

"What am I going to do with that boy?" he pondered.

*****

A few days came and went, then once more Mouse came crashing into Father's 
study again, his eyes alight with news he was eager to tell.

"Ah, there you are, Mouse. That racoon of yours..."

"Arthur," he stopped to correct his elder. A questioning look on his face.

"Ah, yes... Arthur, he's been seen in William's kitchen, stealing food yet again," 
Father scolded.

"Not important," Mouse dismissed the problem, with a gesture of his hand.

"Yes, it is, Mouse, it is extremely imp..."

"Voices!... come back," he confided.

"Oh, not again, dear God, not again."

"True," he nodded the verification of his statement.

"Hasn't Vincent got jobs for you?" he urged.



"No job, voices more important," he pleaded.

"You have no business being in that area 'again', you know it is strictly forbidden. 
Do you ever ask why it is forbidden, Mouse?" he questioned the youth.

"Too far away for Father to catch Mouse," he smiled impishly.

"NO! It's dangerous, uncharted tunnels, we have no idea what is truly down 
there, and that is how it has to stay, Mouse," his voice now deadly serious.

"But the voices?" he urged.

"Please Mouse, if you go there again, you will be put before the committee, and 
you will be punished. Do I make myself crystal clear?" Father rapped his stick on 
the hard floor of his chamber.

"But... ?"

"Go Mouse, go and find Vincent."

And with that, Mouse once more left Father's chamber very upset. Because once
more Father refused to listen to him.

*****

As Mouse left the chamber, once more Father's head shook in disbelief at his 
insistance. But what if... He sat down and began to think again about these two 
outbursts of the tunnels' rebel. Slowly Father began to turn over in his head all 
Mouse had said, and one thing Mouse was not, he had to admit, he was not a 
liar! What if there really were voices so close to their boundary, that in itself could
be a disaster waiting to happen, if the voices found their home chambers, their 
secret would be lost! Dear God...

Armed with new logic on this situation, Father decided he had to find out for 
himself if it was fact, or Mouse... being Mouse! The more he tossed the idea 
around in his head, the more he knew he had to investigate it.

*****

Further down the outer tunnels, Vincent and two other strong men worked on the 
east side wall that had collapsed. Pascal was busy on the pipes, while William 
made bread and Mary was reading to the children. So the timing was perfect for 
Father, and armed with a drink in the deep pocket of his cloak, and two of 
William's biscuits, Father set off to find the 'voices' and solve the mystery once 
and for all for himself.

"Pssss, pssss," came unexpectedly from behind him, Father jumped in shock.

"Who's there?" Father asked in startled alarm.

"Mouse."

"What are you doing here? I thought I told you..."



"Mouse knew Father look for Mouse's voices."

"Really! Well, you can go back to the home chambers now... er... maybe after 
you point me in the right direction," he coughed, not wanting Mouse to know he 
would be grateful for some directions.

"Mouse come too, not far now."

"No Mouse, I need you to stop others following me."

"Important, job for Mouse, Mouse go back," he grinned.

"Precisely," 

Mouse came close and whispered in his ear. "Go left at tunnel fork... not far," he 
said, jumping up and down excitedly. 

"Er... Thank you, Mouse."

"You not get lost like Mouse," he laughed and like his namesake, was there one 
minute and gone the next.

"That boy," Father grumbled to himself yet again. Father had only gone a few 
steps when he again heard footsteps. Looking up and peering into the dark he 
made out Mouse in the shadows once again.

"Mouse! Come out immediately!" he scolded. Sheepishly Mouse emerged.

"Want to help... Make sure you 'okay good-okay fine', only want to help," he said,
head bowed, shifting from foot to foot.

"Very well, show me, by all means, then leave, and return to the home 
chambers," he spoke sternly.

Mouse was now happy and went ahead of Father, turning all the while to urge 
him on. Soon Mouse stopped and so did Father.

"Here?" Father asked in hushed tones.

"Here!" Mouse pointed to the wall, "Voices!" But no voices prevailed. So Father 
watched Mouse scurry away, then sitting on a boulder, he wedged the flickering 
torch in a crevice and rested. An hour passed, then a second hour, until finally he
decided this game was yet another of Mouse's daft ideas. When suddenly, he too
heard the voices. A look of complete bewilderment came across his face.

"How can this be?" he asked himself silently. As the wall in front of him was solid 
rock. But the voices continued, so feeling somewhat perplexed, he left his seat 
by leaning heavily on his stick. the torch was still wedged between two small 
boulders, so advancing to the wall he poked it and prodded it with his stick. 
Nothing, so again, as the voices were surely there, he pushed his stick directly at
the rock. It went into the rock like a knife into butter. Quickly he pulled it back, 
disbelief on his face and fear.

"Dear God," he muttered.

Again he repeated his action. Again it went into the rock. He kept it there and he 
added his foot and lower leg and it also went into the rock. Nervously he 
withdrew quickly and sat down, mopping his brow from the beads of sweat 
congregating there, ready to tumble down his face. The voices finally went away 



and when his composure had returned, he stood up, straightened his shoulders, 
took a deep breath and went to the rock wall, yet again. First the walking stick, 
then his leg... then all of him melted into the rock and was swallowed up. Feeling 
no different, Father looked up, only to find himself on the other side of the rock 
wall.

Looking around himself in disbelief, he saw in front of him a small dimly-lit room, 
with a door on the wall opposite. Looking from side to side, he advanced to the 
door, which was mouldy and in places there were large cobwebs. The latch was 
rusty and inviting, so with care he placed his thumb on it, and this lifted the fixture
and opened the door with a creak and it moaned, revealing... surely not... could it
be... a theatre dressing room?

Either side of the room he saw there were dressing tables with large mirrors 
which had a row of electric light bulbs all lit along the top edges, causing Father 
to squint with the sudden burst of dense light. Adjusting to the brightness, he was
able to take in other things. He felt like Alice in Wonderland. The whole thing had 
to be a figment of his imagination... lack of food and drink he told himself. But his 
fascination was held fast as he saw play bills pasted on the walls from various 
peformances. Advancing to each in turn he read with interest the different plays 
and the actors in them and the dates... 2000! Turning now, he retraced his steps 
and once more found himself back in the tunnel, where he'd sat earlier.

"How can this be? How can this be?" he moaned, over and over again, until 
finally he was safely back in his chamber.

*****

The following day, after the usual communal breakfast of fresh bread and home-
made jam, washed down by gallons of herb tea, Father spoke directly to Vincent,
who was sitting next to him, deep in conversation with Pascal, Winslow and 
Zack, leaning forward to share the joke.

"Excuse me, Vincent but, do you happen to know where all the maps drawn 
years ago, to show all the boundary tunnels, are?" he asked.

"They're in my old trunk, Father, along with my old toys and books. Why do you 
ask this?" he questioned the old man.

"Oh... er... I... er... thought it was time I checked them over," he tried to sound 
normal.

"Shall I get them for you?" he volunteered.

"Please Vincent, if you'd be so kind."

Jumping up, he was quickly across the floor, mounting the three steps in one 
and, disappearing from view, before anyone realized he'd gone.

It took 20 minutes before Vincent returned, armed with 10 or 12 parchment rolls 
under his arms. By now, everyone had finished breakfast and only Father 
remained at the scrubbed top table while William was at the far end of the room 



washing up the dirty cups and plates in a large tin bath.

Sitting down beside Father, Vincent allowed the rolls to land in the centre of the 
table, spreading out as they landed.

"There are many, Father, which area bothers you so?" Vincent asked as he 
unrolled the first one, handing Father one to check also.

Stroking the roll with his gloved fingers, Father said, "These maps are so 
beautifully done, look at all the detail... John Pater might be quite mad now and 
dangerous, but when he first did these, his talent was unique... sorry Vincent, you
were saying?"

"Which area concerns you so?" he repeated, his head to one side.

"Oh, the lower east end," he paused. "Thought we might extend our boundary 
area a little as we seem to grow each year in number," he lied, trying to sound 
convincing,

"Extend?"

"You have a problem with that, Vincent?" he asked, raising his eyes above the 
top of his glasses.

"No Father, of course not, and if you need any help you only have to ask," he 
kissed the top of Father's head, then slipped away, sensing a need in Father to 
be alone... !

As soon as Vincent was out of sight, Father unrolled each scroll in turn until he'd 
found just the right one. He held back the rolled up map, and placing weights on 
each of the four corners, now surveyed the detailed plans before him. He found 
at last, the area in question, then followed the area with his finger. Yes, there was
the theatre, built in 1894 named The Grand Rialto. His finger went to the back of 
the theatre and retraced the route to where he'd gone through the wall. Yes, it 
was all here, now he had to work out what plan of action he would take.

So as not to arouse suspicion, Father had to put his plans together slowly. They 
finally took him four days to complete. Then when the coast was clear, he once 
more set off to this strange place, wondering what else he would and could 
discover. As he approached the area, he heard the now familiar voices, so he 
waited patiently until all was silent once more.

Then slowly he stood up and advanced to the wall, and with expert ease walked 
through the rock face. The dressing room was the same, with the bright lights 
edging the tops of the mirrors and the smell of the grease paint the actors used 
potent in the air, while various costumes lay around. The air was full of 
possibilities.

Outside of the dressing room he discovered corridors which he cautiously 
ventured along to investigate. Then the stage lay before him, with its scenery and
props and wires running along the floor like snakes, which would feed the high 
powered lights that now stood lifeless.

At the side of the stage were steps that led down to the rows of seats for the 
audience. Father stroked the red plush of the tip-up seats, remembering fondly 



the days so long ago now, when he and Margaret would go to the theatre or 
ballet when they were first married. How he missed those days---he wouldn't, of 
course, admit that to anyone, but alone, here in this theatre, he could at least 
admit it to himself.

Sighing, he walked up the aisle to the back of the theatre and through the 
push/swing doors. Here was the ticket office and the walls covered again with 
photos and posters. The doors were closed and bolted, so Father looked through
the glass windows. Outside it was now, present day and a street he knew so 
well.

Turning his back to the door he leaned heavily on it, and mopped his brow. The 
reality of all this he saw at once, this was a way he could go Above from time to 
time unnoticed. He would return Below now, in order to make plans to return here
and he would use the props and makeup to produce his own disguise. The world 
was his oyster, and no longer his jail.

*****

A week passed before Father could make his return trip and it felt to him like a 
lifetime. Meanwhile, Vincent went to speak to Catherine on her balcony on an 
urgent matter.

Tap, Tap, he tapped his claws on the glass of her balcony door. Catherine, who 
had been asleep, woke and dashed to join Vincent. Opening the door quickly she
came face to face with Vincent.

"What's wrong?" she urged, a worried look on her face.

"It's Father," he said sadly.

"Is he ill, Vincent?" she asked, taking his hands into hers.

"No, I don't believe he's ill, but I am worried about him," he explained.

"Tell me," Catherine begged.

"He asked me to find some old maps."

"Of where, Vincent?"

"Of tunnels beyond our boundary," he explained.

"Really!"

"He said he was thinking of extending the boundary, to accommodate our 
growing community."

"But you don't think that is the real reason, right?" her face was now very close to
his.

"True, Catherine, and since I gave him the old maps, he has disappeared three 
times."

"Disappeared?" her voice now rose in alarm.

"Yes, for hours at a time." Vincent left Catherine and paced the balcony.



"Did he say where he's been?"

"I didn't ask, I didn't want to worry him, or alert him to the fact I am worried." He 
stopped and took hold of her hand again.

"What can I do?" she asked.

"I don't know, but we have to do something."

"Leave it with me, Vincent, I'll think of something."

*****

Father sat in the theatre's dressing room, at the dressing table, the wig patted 
into place. Then he added the thicker eyebrows and long beard and the 
transformation was complete for his first trip from the theatre.

As Father opened the theatre doors to the outside world, nobody took a second 
glance as Jacob Wells took his place on the sidewalk with the shoppers. This 
was to be the first of many visits Above, which gave him so much joy. To escape 
Above for a short while, and then return Below, he suddenly had the best of both 
worlds, worlds which he loved so very much, with every fibre of his body.

*****

"Mary my dear, what a wonderful job you have done on my old tie," said Father 
as he checked over the alteration.

"Go on with you, Jacob. It only needed a stitch here and there," she admitted, 
embarrassed at his gratefulness.

"It looks like new," his fingers stroked the tie.

"But why do you need a tie, Jacob? You never, well rarely go Above, do you?" 
she encouraged him.

"Well... come and sit by me Mary," he patted the seat next to him. Obediently, 
Mary sat next to the man she had adored for the last 20 years or more.

"I've been thinking Mary, that maybe we ought to spend some time together... 
like Catherine and Vincent!" he said as he looked into her flushed face.

"Jacob, I can't believe this."

"Wouldn't you like to go Above and walk in the park and go to the theatre?"

"Stop, stop," she pleaded.

"Don't you want this?" he asked, a little hesitantly.

"More than anything, but have you forgotten, you're wanted by the Un-American 
Committee, and my family still look for me. We're exiles, Jacob, outcasts, and we
belong Below. We have such a good life now, lets not spoil it all by acting 
foolishly."



"But what if I told you we could go Above as often as we wanted and nobody 
would notice us?"

"How can this be?" Mary leaned close to Jacob and covered his hand with hers.

"Tell me you would do this once, to please an old man," his eyes twinkling with 
delight.

"Well, it is very tempting," she had to confess.

"Good, that's agreed," he jumped in with his reply.

"It is?"

"Tonight when the children are settled, come to my chamber," excitement could 
be clearly heard in his voice.

"Until tonight then... Jacob," and at that Mary hurried out to make plans.

*****

"Radcliffe," Joe Maxwell said aloud, "you have a call on line two."

"Thanks Joe," Catherine smiled as she lifted the receiver and held it to her ear.

"Cathy?"

"Hi Jenny."

"Sorry to call you at work but I've got two tickets for the theatre, fancy sharing 
them, old pal?"

"When is it, Jen?" Catherine asked excitedly.

"Tonight," she quipped.

"Tonight? That's a bit short notice."

"Are you seeing... er... what's his name?"

"Vincent, his name is Vincent, and no, I'm not seeing him tonight."

"So we're going out, right?"

"I guess so," Catherine's eyes lit up at the chance to go visit the theatre.

"I'll pick you up at 7:30 and be ready."

"Sure, thanks Jen," then Catherine hung up the phone. She grinned to herself 
then she glanced across and saw her boss busy on his computer. She hid her 
grin, not wanting him to see her joy.

*****

The day wore on and finally all was ready.

"Ah, there you are Mary," Father's voice was gentle.

"You look nice Jacob, seems strange to see you in topside clothes."



"You look lovely as ever Mary," he replied, and Mary coloured up with a girlish 
blush.

"Come, lets go," Father said, as he pushed a handkerchief in his top pocket.

"But where, Jacob?"

"We're going to the theatre, I have tickets." He handed Mary the two tickets for 
'Dear Liar' at the Grand Rialto Theatre, seats 28 and 29.

"Jacob, this sounds wonderful," tears filled her eyes.

"Come, we must get underway," he pleaded with urgency.

Together they left his chamber and made for the east side area and down 
endless dark tunnels.

"Are you sure this is the right way?" Mary asked worriedly as they didn't seem 
likely to house a theatre down here.

"Trust me Mary dear, trust me," he urged.

At last the now familiar tunnel area came into view for Father and he stopped.

"Where on earth are we, Jacob?" Mary begged.

"At the theatre, don't you recognize a theatre when you see one?" His old eyes 
twinkled with boyish mischief.

"This is a joke, isn't it, Jacob?" her voice was now sad, as her spirits dropped, 
thinking her night at the theatre would never happen.

"Give me your hand," he said as reassuringly as possible.

Obediently she did his bidding, and he led them to the rock wall. Mary cringed as 
her face and body were suddenly only a fraction from the damp wall, but he'd 
asked her to trust him, and she did with all her heart. As they stepped through 
the wall, Mary held his hand so tight her knuckles went white.

"How on earth did we do that, Jacob?" she said in wonder.

"Don't ask, I really don't know," he confessed honestly.

"But I... ?" Mary stammered.

"I found all this a few weeks ago, and it has opeed up a whole new world to me," 
he confessed.

"But I... ?"

"Sit down here Mary and put on one of these wigs, like I'm doing, then quickly 
follow me, because the play's already to start!"

As they left the dressing room, Jacob held her thin little hand in his and lead her 
down the passages to the theatre itself. The house lights were already down and 
the curtain was going up, so the lights on the stage shone directly onto the first 
few rows of the audience, lighting their way to seats 28 and 29 on row C.

*****



At the intermission the lights went up and some people left their seats to buy ice 
creams and popcorn or visit the bathroom. But some stayed behind like Mary and
Jacob.

Suddenly Mary's hand covered Jacob's and squeezed it tightly, as she indicated 
for Jacob to look at the two people directly in front of them - Vincent's Catherine 
and her friend Jenny.

Speaking in a tiny whisper, Mary said, "We must leave or be found out," she 
urged.

"No Mary, we stay," he said firmly in a whisper in her ear.

Just then, the programme on Mary's knee slipped to the floor and drifted under 
the seat of Jenny. Mary leaned forward to recapture it and the movement made 
first Jenny then Catherine turn around.

"Can I help you?" Jenny asked Mary.

"My programme has gone under your seat." Mary said in a newly acquired 
accent. Leaning down, Catherine picked up the programme and handed it to 
Mary.

"There you are," she smiled directly at the gentleman, handing over the 
programme.

"Thank you my dear," he said also in a disguised voice.

"My pleasure," said Catherine smiling.

Then Jenny turned around and offered them sweets. This broke the ice and soon
the four were talking none stop. The bell rang and everyone returned to their 
seats as the house lights went down and the curtain went up once more.

"Phew!" Jacob said in Mary's ear.

As the actors took their final bows, the occupants of seats 28 and 29 left and 
made their way down the corridor to the dressing room, depositng their wigs and 
other items, then with agile speed walked through the wall, and were once again 
back in their tunnel world, below Central Park.

*****

The following night, Vincent met Catherine in the park, as New York slept.

"Did you enjoy the theatre with Jenny?" he inquired.

"Yep, it was great. It was packed, house full and we met such a lovely couple 
who were sitting behind us, Vincent. We talked like old friends throughout the 
interval, and the strangest thing Vincent, I felt I knew both of them, yet I'd never 
seen either of them before."

"Father's behaviour is still very odd," he confided.

"How odd?"

"He's found a tunnel that runs behind the Grand Rialto Theatre."



"That's the theatre Jenny and I went to last night."

"Really Catherine?" Vincent found all this even more strange...

"This is so odd," she said.

"Next time Father acts strange, or up to something, I will follow him, and we'll 
only then unravel this mystery." Vincent promised Catherine, and she readily 
agreed.

They did not have long to wait, as one evening a week later Father told Vincent 
he didn't want to be disturbed as he had a lot of paperwork to sort, and Vincent 
agreed. Then he contacted Catherine to ask her to come Below. Together they 
laid in wait for Father to leave his chamber, and when he did they followed him at
a safe distance.

"Where is this place?" Catherine asked quietly.

"It's not far now Catherine," he assured her, remembering the parchment scroll.

Then suddenly Vincent put out his hand to restrain her, as the light on the tunnel 
wall revealed Father had stopped also. They watched him stand tall, shoulders 
back, then walk into the wall and was gone.

"Did you see that Vincent?" Catherine said amazed.

"I did, but my eyes won't accept it."

"Come, lets check it out," she urged him excitedly.

Together they prodded and poked the wall, but it was unrelenting, solid and held 
no opening for them.

"Why?" Catherine asked perplexed.

"Some things we are unable to offer up an explanation for, they are beyond our 
grasp."

"But we saw him go through solid rock, Vincent!"

"Did we Catherine, or did we see what we wanted to see?"

"I know what I saw, Vincent." Just then, Father walked back into the tunnel.

"Vincent, Catherine, I thought I heard your voices."

"Father, this is... "

"Magical!" Father smiled.

"Yes indeed, magical," Vincent's voice was soft and gentle.

"I have found something, Vincent, that can and will enrich your life and 
Catherine's, also mine and Mary's."

"Tell me, Father? Please," she urged.

"Come children, and as we walk along, back to our home tunnels, I'll try to 
explain it all to you."

Father walked between them as he started to unfold the wonders of the past 
weeks to them.

He told them it was beyond his explanation and that magic was at work here, of 



that there was no doubt. But he said that, "Sometimes one has to accept 
unconditionally the unexplained."

*****

As the weeks and months unfolded into years, this magical place became their 
special place. This was a door opening to offer Vincent and his Catherine, as well
as Jacob and his Mary, a rare chance to escape the chains that bound their lives 
daily, to enrich it so much. It set new boundaries beyond their wildest dreams. 
Could forces beyond their control give them this happy life, as they slipped 
through the wall? And could the theatre maybe know they were playing host to 
love in its purest form, to such special people?

Whatever the reason or logic, love has no boundaries and will always find a way. 
Sometimes we simply have to accept the unexpected.

"When you really want love, you will find it waiting for you."

The END 


