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Vincent stood by Catherine's side holding her hand and silently watching what had become a 
daily ritual in these later stages of her pregnancy. She lay quietly on the cot in the hospital 
chamber as Father, Peter, and Mary carefully examined her extremely swollen middle.

He still felt that white flash of anger threaten to consume him as he watched their hands move 
about her stomach checking the baby's position. It was a battle he fought with every exam. It 
wasn't rational and he knew it, but still the thought of other's hands and eyes on his Catherine 
was at times more than he could bear.

As his battle continued, he felt her squeeze his hand gently. He looked down into grey/green 
eyes that shone with love and trust. 

"It's all right, Vincent, I'm fine," she whispered for his ears only. He could only smile in 
response.

With the pregnancy nearing its end, Vincent reflected on the nine months leading them to this 
moment. He remembered that passionate night they had conceived this child and soon found 
his body aching with the memory of her touch, the feel of her inflamed body, and their 
explosive joining. She was convinced she became pregnant that night and he had sensed 
something as well. He would remember and cherish every joyous moment they had shared 
from that time on.

He remembered the moment he noticed the ever so small bulge under Catherine's gown, the 
first time he felt the child's movements in her womb, the hours he'd spent caring for her, and 
the feeling of intimacy unlike any he'd experienced before with her.

There were also the many embarrassing and funny moments he would never forget. There 
was Jacob's first adventures in potty training followed by his grand announcement about 
Catherine's pregnancy to the whole community. There was the night Devin had walked in on 



them at a particularly delicate moment and the night he came above on Halloween and met 
Catherine's friends.

Then there were all those erotic memories. Catherine's desires had run rampant throughout 
most of the pregnancy. He remembered the unbridled passion of that night she had conceived.
He remembered that night at the falls and their shared dreams, while she worked so hard on 
the Brewster case. He remembered the fear of making love with her, after seeing that first hint 
of a bulge and her passion as she led him through it. He also remembered her pain when she 
discovered she could no longer make love.

These months had known their moments of drama too. The murder of Bruce Madison and 
Catherine's suspension. The horror of her accident still sent shivers up his spine as he thought 
about those long hours not knowing if she or the baby would survive. The cave-in he had 
gotten caught in chasing after Jacob was still very fresh in his mind. All of these precious 
memories flooded through his mind as the examination concluded.

Peter spoke first. "Well, Cathy dear, everything looks fine."

"Yes," Father added. "The baby's in position, your cervix is softening, and you're dilating just a 
bit. It should be soon. Possibly within the next twenty-four to forty-eight hours."

Vincent helped her into a sitting position and Mary helped with her clothes. "Is the baby ..." 
Vincent hesitated then spoke softly, ". . .normal?"

"We've got no reason to believe otherwise, Vincent," Peter answered. "Cathy's carried it the full
nine months, the development's been normal, and the blook work and ultrasounds have been 
normal." Peter gently squeezed Cathy's shoulder. "We should have a nice, normal delivery."

Catherine stood with Vincent's help and after achieving her balance, she tried to reassure him. 

"Don't worry, sweetheart, it'll all be over soon and you'll be holding our brand-new baby in your 
arms. It will all be worth it, I promise."

"Just sharing this experience with you hasbeen worth it, Catherine, but I do look forward to 
seeing you with a baby in your arms again."

She tried to embrace him, but her widened girth prevented them from getting as close as she'd
like.

A little later, the couple took their usual slow walk down to the falls. They called it exercise for 
Catherine, but they both needed the peace and solitude the location offered. They were silent 
for some time as each was lost in his and her own private thoughts.

"I never dreamed such a simple life could bring me so much joy," Catherine began. "Spending 
this time with you and Jake has given me a glimpse of what our life could be. It almost makes 



me want to give it all up and move here permanently." She sighed and took his hand.

"As much as I would love that, you would never be completely happy like that. There's a part of
you that thrives on your work. To deny that part of you would be a life of hypocrisy. You'll know
when the time has come to move below. There'll be no doubts and no regrets for either of us."

"You know me so well."

He leaned over toward her inviting lips and gently caressed them with his own. "You are my 
heart, Catherine."

They sat for awhile longer until Catherine began to feel some discomfort in her lower back. As 
they rose to leave, she turned to him. "You know, today's the 12th of February. I hope this child
of ours waits until Valentine's Day. That would make such a lovely gift."

"It will be a lovely gift no matter what day it arrives. Come, let's get back to our chamber. I'll rub
your back and you can get some rest before dinner."

"That sounds divine."

*****

All through the evening meal, all eyes were on Catherine. The entire community had become 
so involved with her pregnancy, it had become everyone's pregnancy. Vincent noticed, as well 
as felt, her quiet mood. Even Jacob seemed quieter than usual and more watchful of his 
mother. His eyes continually searched for and followed her every move so when she decided 
to retire to their chamber, he voiced no objections.

Vincent firmly held her arm as she lowered herself into the chair under Jacob's watchful gaze. 
Vincent couldn't help but be touched by his son's devotion to his mother. He knew Jacob 
shared to some degree his and Catherine's bond and he wondered if perhaps his son was 
sensing her discomfort.

Kneeling beside her chair, Vincent rested his hand on her stomach as was his habit of late. 
Since she had blossomed with their child, he could not resist the urge to caress the bulge and 
feel the child moving within. He had become positively possessive about it, to Catherine's 
embarrassment at times. She understood, however, that it was his way of sharing it with her 
and she could not and would not deny him that.

Jacob, not to be left out, walked over and placed his tiny hand on the other side of her 
stomach. "Baby, baby," he said repeatedly.

Catherine put her arm around him and smiled. "Yes, Jake, the baby's moving a lot tonight."

The little boy smiled then laid his head where his hand had been and listened intently. 



Vincent's eyes met Catherine's and they smiled warmly then Vincent kissed her hand.

They passed the next few hours reading to Jacob until Vincent sensed Catherine's fatigue and 
gathered their son up for bed. "Say goodnight to your mother, it's time for you to go to bed."

He looked as if he wanted to argue, but thought better of it. Instead, Vincent lifted him up and 
held him over for a tight hug and a big wet kiss. "Love you, Mommy."

"Love you too, baby. Sleep well honey, I'll see you in the morning."

Vincent felt a slight tug through their bond. "Okay son, let's get you to bed."

"Story Daddy?"

"Okay, one story." Vincent looked back quickly at Catherine. She smiled and blew him a kiss.

When he returned to their chamber, he helped her prepare for bed. As he helped her undress, 
she blushed momentarily.

"I look like a blimp," she said as she stroked her over-abundant middle.

"You look beautiful."

"Oh, come on, Vincent, I've seen cows smaller than this!"

He chuckled at her comment. "My dear Catherine, there is nothing as appealing to me as the 
sight of you carrying our child. I shall cherish the memory always."

"You won't have to. I think I'm going to be pregnant the rest of my life."

"Catherine, you heard Father, it won't be long. Just enjoy every moment of it."

"That's easy for you to say. You're not walking around like a duck feeling like your insides are 
slowly being pushed out."

In an attempt to lighten her mood, he smiled and said, "You're the most attractive looking duck 
I've ever seen."

She realized what he was doing and laughed warmly. "You just like seeing my breasts this big,
I know."

He was caught totally off guard as she led his hand to her ample breasts. Against his will, he 
found himself becoming aroused by the feel of her skin and her feminine scent. In disgust of 
himself, he turned away from her and began to prepare himself for another long night.

She closed her gown and sat on the edge of the bed very much aware of his dilemma.

"Vincent, come here."



He recognized that tone and when he turned to her, he became lost in that look. He shook his 
head fighting his own urges. "

No Catherine, this isn't fair to you. We've discussed this before."

"We discussed my inability to make love with you. We did not discuss my ability to give you 
satisfaction. Vincent, how long has it been since we made love?"

"Catherine!"

"How long, Vincent?" Her look was intense.

"It's been about two months or so."

"Two long months for you."

"Catherine, my concern has been for you and the child, not my own needs."

"Yes, I know. You've been very understanding and patient, but I could feel your need so many 
times. I know the struggle it's been for you. Please, let me please you."

"And what about you? You're not feeling all that well yourself. I could not enjoy myself with you
in such discomfort."

"My dear, sweet, innocent Vincent, don't you see? To give you pleasure, to hear your 
satisfaction, to bring you the release you need will please me more than you know."

Her plea caused him to hesitate for a moment. "No, Catherine, it's not right."

"It's up to us to decide what is acceptable for us. Whatever we do for love, Vincent, is right."

He stood silently debating her request. Her look was one that demanded obedience and when 
she spoke, he fully understood her complete possession of him. He could do nothing but obey.

"Come here, Vincent."

Slowly he walked over to the edge of the bed, stopping just in front of her. Their eyes were 
locked in a lover's embrace. Seconds passed before he felt her hands guide him between her 
legs and gently caress his buttocks. She followed that by tenderly squeezing as her hand 
moved down his thighs. Involuntarily, he groaned. How much pleasure just her hands could 
give him. She leaned over and rubbed her cheek against the straining bulge.

"Oh Cath. . .erine." His eyes closed.

He was painfully aware of her hands unfastening his pants and lowering his zipper. Resistance
was gone. Nothing existed for him except her touch and his growing need. It had been so long,
the need for release was becoming excruciating.



"I love you, Vincent, let me please you."

Her hands on his bare skin wrenched another moan from deep inside him and caused his hips 
to begin moving toward her seeking release. For a moment, it flashed through his mind how 
this must look, but his momentary doubt was pushed aside as Catherine continued, "Let me 
please you. I want to please you." It was a plea he could no longer deny."

"Yes, Catherine. . .yes!"

Her lips planted delightful kisses all over his stomach and then moved downward. He thought 
he would scream when she took him in her mouth. The need for release grew more and more 
intense and he could not stop his momentum if he wanted to.

The release came quickly and explosively and she held him until his movements had ceased. 
He still had his eyes closed relishing the afterglow he was feeling when Catherine pulled away,
rubbed her face over his stomach, and whispered, "I love you, Vincent."

Suddenly, he felt guilt wash over him. With great shame, he adjusted his clothes and sat 
meekly beside her on the bed. 

"I'm sorry. I should not have let it go that far."

She turned to him. "Don't say that, Vincent. I felt your pleasure and it was wonderful. That's 
part of love, sweetheart, receiving pleasure by giving it."

"But it wasn't fair to you."

"Vincent, think about it. If for some reason I could never make love again in the conventional 
sense, wouldn't you do anything, no matter how different to please me?"

"I would do anything to please you, anything. You know that."

She smiled knowingly. "Yes, I do, as I would and just did, for you. Now love, no more 
arguments. Hold me."

He put his arms around her and pulled her into his loving embrace. Her head rested on his 
shoulder and he planted a kiss on the top of her head.

"I am so blessed."

Soon they had fallen back on the bed and Vincent lovingly applied lotion to her swollen 
stomach. As he did, she happily drifted off to sleep. He watched her for a few minutes with his 
heart full of love and his chest swollen with pride that she was his and his alone.

His eyes and hand found her stomach as sleep began to creep up on him. Slowly, he lowered 
his head to her shoulder and closed his eyes. With his hand still over their child, he entered 



that in-between place where things glisten and float.

*****

"It's him again. I know his touch, the feel of his hands. He touches a lot. He rubs his hands 
over us so much. But I like it, it feels so nice. Whenever I feel afraid and uncomfortable, it's so 
soothing to know he's there."

"Sometimes I feel so cramped up in this small world and I try to stretch out. That's when I feel 
his hands. I rest better when I feel his touch, hear his voice."

"His voice, it's so strong yet soft. He whispers to me. He tells me how much he loves me and 
wants me. He says he can't wait to hold me. I can't understand that because I don't 
understand where I am and why I'm not with them."

"I wonder what he looks like. He must be big, his voice seems so far away when we stand up. I
bet he's special, the way she feels when he's around."

"I bet he's gentle. Strong and gentle. When he talks to her, his voice has a very special sound 
to it, a softness only for her. When we're all together, they laugh a lot. They talk quietly about 
things I don't understand."

"I love that feeling of warmth she feels when he's near. The way her heart beats faster and 
stronger when he touches her. The way her breathing gets faster. They must love each other a
lot. It feels wonderful this love they have for each other. I think they have love for me too."

"I think he's called a father. He must be my father. Sometimes she calls him that when she 
rubs me. Sometimes he calls himself that when he talks to me. A father must be the one who 
loves and protects. A father takes care of you. I think fathers are nice to have. This one 
especially."

"He worries a lot about us. When we were so sick, he was there and he was in pain too. I 
could feel it. I think we have some special connection. I know I'm connected to her, but I feel 
something else from him. It's a different connection, more of a feeling than anything physical."

"If he is my father, then I am lucky. He seems to be so anxious to see me, hold me, and 
protect me. I too would like to see him, to feel his arms, and know his love. I have a feeling it 
will be soon."

"And then there's her. I am a part of her. She is my world. Through her, my hunger is eased, I 
grow, I feel, and I live because of her. I think I exist inside of her. When she speaks I hear and 
feel her."

"Her voice is soft and warm. She talks to me a lot. She laughs sweetly and rubs me when I 
move about. There is something about her that brings me comfort. I do not feel alone because 



of her."

"I hear her heart beating. It is that steady rhythm that lullsme to sleep and awakens me. My 
own heart beats in close time with hers. I think I will know her heartbeat and voice forever."

"She says she is my mommy. I think that means she is my mother. The one who gives life. 
Mothers care for you, love you, nurture you all through your life. I think this one is real special. 
She talks to me a lot."

"She is a mother to another. I hear him call her Mommy. I wonder if he came from this place 
too. When he is around she talks to him in the same voice she uses with me."

"There are times I know my movements must bring her discomfort, but she doesn't seem to 
mind. She just rubs me, talks to me, and moves to help me find a better position. She must be 
really patient and understanding. She never gets angry with me. Sometimes I feel a sadness 
in her, but it goes away when my Father is near. They must be really happy together."

"I wonder what she looks like. She must be soft and pretty. Father says she's beautiful. I can't 
wait to see her, to feel her arms around me holding me close. I just hope I'll be able to hear her
heart. No matter what, I know I'll be safe and loved as long as she's near."

"Before I heard the other one. He is small. Not much bigger than me. When he puts his hand 
on me, it's not much bigger than mine. His voice is different. Sometimes he cries and she 
comforts him. She reads to him."

"I'm not sure how he feels about me. He doesn't talk to me much. Before he would sit in her 
lap and rub me, now he just puts his head close and listens. I wish I could talk to him. I want to
ask him about our mother and father and the world out there."

"I hear him and Father laugh a lot. They play and my mother laughs at them sometimes. Lately
though, she can't play with them. I think I've gotten too big."

"There are other people I hear. There are two older men. Every day we go to them and they 
feel for me. They talk about where I am, how much I weigh, and position I'm in. Their voices 
are friendly and warm and they seem to care about me a lot. I've heard these two as long as I 
can remember. My father calls one of them Father. The other one is called Peter. He must 
know my mother because he talks special to her. He calls her honey a lot."

"I remember other voices I haven't heard in awhile. I think his name is Joe. I know my mother 
acts differently around him. There was a lot of noise and Mother seemed more tense there. 
She called it work I think."

"All of them have talked about my birth. I don't know what that is. I do feel that soon I will be 
leaving this place and that scares me. I love this place. It is so warm and safe. I don't want for 
anything here. I don't want to be separate from her."



"But even though it scares me, I am excited about all the possibilities. I know my mother and 
father will protect me and love me no matter what happens, no matter what comes. But what 
of that world out there? It's frightening."

"What? What was that? I feel something pushing me!"

*****

Vincent awoke with a start. Momentarily disoriented, he sat up quickly. "Catherine, is 
something wrong?"

She was wide awake, her eyes betraying her discomfort. "I think it was a contraction."

"I'll get Father."

She grabbed his arm as he struggled to get out from under the covers. "No. Let's wait awhile. 
There's no point disturbing him until the contractions are closer together. We all will need as 
much rest as possible."

"But Catherine. . ."

"It's all right, Vincent. I was in labor with Jacob for over twelve hours. We've got time. Try to 
relax."

"That's impossible now."

She smiled at him lovingly. "Hold me for awhile and we'll time the contractions." They snuggled
up as close as was comfortable. "Just think, soon our baby will be born. I hope she waits until 
after midnight tonight. It's only the thirteeneth."

Vincent gently stroked the now very quiet baby inside her. "You're really certain it's a girl?"

"I just have this feeling. Maybe it's wishful thinking." Their empathic bond allowed her to feel 
the fear rising in him. "Vincent, don't be afraid. It'll be all right. Remember when Jake was 
born? We had a few hours of agony, but look how it turned out."

"When Jacob was born, I didn't have time to think about it. I brought you back and everything 
else happened so quickly. I was so afraid I was going to lose you all over again."

She held him tighter. "You're not going to lose me. Father and Peter have been monitoring this
pregnancy from the beginning. Everything has been fine so far." In a very determined voice 
she added, "Vincent, this child and I are going to be just fine. You believe that and concentrate 
on experiencing every moment of it. I'm gonna need you to be the strong one here, okay?"

"Yes, Catherine, you're right. Tell me what I can do."



"For now, we'll just lie here and time the contractions. Everyone will be up soon and then you 
can tell Father, if I'm still having them that is."

"Are you sure?"

"Believe me, if they get faster and harder or my water breaks, I'll insist you go get Father."

Over the next couple of hours the pains were consistant, but had not progressed that much. 
Finally the discomfort in her lower back forced Catherine to get out of bed and move around a 
little. Vincent was like a mother hen hovering about her, constantly watching her, sensing and 
timing her contractions. In essence, they were both in labor.

As time passed, Vincent's fearful vigil was getting on her nerves. 

"Vincent, Father must be up by this time, why don't you go tell him so that he can get 
everything ready?"

She walked over and cupped his face in her hands. "I think I'll be all right for a few minutes. 
Please go tell Father and have Mary come by. Oh, by the way, you might want to ask Rebecca
to take Jake for the day. This could go on for awhile."

Father was indeed up and about when Vincent hurriedly entered his chamber. From the look 
on his face, Father didn't need to be told. "Father, Catherine's contractions have started."

"I thought it would be soon. Are they close?"

"Not yet. She says it could be awhile."

"She's probably right. I'll notify Peter and we'll get things ready. I'll come by shortly to check on 
her. But Vincent, I want her in the hospital chamber when the hard labor comes. It's important, 
understand?"

"Yes, of course."

"And son, she's going to be fine."

Vincent nodded, but quickly left in search of Mary and Rebecca. After delivering his message 
to Mary and quickly dispatching her to Catherine, he visited the chamber Jacob shared with 
the other small children of the community. Jacob was slowly awakening.

"Good morning, young man."

"Morning, Daddy," he answered as he rubbed his eyes.

Vincent lifted him out of the covers and held him in his lap as Rebecca entered the room. "Son,
I want you to stay with Rebecca. Your mother isn't feeling well today." Rebecca looked 



questioningly at Vincent and he nodded in answer.

"I want to see Mommy," Jacob protested.

"If she's feeling better later, you can. Jacob, we think the baby will come today, so your mother
and I will be real busy all day. We need you to be strong and to behave for Rebecca. Will you 
do that?"

"I have to be with Mommy. I have to take care of her." He was almost crying.

"It's all right, son. Your grandfather, Uncle Peter, and I will be looking after your mother. You 
can help by not letting her worry about you. She has a lot of hard work ahead of her and she 
must concentrate on that." He hugged the little boy. "Don't worry about her. We went through 
this when you were born and she came through just fine."

They sat there for a few minutes talking and planning, but Vincent soon felt a need to be with 
Catherine. He kissed Jacob on the head and they shared another hug. On his way out the 
door, he paused by Rebecca. 

"I'll come by for him later if Catherine is well enough. Watch him close, I don't want him to be 
frightened."

Rebecca patted his arm. "Jacob will be just fine. You go to Catherine, she needs you right 
now."

When he returned to their chamber, Father and Mary were talking with Catherine who sat 
quietly on the bed. Father turned to Vincent, "The pains are not nearly close enough to worry 
about yet. She's dilating, but not enough. It looks like it's going to be several hours yet."

Mary was holding Catherine's hand and rubbing her back. "It's going to be a long day for all of 
us. Jacob, why don't you and Vincent get some breakfast, I'll stay with Catherine."

"I shouldn't leave."

Catherine straightened up and smiled at him. "I don't want you fainting from hunger when the 
big moment comes. Now go have breakfast with Jake and Father."

"What about you?"

Father put his hand on Vincent's shoulder. "Mary will see to it that she gets something later on.
We don't want to give her too much or she'll get nauseated when she goes into hard labor. 
She's in good hands, son."

Finally Vincent gave in. He walked over and kissed Catherine. "I'll be back soon. If you need 
me before. . ." he hesitated, ". . .I'll know. I love you."



"And I love you, now go!"

*****

Meanwhile in the District Attorney's office, Joe stood staring out his window. His thoughts were
interrupted by a knock on the door. Without turning, he answered, "Come in."

Diana walked in and quickly assessed his mood. After a few awkward moments of silence had 
passed, she finally asked, "You miss her a lot, don't you?"

"You can read me pretty well sometimes, just like Cathy."

"It's not that difficult to see when someone's worried."

"I guess. Have you heard from her at all lately?"

"No, not since last week. She said she was fine even if she was as big as a cow. Joe, Vincent 
will take care of her."

"Yeah, I just wish I could talk to her or see her. It's time for the baby, isn't it?"

"Yes, today's the thirteenth. She was due on the fourteenth, I think."

"Do you suppose we'll know when it starts?"

"I doubt it. They'll all be pretty busy I suspect. If it will make you feel better, I'll get in touch with 
Dr. Alcott's office. Maybe they know something."

"Yeah, do that and let me know right away."

"Sure Joe, see you later."

"Thanks, Diana."

Outside in the hallway, she decided to pay a visit to the Central Park threshold and bang on a 
few pipes.

*****

All morning, the pains would stop then start again. Father examined her and scratched his chin
thoughtfully.

"Is something wrong?" Catherine asked when she saw his expression.

"No, not really. You're dilating normally, the fetus is not in distress and it's in the proper 
position. I just don't understand why the contractions stop then start again." He stood up 
slowly. "Right now, they've stopped but I have a feeling when they start up again, it'll be hard 
labor. Rest for now and when they begin, come to the hospital chamber."



"Yes, Father," Vincent said obediently, his eyes locked on Catherine.

After Father left, Vincent persuaded Catherine to take a nap. He paced back and forth as she 
slept fitfully. when she awoke a few hours later, she propped herself up on pillows and asked 
him to bring Jacob in for a visit. He reluctantly obeyed.

Instead of plunging headlong into his mother's arms as Vincent expected, Jacob walked 
carefully over to the bed and climbed up beside her. He sat on his knees and gently leaned 
over into her arms. Vincent could see Catherine's eyes misting at Jacob's concern and love for
her.

"Hi baby, are you okay?"

Jacob lingered in her arms for several minutes before he pulled back and looked into her eyes 
and nodded.

"I've missed you today. I'm sorry I couldn't be with you, but I haven't felt well. Have you eaten?"

"Yes, Mommy." He gingerly placed his hand on her stomach. "Does it hurt?"

"A little bit, but it's a nice kind of hurt." 

The little boy looked confused. "Nice?"

"Yes. I know it will be over soon and when it is, I'll have a brand-new baby to love, just like you.
Now, why don't you sit beside me and your father can read to us."

Jacob turned and cuddled up next to her. As she put her arm around him, he laid his head on 
her breast.

"What would you have me read, Catherine?"

She smiled warmly. "How about Great Expectations?"

Her choice brought a flood of memories to them both and they shared a moment of silent 
intimacy before Vincent began reading the very familiar words.

A couple of hours later, Vincent jumped suddenly when he felt Catherine stiffen up as a sharp 
pain passed through her. Jacob's head snapped up and he stared at his mother as well.

"Vincent, why don't you take Jake back to Rebecca. I'm not feeling very well."

"No, Mommy, I want to help."

"I'm sorry, son, but this is something you can't help me with."

"What?"



"I think the baby's decided to join the family and that means we're all going to be real busy for 
awhile. Honey, I need to know you're going to be all right."

"I'll be fine, Mommy. I want to stay."

Catherine looked helplessly at Vincent. "No, Jake, this time you can't," Vincent said sternly. He
waited for Jacob to kiss his mother goodbye then gathereed him up in his arms and quickly 
deposited him with Rebecca.

When he re-entered their chamber, she was curled up with another hard contraction. "I think 
it's time we went to see Father."

Nervously, Vincent asked, "Are you sure?"

She patted his arm and smiled at his panic-stricken face. "I've always wanted to say this. 
Honey, I think it's time."

Vincent quickly picked her up in his arms and carried her to the hospital chamber. On the way, 
she kissed his cheek and whispered, "Hey handsome, have you got plans for later?"

Vincent had to laugh at her sense of humor at this particular moment. "Yes, I'm going to my 
daughter's coming out party."

They arrived to find Peter and Father discussing her case. Peter kissed Catherine on the 
cheek. "Hello there, Cathy. Are you ready to bring this kid into the world?"

"Yes, finally."

Vincent lowered her to the cot and Mary quickly helped her change into a more suitable gown.

After a brief examination, Father looked at them both. Your water hasn't broken yet and the 
contractions are getting closer but not close enough. I think we've got some time yet, do you 
agree, Peter?"

"Yes, Jacob, I think we'd better get settled in for awhile."

Vincent held Catherine's arm as she walked stiffly around the room trying to relieve her aching 
back. They stopped a moment and Catherine looked up into his fearful eyes.

"You're not going to pass out on me, are you?"

"No, Catherine, I wouldn't miss this for the world." He noticed how pale and tired she looked as
she leaned into him slightly for comfort and support.

"Oh God," she suddenly exclaimed as the sound of water running onto the floor got everyone's
attention. "My water's broken!"



Mary was quickly by her side. "It's all right, dear, let's change your gown and I'll help you clean 
up a little."

"I'm sorry about the mess."

"No problem honey, we'll get it cleaned up. Let's just get this baby born."

Back in the children's chamber, Jacob had been put to bed, but the youngster was far from 
being asleep. He could sense his mother's distress and his father's fear through their 
connection and it frightened him. It also beckoned him.

"Breathe deeply Cathy and work with your body," Peter coached from the foot of the cot. 

Father sat on a stool monitoring Catherine's progress while Peter stood slightly to one side. 
Mary stood to one side of the bed preparing the instruments needed. Vincent knelt on the other
side holding Catherine's hand and wiping the sweat from her face as she strained with each 
agonizing contraction.

The pains were coming closer and getting harder as midnight neared. As the hours passed, 
the frayed nerves were beginning to show. 

"How much longer, Father?" Catherine collapsed back onto the bed after a particularly hard 
contraction.

"Not much longer, son."

Peter added, "You're doing fine, Cathy. Everything's going as it should."

Catherine laughed slightly. "That's easy for you to say. You're not in labor."

They all laughed. "That's my girl," Peter said.

Just down the tunnelway, Jacob suddenly sat up in his bed. He had not been asleep and his 
fear was worse than ever. He had to go to her, he was needed. He had to go! Crawling out of 
bed, he quietly ran toward the inner voice that called him.

Vincent held Catherine as she lurched forward with the pain. The labor was intense now, she 
was sweating profusely and gripping the bed covers in her agony. Breathing deeply, she fell 
back into Vincent's arms. Suddenly Jacob came running into the room and went immediately to
his mother's bedside next to Vincent.

"Jacob, what are you doing here?" Vincent was stunned.

"Help, Mommy needs me."

"Mary, take him back."



"No Daddy, help Mommy!"

"Jacob!"

Catherine spoke hoarsely, "No Vincent, let him stay."

"Catherine, this is no place for him."

"He's part of this family. This concerns him too."

Vincent could see the intense look on Jacob's face and it suddenly occurred to him that his son
was here because of their bond. He could feel his mother's pain and he had answered the call 
just as Vincent had so many times before. The thought of it both touched and frightened him.

Catherine spoke the reassurances. "Jake honey, this is going to be hard, but we're going to be 
just fine. Don't be afraid baby, don't be afraid." 

A new wave of agony from the depth of her soul wrenched a loud groan from her as she 
pushed hard with it. When it subsided, she looked over at Jacob to find his eyes fixed with 
determination on her. He was quiet and he was concentrating. The little fellow was actually 
trying to ease her pain by connecting with her through the bond.

Vincent noticed it too, more importantly, he could feel it. 

"Jacob, clear your mind and concentrate on your mother. Feel her pain and ease it. Try it." The
little boy did as he was told and Vincent tried to focus his energies as well. Together, the three 
of them concentrated on the task at hand.

Suddenly Father called out, "I see the head. Come on Catherine, we're almost there." She 
pushed hard again and he turned to Peter. "I delivered the last one, Peter, would you like to do
the honors this time?"

"Yes, I would. Thank you, Jacob."

Catherine fell back into Vincent's arms again. "You two, stop arguing and somebody just catch 
the baby please!"

Father laughed loudly. "Don't worry dear, we're ready."

Peter's hands guided the baby's head free as Catherine pushed again. Quickly, Vincent looked
up at them for some visible indication of the baby's appearance, but could discern nothing but 
their intense concentration.

"One more push Cathy," Peter instructed.

With every ounce of energy she had left, Catherine pushed again and screamed in pain as the 



baby slipped from her body into Peter's waiting hands. For several seconds, silence filled the 
room as everyone held their breath.

Catherine called weakly, "My baby. I want to see my baby."

Peter answered her plea, "Don't worry honey, everything's fine and you two have a beautiful 
daughter."

Catherine began to weep openly as tears trickled down Vincent's face. "A girl, Vincent, I told 
you it was a girl." She was laughing and crying at the same time. "I want to see her, I want to 
hold her."

Peter hurriedly cut the cord and placed the infant in the blanket Mary held waiting. Father 
looked at the child and smiled, "Beautiful, absolutely beautiful."

"Yes," Mary answered as she looked at the child. "Vincent, help Catherine sit up a little, 
please." He did so quickly and watched as Mary placed the squirming infant into its mother's 
anxious arms.

Catherine slowly lifted the blanket from the child's features and smiled through her tears. "She 
is beautiful, Vincent. Look at your daughter."

His tear-filled eyes focused on the bundle in her arms. What a miracle she was. The child's 
features were miniatures of her mother's. She had Catherine's darker soft hair, her eyes, nose,
and mouth, and that unique jawline. For a moment, he couldn't speak. "Oh Catherine. . ."

With the curiosity of all new mothers, Catherine examined her child carefully. Every feature 
was touched, each finger counted, and each toe thoroughly checked out. As a crowning 
gesture, she kissed its head and held it close.

Vincent cautiously reached over and took the baby's tiny hand in his. "She's so perfect and just
like you. She looks just like you, Catherine." His voice quivered slightly in his joy.

She looked at him lovingly. "Happy Valentine's Day, sweetheart."

He leaned over and kissed her parched lips. "Thank you, Catherine, she's the most precious 
gift. Our gift to each other. I love you, I love you both."

Then a small frightened voice brought them back to the moment. "Mommy?"

They turned to the small boy standing next to them. "Jake," Catherine said, "come over here 
and see your new sister." Vincent held him up so that he could see the baby's face. "What do 
you think honey, do you like her?"

Jacob's eyes grew wide with wonder and a smile crossed his face. A smile that was quickly 
turned into a big brotherly smirk.



"She's kind of wrinkled?" 

They all laughed and Vincent hugged his son.

Father had been watching his son's family making welcome the newest member, but there was
more work to be done. "Vincent, we still have some things to do, why don't you put Jacob back
to bed."

One look told Vincent what Father had in mind. He knew enough about childbirth to know that 
the afterbirth had to be dispelled and Catherine might require stitches. There was also the 
cleanup. Those were things Jacob didn't need to see.

"Yes Father, I agree."

Vincent encircled him in his arms and said, "It's time to say goodnight to your mother and 
sister."

Catherine voiced her agreement, "Yes, Jake, it's way past your bedtime." She balanced the 
baby then stroked Jacob's face with her free hand. "Thank you honey for wanting to welcome 
your sister into the family. It meant a lot to me to have you here. I love you baby, goodnight." 
She leaned forward and kissed his forehead. "Sweet dreams."

"Goodnight Mommy, love you."

Vincent lifted Jacob into his arms and then looked at Catherine. "I'll be right back." 

He leaned over and kissed her gently. Before getting to the door though, he stopped and 
looked back in her direction to get a parting glance at his wife and daughter.

After all their time together, Catherine could almost read his mind. "Don't worry. I won't nurse 
her until you get back. Now go!"

He smiled and released a long held sigh of relief then turned to go.

Jacob didn't resist being tucked in again. His eyelids were getting heavy and he had gotten 
awfully quiet. 

"Jacob, you should never disobey your mother and I. We only have your best interests at 
heart, but when you risked everything because you felt your mother needed you. Well, I don't 
think I could have been more proud of you."

Vincent stroked his son's golden hair. "You have a gift, Jacob. A very special bond that you 
share with your mother and I. You can sense her emotions, her needs. Son, it's a gift you have
to learn to use carefully and as you grow older, you'll understand that."

Jacob nodded slowly and his eyes began to close. "Yes, Daddy."



With one last kiss, Vincent left the chamber and headed back to the woman he loved and their 
newest child.

When he entered the chamber, he found her in a more upright position. She had changed 
gowns, washed up, and combed her hair. Even though the fatigue from their long day showed 
on her face, she seemed more alert and very happy.

Father and Peter had completed their tasks and Mary was bathing and dressing the baby. 
Peter patted her leg.

"She's a real heartbreaker, Cathy. Congratulations."

"Yes, my dear," Father added. "She's a real beauty, like her mother." He kissed the top of her 
head and they both excused themselves.

Vincent sat on the bed facing her. "How are you feeling now?"

"Tired but wonderful. Is Jake asleep?"

"Yes. He was almost asleep before we got there. He followed his instinct to protect you. He 
truly does share our bond."

They both heard the baby begin to cry loudly. Mary turned and walked toward them carrying 
the crying infant. "I'll bet she's ready for her first meal."

Catherine glanced down at her suddenly full and aching breasts. "So am I."

Mary waited for her to unbutton her gown and expose her breast and then handed the child to 
her mother. With one last look at the impatient infant Mary commented, "You two make 
beautiful babies."

Vincent blushed and Catherine beamed. "I think so too," she said looking at Vincent.

Mary kissed Catherine's cheek. "If you need me, I'll be close by, dear."

Catherine watched her head for the door. "Mary, thanks. Thanks for everything."

"I've loved every minute of it. Goodnight you two. . .excuse me, you three."

The infant was not to be ignored any longer and Catherine smiled at her daughter's 
impatience. With experienced hands, she cradled the baby with one hand and guided her 
breast into the child's mouth with the other. After a couple of attempts, the child caught onto 
her nipple and began to suck hungrily.

Vincent watched in renewed wonder and heard Catherine's contented sigh. Through their bond
he felt her sense of fulfillment. "Thank you, Catherine."



She looked up at him with contented love-filled eyes. "No, Vincent, thank you."

"I love you so ...," his voice broke with emotion.

"No more than I love you, sweetheart."

Their eyes held each other for a moment before fixing themselves on the newest product of 
their love. They watched the child satisfy her hunger at Catherine's breast and then look 
sleepily up at them both.

"Hi there, pretty one, I'm your Mom and this is your Dad," Catherine said softly to the infant. 
"We love you." Looking over at Vincent she asked, "Do you want to hold her?"

This time he was afraid of the tiny bundle clutched to Catherine's chest. He only felt an 
overpowering need to hold the helpless child in his arms. He reached for her and nestled her 
close to his chest as Catherine adjusted her gown and watched with joy.

"Catherine, she's incredible isn't she? I'm glad you talked me into taking another chance. I 
wouldn't have missed this experience for anything."

"I thought you'd feel that way. She is worth everything."

"Yes, everything."

As both the baby and her mother began to drift off to sleep, Vincent lowered the child into the 
handmade cradle Jacob had used. He slid it up to the bedside, pulled a chair up next to it, then
reached over and took Catherine's hand in his. He gently lowered his other hand into the 
cradle and soon the three of them slipped off into slumber.

*****

"This isn't so bad even though I was scared at first when they pulled me from Mommy. I was 
so afraid I'd never feel her warmth or hear her heart again."

"I had heard the voices before and their hands were gentle, but they weren't Mommy's. I heard
crying and laughing. I didn't know what to do. Then they cut my connection to her and I felt so 
alone. I needed her!"

"Some other woman took me then and wrapped me in something. She handed me to the 
woman who was crying. As soon as she took me into her arms, I knew it was Mommy. Her 
touch warmed me, her scent comforted me, and her skin was so soft. Then as she pressed me
close to her, I heard it. Her heart! Then I knew for sure she was here with me just like she 
promised. I tried to look at her but it was hard, I wasn't used to the light, but I could tell she 
was beautiful, very beautiful,"

"Then I heard his voice. That voice! That beautiful voice! It was my father. I knew it when he 



touched me. His hands were strong yet gentle. I couldn't see him clearly, but I could tell he 
was different. Different, but handsome. There were tears in his eyes, but he was smiling. 
There was such pride and love on his face. He really wanted me. He was so happy."

"Then I saw the little one. He wasn't so sure about me. He just looked at me with curious eyes.
But I felt so much love and warmth from them that I know he'll come around."

"Later after that woman took me again and washed me, I was taken back to Mommy. I felt this 
awful feeling in my stomach and I began to cry. She held me and then I felt this velvety 
softness touch my mouth. I didn't know what to do. I just knew it smelled like Mommy and 
Mommy takes care of me. I opened my mouth and felt it slip inside. Without knowing why, I 
began to suck at the softness. Then I tasted it. A sweetness beyond compare. It was a 
sweetness that eased the hunger and I wanted more so I took my fill."

"I felt sleepy afterward. It was then Mommy handed me to my father. His hands held me 
securely as our eyes met. Without words, I could feel his love wash over me. He would protect
me. I could feel it."

"This world really isn't so bad after all. I know that Mommy will feed me and love me and 
Daddy will protect me. Just like they promised. They are special."

*****

Vincent awoke to the sounds of their new daughter's hungry cries. Catherine rolled over slowly 
then pulled herself upright. 

"Good morning Vincent, I think our new offspring is ready for breakfast."

"So it seems." He reached into the crib and lifted her into his arms. "I think she's wet too."

"Get me a diaper and we'll both change her."

After the task had been completed, Catherine opened her gown and positioned the baby for 
her breakfast. "I still can't believe how pretty she is."

Vincent leaned over and gently ran his fingers down Catherine's breast and onto the child's 
head. She looked up at him with desire shining brightly in her eyes. "I can't wait to make love 
to you again."

"Neither can I, Catherine, but when the time comes, perhaps we should take some permanent 
birth control measure."

"What are you saying?"

"I was thinking about having a vasectomy."



"No, Vincent, not yet."

"Are you saying you want more children?"

"I don't know yet, but it's not a decision we should make right away. Please let's wait a few 
months."

"I was only thinking of you, but I'll do as you wish."

Their conversation led to the choice of a name and Vincent heartily agreed to Catherine's 
choice of a first name. 

"Catherine, you insisted that Jacob bear my name, now I insist that our daughter have yours as
her middle name."

"You're right, fair's fair. Okay then, we've agreed on her name?"

"Yes, agreed."

Just then Jacob came running into the chamber. As soon as he saw his mother nursing the 
baby, he stopped short in his tracks. Catherine looked up and smiled at him.

"Good morning Jake, did you sleep well?" He couldn't speak. His eyes were staring at what the
baby was doing to his mother. 

She sensed his confusion and decided it was time to address the issue. "Come over here Jake
and sit with us."

Slowly he walked over to the bed and continued to stare. "Jake, the baby's having her 
breakfast." Eyes full of questions looked up at her. She tried to explain as simply as she could. 
"You see, babies don't have teeth so they can't eat like we do, they have to drink milk."

Vincent felt he didn't quite grasp the idea. "You see, son, when mommies have babies, their 
bodies produce milk to feed them."

Catherine smiled, "Yes honey, she's drinking milk like you used to."

"I did that?"

"Yes, Jake, you did. Honey, it's the natural thing to do, okay?"

Jacob thought it over awhile then climbed up in bed with them. He watched closely as the 
infant tugged hungrily at his mother's breast. "That's why mommies are different?"

Catherine remembered that earlier conversation with her son. "Yes dear, that's why."

After the baby finished, they all huddled close and got to know the newest addition to their 



extraordinary family.

*****

Back above, Diana sat at her desk gulping down coffee before beginning her dreaded 
paperwork. The phone rang.

A few minutes later, she walked hurriedly down the hall towards Joe's office. She found him 
leaning over his desk staring in mock terror at the stack of files before him.

"Joe, I've got some good news."

"Cathy?"

"Yes. Just after midnight last night, she gave birth to a daughter."

"A little girl?"

"Yes."

He smiled a silly-looking grin. "A little Radcliffe. How is she? Is she all right?" Suddenly, 
another thought occurred to him. "Can we send flowers or something? Maybe we could go see
her."

Diana almost panicked. "No. It's too far and she'll be out of the hospital soon. Why don't you 
wait until she's back in New York. We could really do something special then. And yes, mother 
and daughter are doing fine."

"Yeah, we'll do something real special. I just hope she knows we're thinking about her."

"She knows, Joe, she knows.'

*****

Two weeks later, Catherine and Vincent were finishing dressing their children for the naming 
ceremony to be held for their daughter in Father's study.

"Doesn't she look beautiful in this gown, Vincent?"

He looked at Catherine in her beautiful dress holding the baby. Her hair was beautifully 
brushed and arranged, her make-up perfect, and her smile shone brilliantly. Their child was 
attired in the gown Jacob had worn for his induction into the community. Jacob was decked out
in his best with his unruly hair combed to perfection. Vincent surveyed the scene with fatherly 
pride.

"Are we ready?" Catherine asked.



"I believe so my dear, I believe so."

The tunnel community and other invited guests were packed into Father's study. Diana stood 
next to Peter, talking with Mary and Elliot talked quietly with Fiona. The gifts were stacked on 
the table, the food was all prepared, and everyone was waiting for the proud family to join 
them.

As if on cue, they walked in. Vincent carried Jacob firmly on his hip and Catherine held the 
baby tenderly in her arms and together they walked into the crowd.

Everyone gathered into a circle around the honorees and a hush fell over the crowd. Father 
stood by the gift-laden table and began the customary ritual.

Speaking clearly but emotionally, he began. "It has been said that the child is the meaning of 
this life. Today we celebrate the child, this new life that has been brought into our world. We 
welcome the child with love that she may be able to love. We welcome the child with gifts that 
she may learn generosity. And we welcome the child with a name on which I believe Vincent 
and Catherine have decided."

Vincent looked at Catherine and nodded his approval. She smiled and announced proudly, 
"We named our daughter Mary. Mary Catherine Chandler."

Everyone's eyes moved across the room to a very surprised woman standing near Peter. "Oh 
my!" 

The crowd cheered as Mary came forward to hug Catherine and the baby. Tears fell from her 
eyes as she kissed Catherine's cheek then hugged and kissed Vincent. 

"Oh my!" she said again as everyone laughed.

Soon the couple was surrounded by well-wishers bearing gifts and once again the secret 
community and its helpers welcomed a new life into their midst. And somewhere beyond sight 
and sound sat a very contented guardian smiling broadly at his very special charge.


