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- a series
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There is always one moment in childhood when the door ooens and lets the future in.
 -Graham Greene (The Power and the Glory)

Baby Vincent Part 1 - Talents

Vincent? Where’s Vincent? 
Jacob frowned and looked around his chamber. He couldn’t take his eyes off the baby for an instant! 
Wasn’t a man allowed to read a book for a few minutes without having to be constantly breaking 
concentration to see where Vincent was?
A series of taps sounded over the pipes, as if on cue, and Jacob frowned. Pascal must have made an 
error! It couldn’t possibly be an hour since he had sat down while little Vincent played happily with his 
teddy bear on the floor.
But Pascal never made an error, even when he was worried about his newborn, Pascal Jr. No, Jacob 
had to face the fact that he had let himself get buried in his book and had reneged on his duty. 
With a sigh, he put down his book, rose a little stiffly to his feet - another indication, if he needed one, 
that he had been sitting too long. He looked around at some the child’s usual hiding places but could 
see no tell-tale signs. He noticed that the boy’s teddy bear was also missing. Vincent never went 
anywhere without it, dragging it along with one arm as he crawled. 
Jacob became somewhat frantic. Surely the boy hadn’t got far (he hoped). He looked under the stairs, 
where a small body could easily fit, and behind the various piles of books stacked on old carpet, waiting 
to be sorted. Why were there so many, he asked himself, taken aback? Once he had let it be known 
that old books were welcome, a helper had brought a few boxes down - but so many? They seemed 
to be multiplying at night! He would have to get some help - and bookcases - to get them off the floor. 
They might topple on Vincent!
Well, Vincent was not hiding behind books! Too bad he was too young to help sort them, Jacob thought 
wryly.
Next, he picked up a candle and peered behind his wardrobe. The uneven chamber wall left a sizeable 
cave-like opening at floor level, that Vincent had already discovered. He really should find something to 
block it, but all there was in abundance was books and he didn’t want them behind his wardrobe! There 
were limits, even for him. Books were precious, even in their current untidy state. They must be made 
readily accessible, even while waiting for a bookshelf.
Sneezing at the dust he had disturbed, Jacob paused and tried to use logic in his search. 
Even at this tender age, Vincent seemed to delight in foiling adults - particularly himself, who was most 
often his babysitter. Not that he minded. The boy was quiet, happy, and always unusually absorbed 
in his surroundings. But unless he was give something to do, he refused to stay put on the carpet. 
And naturally, Jacob had not thought to give him anything. Ordinary books were not appropriate. But 
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Elizabeth had given him something ... now what was it? Jacob shook his head and decided it wasn’t 
important right now. Right now he had to find a crawling baby!
Jacob stood by his table, piled high with yet more books and leaned on a convenient mountain of them 
for support while he caught his breath. He took a good look around. He was sure he knew every nook 
and cranny, although there were less of them these days, thanks to those selfsame books. Why did his 
thoughts always gravitate to books!
Jacob coughed. Books were certainly taking over his chamber. No wonder he was obsessed with them. 
He realized that his personal space had become the tunnel community’s library, whatever his own ideas 
might have been. It was, after all, where he spent most of his days, and it was a largish chamber, with 
a resident librarian. He had not been too successful in organizing them. He was constantly getting 
distracted by a book he’d forgotten and wanted to read. 
Yes, distraction was definitely his problem. Now what was he doing? Oh, yes, the missing baby!
Looking around, there weren’t that many places a child the size of Vincent could hide. He was much 
larger than any book and Jacob had already searched all the big spaces. Unless his charge had found 
a new one. Unlikely - he hoped!
So obviously Vincent was hiding in plain sight. Where had the little dickens got to? There were oddments 
that might offer some hiding places.
Even though the tunnel community had not been long in their new quarters, far below the surface and 
well out of the reach of any intruders, they had managed to accumulate a motley collection of furniture 
and decorative items. They made the place more homey, but they also fascinated Vincent, who would 
examine them minutely, as if filing their particulars in his memory for future reference.
The child seemed to understand that some things were potentially dangerous, and was careful how 
he touched anything. He pushed gently and if the thing moved at all, he gave it some distance and 
regarded it quizzically. Jacob often found himself chuckling at the expression on Vincent’s face as 
he tried to make sense of his world. Someday, he would be able to ask questions and would expect 
answers - and on that day, Jacob was sure his life would change yet again.
Stop wool-gathering, Jacob berated himself. He looked around again, checking out each item in his 
chamber as a possible hiding place for an active baby - but one who couldn’t yet walk. Crawl, though, 
he certainly could - and quickly!
Jacob looked at the stairs that let out into the tunnel passage and hoped to god that the child had not 
managed to get up there! His eyes fell on an item beside them, waiting to be removed to the storage 
chamber. It was Vincent’s old cradle, a wicker basket-like thing that Vincent had loved, even as it 
became a little too small for his growing body.
Jacob nearly ran to it when he realized it was tilted on its side. He peered into it and there was the boy, 
happily crammed into it like a sardine, teddy and all.
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Vincent gazed back at him with a contented, almost smug look, and then his kitten face broke into a 
smile. His unruly corn silk hair framed his face like a halo.
Jacob chuckled. He righted the cradle and then reached into it, waiting until Vincent obligingly put up 
his arms so he could be carefully extracted with his bear.
The wicker basket didn’t let go without a fight, and Jacob had to kick it loose with one foot, while 
trying to balance on the other - and holding a heavy child. He managed it, but found himself toppling 
over backwards. Instinctively, he arched his back and tucked in his head, and drew the child to him 
protectively.
Luckily, there was no obstacle behind him and they both rolled onto the carpet. Jacob let them rock 
once before giving a big sigh of relief and sitting up.
The boy made chuckling noises in Jacob’s arms and then broke into something that almost sounded 
like words. 
“Thah ... Ftha ... Fa.”
Jacob swung around on the rug and sat the child down, then positioned himself opposite the boy.
Was Vincent trying to talk, even though he wasn’t even walking yet?
As he watched, Vincent dropped his teddy, turned over onto his front and tried to heave himself up onto 
his knees. He was unsteady, but he managed to push himself into a kind of crouch. He raised his head 
and regarded Jacob with a look that could only be described as cheeky.

Good lord, the baby was strong! No wonder he could disappear so quickly!
Less book reading and more action, Jacob ordered himself.
He reached over and picked up Vincent, holding the child so his feet touched the floor. Vincent’s legs 
took some weight, but weren’t quite strong enough to support him completely. Jacob planted a kiss on 
the boy’s forehead. He was rewarded with a chuckle and a kiss in turn.
“Fwa.”
What was the boy trying to say, Jacob wondered - then would have hit himself on the forehead if he 
hadn’t been holding Vincent. Of course, the boy had heard him addressed as “Father”!
Elizabeth had started it with that painting on her tunnel wall, and it had become an honorific among the 
other children too, who didn’t know what else to call him. Some of the adults had also started calling 
him that.
With John gone, he supposed they needed to think of someone as their leader, and he had been the 
logical choice. It had not been voted on, or even discussed.
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Jacob regarded Vincent with new eyes. Not only was he growing quickly, he would soon be talking! He 
was only seven months old!
There was no point in trying to set any standards for this child, Jacob realized, not for the first time. He 
would make his own and there was no way of knowing what was normal. They would all have to adjust 
as best they could. But adjustment was no longer enough - they would have to anticipate, or there 
would be danger. But there were sure to be wonderful moments too, as the boy came to understand 
his world. 
Jacob could hardly wait. Devin was doing well, an active child who joined the others in mischief. He had 
been a normal baby and everyone had helped look after him during those difficult months after Grace 
died. Now he hardly saw the boy during the day. He was always somewhere else, or in the schoolroom, 
or dormitory with all the others. Jacob didn’t want to disturb him and knew he was being watched 
carefully, as were all the children.
Vincent was giving him some of those lost months of a child’s babyhood back, Jacob reflected. He 
always felt better in this special child’s company. Although he loved Devin, there was always that 
reminder of Grace, and that was still painful. Although he regarded Devin as his son, he had never 
called him that. He didn’t want Devin to become proud or use the relationship to avoid censure for his 
mischief making. When he was older, it would be made plain, when he could understand and related 
better. Certainly boy resembled Grace far more than he.
This child, though, was an orphan, and therefore everyone’s child. Devin didn’t really need him - this 
child did.
They would have to ensure Vincent understood he was an important part of their community. In many 
ways, Vincent emphasized their founding principles - inclusion rather than exclusion - while keeping 
them safe from the world above, which didn’t want them.
Jacob played patty-cake with the child until Elizabeth arrived to take her turn with him. His chamber 
felt empty when they left. He had enjoyed his babysitting today, far more than usual. Vincent had now 
acquired something of a personality. He was no longer a baby. He was fast becoming an individual with 
his own character and ways of interacting with his world.
Jacob realized he wanted to have a bigger role in Vincent’s life. He would have to find some more ways 
to amuse the child. There must be children’s books around in one of these piles.
Motivated now, Jacob looked through the uneven stacks and caught a glimpse of a patterned gold 
spine. He managed to extract it without tipping over its mates, and found himself looking at a Little 
Golden Book - “The Saggy Baggy Elephant.”
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Smiling, Jacob sat down and read the book cover to cover. There was even a lion in it! The copyright 
was 1947. 
Satisfied that he now had something with which to amuse Vincent, Jacob put the book on his table, and 
then found what Elizabeth had given him, a small ball with fur on one side and a cheeky face on the 
other. That seemed to amuse Vincent! 
Jacob sat down and tried to return to his interrupted reading. Unfortunately, he kept losing the thread. 
He finally gave up.
Jacob decided he needed to think more - and do more - and read less. He began to plan out some 
amusements for Vincent. He would ask their scavengers to look out for more toys and books. Peter 
could give them some ideas.
He was still musing when the signal sounded for lunch. For the first time in a long while, Jacob found 
himself actually eager to be with his fellow tunnel dwellers. Vincent had given him a new challenge - 
one that he felt sure he would enjoy meeting.

END

Baby Vincent Part 2 - Talk

Jacob sat on the floor with baby Vincent. He lifted up the child under the armpits and stood him up 
between his outstretched legs. The boy was heavy but he was certainly able to take his own weight 
now. It seemed like only a week ago, he could only manoeuvre into a kind of crouch on his knees! But 
it was almost a month, Jacob realized. They boy was eight months old now.
Jacob revised his estimate again. Soon Vincent would be trying to stagger around the room. He must 
find some kind of barrier to prevent his charge from getting into the tunnels. If his favourite cradle 
hadn’t been near the entrance, the last time his minder had been distracted, Vincent would have been 
approaching the Whispering Gallery on hands and knees. Jacob shuddered at the thought.
As soon as Elizabeth came to take over the care duties, he would see what they had to barricade 
the doorway. Even cot rails would be better than nothing. They would have to find a way to secure 
something there.
Vincent shook him out of his reverie. The boy wriggled in his arms and Jacob let him sit down again. 
He leaned over to plant a kiss on the baby’s forehead and got another delighted chuckle in response. 
Vincent was very affectionate and loved to be held and kissed.
He also seemed unusually aware of the emotional atmosphere in a group. But then, there was so much 
going on these days.
Every day brought a new challenge and sometimes there were minor arguments. Vincent was usually 
present, since one of his minders was always there. The child shrank from loud voices and whimpered, 
so they tried not to let any disagreements get to that stage. He was a modifying factor - and Jacob was 
very grateful for that, on occasion.
They all remembered those terrible first days after Anna had found him. No one wanted to hear that 
noise again, a pitiful wail like a lost puppy. Thankfully, after they had at last discovered how to comfort 
him - it turned out that one of the rags that had wrapped him was what he had needed - he had then 
taken formula too.
Vincent had seldom cried again - well, except when John was in the room. Jacob shuddered, preferring 
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not to think about what that had implied. That was all in the past.
But Vincent could not abide scissors  - and he shrieked if anyone tried to cut his hair. It made no sense 
to Jacob, but he wondered if John was responsible for that too, in some way. Anna had not told them 
much, obviously out of fear, and John had taken all his journals and notes with him after her death, 
when he was exiled from their community.
Now Vincent had gone still, and was gazing up at him with big eyes. Jacob gathered him up and carried 
him to the table, then sat the child on his lap. The boy looked over the table with great interest, and 
reached out a hand to touch the nearest book. He never grabbed for anything, just touched and stroked 
whatever caught his attention.
Vincent was very well-coordinated for a child of his age - which Jacob realized was now around eight 
months.
The time had flown by. Every day rushed by; they were so busy doing this and that. Jacob himself 
hardly noticed the weeks, much less the days. He kept a calendar handy, but often forgot to cross off the 
days. It really didn’t matter, since they didn’t keep to the schedule of the world above. However, Pascal 
always knew the day and date and kept a record of the important messages over the pipe system. He 
announced the day every morning, but the truth was that Jacob barely registered even that reminder.
“Thah ... Ftha ... Fa.”
Jacob looked down at his charge. Vincent’s face was screwed up in concentration and he was moving 
his mouth, as if trying to shape words. Jacob listened and watched. He had done this before. He had 
picked up the honorific from listening to others. There were not many couples in their community and 
therefore not many fathers either.
The child’s mouth, with its cat-like upper lip, was of some concern. Would he be able to talk normally? 
Also he had long canines, and Jacob thought he heard a bit of a lisp on occasion. Well, only time would 
tell.
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In the meantime, he didn’t mind being called father by his little charge. In fact it gave him a warm feeling.
“Fad ..er.” Vincent said softly, as if he knew his minder was wool-gathering again.
Jacob hugged the child to him and was rewarded with a snuggle that gave him such a feeling of 
contentment, that he wondered if he was picking up some of Vincent’s emotions. It was a fact that 
Vincent had this effect on all of them. He was demonstrative and never failed to show his happiness 
when held.



There was something else this time, though. Jacob stilled himself, holding his breath. Was it possible? 
Yes, there was no doubt now! The baby was vibrating slightly from his chest area. Although he hesitated 
to say it, even to himself, it could be only one thing, Jacob realized. Vincent was purring.
The sensation was delightful and he hugged the child a little tighter, which seemed to signal Vincent to 
ratchet it up a little further.
Jacob allowed this to continue for a few minutes and then reluctantly separated himself from the boy, 
who immediately turned his attention to the buttons on the patriarch’s vest.
Should he tell the others about this? Jacob hated to point out the differences of this special child. 
They were obvious enough, but as long as none of them were dangerous, there was really no need to 
mention them. No, he would say nothing.
Chances were it wasn’t something Vincent would do for everyone anyhow. Jacob himself was almost 
the only adult who indulged himself in hugging Vincent regularly. His other babysitters were always 
doing something while keeping an eye on him - Elizabeth painting, Mary knitting. Of course, they gave 
him love too, and hugs, but not regularly. He himself was often reading - but he did play with Vincent 
quite a bit. It got him out of his chair - and the baby was always happy when he did so.
After John was told to leave, his madness and obsession with Vincent obvious to everyone, Jacob had 
taken on the responsibility of caring for the child. He had needed demonstrations of love and would not 
allow Jacob to leave the room for some weeks. So a cloth papoose carrier had been made and Jacob 
and little Vincent were a common sight. Of course, Jacob was not permitted to do any hard labour, so 
he had become Vincent’s father in all but name.
Now, luckily, Vincent was friendly with just about everyone and didn’t mind other people caring for him. 
But he still preferred Jacob’s company to anyone else’s. He supposed he had somehow been imprinted 
on the baby’s mind, perhaps as the person who had rescued him from whatever John had been doing.
Jacob let that train of thought go. He was minding Vincent, but he often had work to do. The paperwork 
had fallen to him, since everyone else was involved in other things. How could he get on with it and be 
sure that Vincent wouldn’t wander off again while he was distracted? He gazed around the chamber. 
Ah, yes, that might do the trick.
Jacob lifted Vincent off his lap and carried him to where a small chair sat on the carpet. It had been 
found above and cleaned up by himself yesterday. Sometimes even he needed to do something other 
than read!
He sat Vincent in it, a somewhat tight fit, but that was good. He then brought his own chair around to 
face Vincent. Then he gave Vincent the book about the elephant. That might keep him amused for a 
few minutes while Jacob finished the book he was reading. Then they could read the children’s book 
together.
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Jacob picked up his book, a detailed treatise on big cats, and continued his reading. He wasn’t sure 
he would find any answers in the book, but he felt he should know all he could, just in case there were 
physical anomalies in Vincent that were related to that animal he most resembled. He wanted to be 
ready.
He glanced over at Vincent, and indeed the boy was regarding the illustrations with intense concentration, 
carefully turning the pages. He WAS well-coordinated, even with his tough and somewhat sharp little 
fingernails. Vincent looked up at him and smiled. 
Perhaps he just liked to mimic his father, Jacob speculated. He must try to find some task that he could 
share with Vincent. The boy’s motor skills were improving almost daily. He seemed more intelligent than 
any normal child of his age. 
Jacob sighed. Well there, he had used that word in comparison again. Well, Vincent was not normal in 
the sense the world above thought of people, but he certainly was unique and special - and advanced. 
Jacob realized he would have to change his thought patterns. He suspected that Vincent, as he had 
already proven, would set his own limits and probably give his adopted father a lot of grey hairs.
Well, so be it. He would have to adjust and let Vincent have as much freedom as he could safely be 
given. His life would be restrictive enough and likely confined to their world. 
That need not be a hardship though, Jacob mused. He himself never went above. Neither did old 
Pascal. He hoped this special son of his would understand this logic once he stared walking and talking. 
He would have to be taught to be cautious.
He had no idea how he would do that, but he supposed repetition was the usual method. He didn’t want 
anything horrible to befall the boy and have him learn the hard way. So if arguments didn’t work, what 
would? He didn’t want to have to frighten the boy, but that might be the only way to make an impression 
on him. He knew from his own childhood that instilling fear worked better than any other admonishment.
Looking at the child now, Jacob hoped that none of his scenarios would be necessary. If he was 
as intelligent as he seemed, perhaps no dire methods would be needed. But boys will be boys, he 
reminded himself. They were always more active, more mischievous, more curious than girls. This one 
might be stronger than the norm too, or have other talents he could not guess at - and which no book 
could prepare him for.
Jacob sighed. He must have a talk with Peter. They would have to devise a strategy for Vincent.
Jacob returned to his book. He suspected books would be of no help. Well, he would have to discover 
what he could by observation. Once Vincent could talk, there would be more revelations, no doubt. 
Jacob could hardly wait!

END

Baby Vincent Part 3 - Plans

At nine months, Vincent was standing, staggering about the chamber and talking in a combination of 
babble and recognizable words. 
He was still curious about his surroundings and hadn’t made any attempt to leave the chamber, but 
Jacob had put an old crib rail across the entrance anyway. In another month, the boy would probably 
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be able to pull it down, so Jacob didn’t try to create anything permanent. He held the rail in place with 
some very heavy volumes topped with a small brass hand bell. If the pile was disturbed, it would fall 
and alert him. It was all he could think of, and whether Vincent realized the booby trap or not, he had 
not tried to escape while his minder was distracted.
Jacob decided he had better put his plan into action and get Peter involved. He was a pediatrician, after 
all.
He rose and tapped a message to Pascal, asking him to find someone to take a message to Peter. He 
scribbled out a note and when Devin arrived, he gave the boy directions and signed as he ran off at top 
speed - before Jacob could admonish him to be careful.
Devin must had done his job well, because Peter arrived in time for lunch, it being a Saturday. They ate 
companionably together on a cleared space on Jacob’s table and exchanged news. Vincent was sitting 
in his little chair, although it was definitely a tight fit. He was carefully eating stew from a bowl. Each time 
he opened his mouth, his canines showed, now quite prominently.
Peter turned to look at the boy when they were both finished and regarded him speculatively.
Jacob rose and moved the child into a child’s rattan loveseat they had found and repaired. It was large 
enough that Vincent could curl up on it with his favourite book or toy. He seemed to love it. Mary had 
made him a covering and cushions for it.
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“He seems quite unlike any child of his age I have ever seen,” Peter commented at last.
“So I assume,” Jacob remarked. “In fact, that’s why I wanted to talk to you. I need your advice, as 
Vincent’s principal minder.”
Peter turned to look at his friend.
“I’m not sure I can tell you much,” he remarked. “This is new country for me too.”
“It’s not about his physical or mental capabilities,” Jacob explained, “Those will be come evident in 
time, as they have been doing. I need your help in dealing with the usual childhood ..um .. challenges. 
Discipline and punishment, praise, prohibitions ... those kinds of things. Vincent may present unusual 
resistance - or not - but I want to be prepared.”
“I’m not sure I understand, Jacob,” Peter confessed.



Jacob looked at the boy and tried to get his thoughts in order.
“Vincent cannot be seen by anyone from above,” he began. “His life may be very restricted as a result, 
and boys in particular like to be active, to explore, to experience ... if he’s anything like other children.”
“So, you want to know how to impress this necessity on him, is that it?”
“Yes. I don’t foresee a lot of problems in making him understand why he must stay below. After all, I 
haven’t been above myself since I came here.”
“But Jacob, you could go above, even if you choose not to. That’s very different thing to being unable 
to - or forbidden to.”
Jacob mused that over and conceded the point to Peter, nodding.
“So how can I impress on him the importance? Do I frighten him with the worst of your world? I can’t 
risk letting him find out the hard way.”
Peter knew that Jacob had already distanced himself from the world he had left. But his reasons were 
not ones that a boy would understand, at least for some years. He sighed to himself and wondered 
how to answer diplomatically. He did not want to see Vincent traumatized by a world that wouldn’t 
understand him. That world could offer him a great deal, even if it was mostly second-hand. He looked 
at Jacob.
“I take it that you’ll be giving him all the usual schooling?” Peter asked, quietly.
“Of course. Education is important. I’ve already started with Devin and some of the others. Vincent will 
have to study as well.”
“Then, I think that’s your answer, Jacob. Just teach him as you would any other child and let him 
ask the questions that will arise. No one will be able to prevent themselves from being aware of his 
differences, and Vincent himself will probably be aware of it from reactions ... in time. Let him come to 
that awareness naturally. Don’t try to scare him or prohibit him, unless he seems unable to understand 
simple logic. Frankly, I suspect he’ll be intelligent, perhaps more so than average, if his current progress 
is any indication.”
Jacob frowned a little. Easy for Peter to say, he thought to himself. He was not going to have to deal 
with a teenager.
Peter smiled, guessing Jacob’s thoughts. 
“Look,” he elaborated. “If you try to frighten the boy, you’ll have to deal with the repercussions of that 
when he’s an adult. He may not be as useful to you because you’ve made him into a nervous Nellie. 
Let him explore your world and come to love it - and respect its dangers and beauties. That’s what will 
keep him - and all the children - safe.”
Jacob opened his mouth to reply and then closed it again. He understood the logic - but this was 
Vincent they were discussing.
Peter pressed home his argument.
“You don’t prevent Devin from exploring, do you? And he’s your son. Vincent will benefit from having 
friends and being able to play with them, fall down, hurt himself, be teased, or even excluded occasionally. 
This is a natural part of growing up. Don’t stifle him.”
“And if he wants to go above?”
“Tell him the truth - that people in my world would be frightened of him, that they will try to hurt him 
because they won’t understand. You know he’ll try to go anyway - so you’ll have to make it clear that 
the daytime is the very worst time. He could probably hide well enough in the Park at night. But don’t 
even suggest that.
“Tell him he can never go anywhere alone. None of them should, Jacob. You never know who may 
invade the perimeter of your world here. Teach them to be aware, to listen and watch very carefully. 
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Their safety depends on them being always alert. Your world also has its own unique dangers, which 
can be no less fatal.”
“You’re right of course, Peter. We have not really explored far beyond these few chambers. We have 
given some safety training to the children, and keep them busy with classes and chores, but they do 
have free time. I’ll have to think of a way to instil a sense of danger in them all.”
“Make it into a kind of game, Jacob. Turn them into teams and teach them the basics of exploration - 
marking hazards, mapmaking, danger signs, special alerts, chalk marks on walls - whatever you think 
will get results. And include Vincent in this.
“Vincent will be accepted by all, not just as someone special. He must learn to understand his strength 
and use it wisely. Don’t coddle him. You want a man, not a freak.”
“Peter, Vincent is not a freak!”
Jacob looked over at Vincent, happily ensconced on the chair with his teddy and a book. He looked 
up at Jacob with a smile and then turned his attention to the book. He couldn’t read, of course, but he 
seemed to enjoy the pictures and he turned the pages very carefully. His nails were sharp and hard, not 
quite claws, but certainly different to anyone else’s.
Peter waited until Jacob gave him his attention again.
“Jacob, you have to face facts. Being called a freak will be the least of the insults directed at him during 
his life. You can’t protect him from everything - and you shouldn’t. He isn’t a monster, just different - but 
those differences will set him apart. It can’t be avoided. He must learn to be self-aware, to accept what 
he is and even have pride in it. He may have special abilities we can’t know about until he’s older.
“If those nails are any indication, he could be a fine guardian of this community - but that should not be 
his primary role. He must understand the difference between violence for its own sake and necessary 
protection of your world.
“I don’t want him to be our protector, Peter. We have sentries for that and I will ensure we continue to 
have them.”
“Certainly, Jacob - but there will be times when Vincent’s strength will become essential. Don’t try to 
keep him from using it, but do make him understand it must only be in dire emergencies. And there’s 
another consideration. We know he’s somewhat empathic. How will he react to real fear among you?”
“I don’t know, Peter. We’re very isolated here. We’re so far below the surface and our only exits are the 
Park, your house, and another to a the basement of a helper with a junk store. He lets us store some of 
our items there and we have a secret entrance. We stay away from the streets except to forage - and 
that always at night.”
“Other exits will become necessary, Jacob. Your community will grow. You have to be prepared for 
some members who will not understand Vincent. It’s inevitable.
“Right now, he’s a cute child and very loving. Everyone loves him. But when he grows into his full 
height, whatever that may be, he’ll be daunting. He’s going to be large, Jacob. Look at his feet! He’s 
already almost twice the weight of a child of his age.”
Peter looked down to see Vincent standing beside him, smiling. His canines showed, but his face was 
angelic. Why had the boy come to him, he asked himself. He picked up the boy, who was indeed quite 
heavy, and sat him on his knee. How much did the child understand? Had he realized they were talking 
about him? How self-aware was he?
Vincent was fairly advanced, Jacob mused. The child had been very easy to potty train. He still wore a 
diaper, just in case, but he was able to let his minders know when he needed the potty. He hated being 
wet, so if the minder was busy and didn’t get Vincent to the device in time, the child wailed. Well, he 
supposed no child liked being wet and smelly, but with Vincent it was almost an obsession. He was 
quite vocal about it. 
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“Jacob, I think it’s time I gave Vincent some tests - the kind given any child. They test eyesight, dexterity, 
comprehension, using everyday items. They’ll help you understand his capabilities and give you insights 
into his character.”
Peter paused for a moment, his face thoughtful.
“In fact, I think you need these tests for all the children. The ones I’m thinking about are all simple, 
almost a game. I’m sure you can make them with what you have here.”
Thank you, Peter. That would be helpful.”
“Then I’ll talk to Mary. I’ll make up a list for her and tell her how to make the tests. Then you can use 
them as needed. But let’s not use them until Vincent is talking, Jacob. We need to know how much he 
understands.”
“Fine. Now I think we’ve done enough talking, Peter. I’ll take Vincent to Mary, and you can talk to her. 
Then we can have a game of chess.”
“Still haven’t given up trying to beat me, eh Jacob.”
“Never, Peter.” He lifted the boy off Peter’s lap, took his hand, and they left, Peter chuckling quietly.
Peter told Mary his plan and she offered to pick up the list from him when it was ready. She suggested 
some ideas, which Peter approved. She was currently in charge of their sewing room, and was sure 
she could find anything needed.
Peter said he would send a message when the list was ready, then left with Jacob to play chess.
Perhaps because Peter was distracted by the thought of the tests, Jacob managed to bring the game 
to a draw. 
Peter sighed. “Well at least you can’t say I beat you,” he commented.
“It was a good game,” Jacob agreed. “I must remember to distract you with challenges more often.”
“No lack of those,” Peter remarked. “But you know I can still beat you.”
“I live in hope,” Jacob retorted and then became serious. “We all do.”
“Yes, and your most unusual resident will understand that, I’m sure.”
“I hope so,” Jacob said.

END

Baby Vincent Part 4 - Games of Life

As it turned out, Devin had solved some of the problems Jacob had identified with Vincent. There were 
times when the patriarch couldn’t look after the boy because of other duties, and it had become obvious 
that Devin had become very fond of him. 
Jacob was a little surprised, given their age difference. But Vincent was advanced for his age, now 11 
months, and Devin seemed to love the child for himself - or maybe because he was what he was. Devin 
never complained about minding Vincent for a time (although never far from an adult). A definite bond 
of friendship had grown between the two boys.
Devin also instinctively understood that Vincent must not be allowed to wander on his own, so stayed 
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with the child and took him along on various simple duties, such as helping to load donated dried and 
canned goods into their storage room.
Vincent was walking around now, and Mary had made him a pair of moccasins. The boy was soft-
footed, had good balance, and seldom fell. He was quickly losing his baby fat and becoming strong.
The next step, Jacob realized, was to give him a room of his own. Devin really needed one too, since he 
was so active that he was often a disruption in the dormitory. Yes, putting Devin in with Vincent would 
encourage his son to look after the younger one, which neither would mind. That would free Mary from 
two worries at once.
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There was a storeroom that could be enlarged, just beside his own chamber, and the two chambers 
could share a small bathing pool in between. That pool was also used by the children in the dormitory, 
overseen by Mary, but they were already carving out one more conveniently located.
Having the boys next door meant he would be able to monitor what was going on in that chamber as 
well, to some degree. Sound travelled in the stone tunnels, so Devin would not be able to have the 
freedom he might suppose. His son was an active explorer. Vincent had become one in his more limited 
way, and his curiosity was boundless, a sign that he might be a considerable asset when he grew older.
There were never enough people to do scouting - and Vincent seemed to have no fear of the dark. In 
fact, he seemed to see much better in it than himself, Jacob mused. The child never fell over anything 
now that he could walk properly, not even at night when most of the candles were unlit as a economy 
measure. No doubt another of his “differences”.
Vincent’s bed in the dormitory was long side against the wall. He seemed to need that security and 
refused to have it any other way. Stubbornness had also become evident, Jacob reflected with a sigh. 
And the boy liked cushions, lots of them. His bed was his refuge and where he spent hours gazing at 
books, even though he couldn’t yet read. He liked to cuddle into a kind of nest. They would have to 
make a nook in the new chamber for a large bed, since the two boys would share it.
Jacob looked across his table at Vincent, currently reading in his new favourite place, a child-sized 
rattan loveseat restored by Winslow Sr. Mary had covered it and made two large cushions for Vincent. 
Jacob had managed to remove the old wicker cradle at last, confident that Vincent wouldn’t try to 
squeeze himself in there again - and it might be useful for another child.
Peter was to come below today, a Sunday, and give the tests he and Mary had devised for Vincent. 
Mary had refused to tell him what she had made, at the doctor’s request, with the probably valid reason 



that he would argue about them. Well, no matter. He would see soon enough.
Jacob was looking forward to the process, just to find out what the tests would reveal.

When Peter entered the library, Mary was with him and Jacob realized this session was of interest to 
more than himself. Peter carried a small bundle of lumpy cloth squares.
“Ready?” Peter asked unnecessarily.
Vincent looked up from his nest in the chair and immediately clambered down and ran to Peter.
“Unka Peter.”
Peter laughed and stooped down to talk to the boy.
“Would you like to play some games, Vincent?”
Vincent nodded. He never said no to anything new.
“Well then, we might as well get started.”
They placed Vincent on a cut down bar stool at Jacob’s table, and Peter sat down next to him. Mary and 
Jacob sat across from the two.
Peter placed the first square in front of Vincent. It had two crocheted flowers. Vincent touched them 
reverently, fingering their little petals, and his mouth curled up in a smile. He looked at Peter.
“Fwowers. Pwitty.”
“That’s right - flowers. Can you say that Vincent? 
“Fff rr.. l l l owerzz.. Flouwerzzzzz.”
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Jacob watched the boy’s mouth. He was having a little trouble with pronunciation - a not uncommon 
problem with small children and their soft palettes, he reminded himself. However, Vincent he seemed 
to be able to create the correct sound if he concentrated. 
Mary clapped her hands. “Very good Vincent!”
The boy beamed at her.
Peter, however, gave her a stern look, a warning she couldn’t misunderstand. She flushed and looked 
down at her hands.
Vincent regarded Mary, obviously puzzled, then back at Peter. Jacob almost laughed at the boy’s 
expression. Adults were doing things he didn’t understand - again.
“Now the next one,” Peter announced, and removed the first square to replace it with another.
Two small hearts gazed up a the child. He fingered them, and then investigated them. He pulled at one 



and it came off with a tearing sound, leaving a small black dot behind. For a moment, the child’s face 
looked guilty, but then he turned it over and found a matching dot on the underside of the heart. He felt 
it and then the one on the “page”. He carefully replaced the heart and pulled up the other. He laughed 
at the ripping sound, his canines showing.
Velcro! Jacob realized, as he stifled a chuckle. He supposed none of Vincent’s clothing had it, but it was 
certainly used in some of the infant wear they had, it being better than buttons or zippers.
Vincent replaced the heart, then looked at Peter for instruction.
Peter turned over the page, to show some printed three-dimensional shapes. Vincent regarded them 
and touched them experimentally. Then he picked up the page and rotated it, to look at the shapes. He 
had been getting some instruction, but Jacob wondered if he would remember his brief introduction to 
geometric objects.
Peter waited until Vincent put the page down, then pointed to the cube.
“What is this, Vincent?”
“Wed,” the boy replied, definitively.
Peter tried not to laugh, and nodded.
“Yes, it IS red, Vincent. Can you tell me what shape it is?”
Vincent’s brow furrowed a bit, and then he replied. “Box.”
“That’s also correct, Vincent,” Peter told him, reflecting that the boy was a lot more intelligent than he 
had expected. Of course he would describe items the simplest way - the way that made sense to him. 
After all, no hints had been given. Did he know this shape? Peter had no idea, but decided to tell him.
“It’s a cube, Vincent. “
“Koob,” Vincent mimicked.
Peter then pointed to the yellow shape and asked Vincent what it was.
The boy looked a bit puzzled but turned the page around and then looked up a Peter.
“Bwidge?”
Peter nodded. “That’s one name for it,” he conceded. Do you know what else it’s called?”
Vincent shook his head.
“It’s an arch. If a bridge was high above you, it would look like an arch.”
The boy thought about that.
“Awrch,” he said at last. 
They continued with the other shapes, which Vincent identified as a brick, a cushion and a tent.
Peter could not call the definitions incorrect, but did tell Vincent they also had formal name - rectangle, 
cylinder and pyramid.
Vincent pronounced them carefully, and Peter smiled at him.
And so they advanced through pages with a zipper, buttons, coloured plastic gems, safety pins, linked 
rings, interwoven strips and a set of items related to Christmas.
Vincent did not into rush any of them and eventually discovered their purpose, with sometimes a hint or 
two from Peter. The boy was very literal, Jacob realized. Perhaps all very young children were, having 
had little experience with deception.
They were now nearing the end. Peter placed the penultimate page in front of Vincent, one with only a 
small round mirror on it. Vincent tilted it and made a noise like a gasp. He picked up the page and held 
it up in front of his face. His eyes became very large. 
Jacob wasn’t sure what the boy thought, but he seemed unsure. There were not many mirrors in the 
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community and all were at adult height and in private chambers. They seldom found any that could be 
used, except in pieces. This one, he guessed, had come from a makeup compact or something small. 
Vincent couldn’t see his entire face at once and had to move it around.
“Vincent,” the boy said, forming his name carefully, but with a slight lisp. He looked at Peter. If he had 
noticed any differences between his uncle and himself, they went unremarked. Perhaps that was as 
well, Jacob reflected. Let him enjoy a little more time without being self-conscious.
The reverse of the last page made Vincent smile. He recognized it from a gingerbread man, similar to 
those made for the children by William, in honour of a kind of joint birthday celebration.
“Cookie!” Vincent exclaimed smiling broadly and showing his canines. He tried to lift it off the page, and 
discovered velcro again, but smelled it and realized it wasn’t real. His face fell. He carefully placed the 
plastic replica back in place.
Peter turned over the back cover and showed Vincent a selection of glued on fabric leaves.
Vincent looked at them crowded on the page and giggled. Autumn was underway in the Park, and 
Devin had been bringing home bright leaves for Vincent. 
“Leafs,” Vincent crowed, but immediately his expression became puzzled. Jacob guessed the leaves 
didn’t feel right. Nevertheless, Vincent carefully lifted the edge of each one and found more underneath. 
“Very good, Vincent,” Peter told him. “Leaves. But these ones aren’t real.”
Vincent stroked them and smiled. “Pwitty.”
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There was silence for long moments, the tests now done. Vincent waited patiently, looking at one adult 
and then another.
Mary recovered first, recognizing that Vincent would not remain still for much longer. She suggested 
she take Vincent to see William and get him a cookie for being such a good boy. Vincent crowed happily 
and almost fell off the chair. Peter grabbed him to prevent an accident, grunting at the boy’s weight as 
he put him down.
Mary and Vincent left the room and Peter and Jacob sat in silence for a few moments more.
“Well?” Jacob asked, impatiently.
“Well what?” Peter asked in return. “Jacob, you were watching Vincent. I’m sure you agree that he’s 
very observant and very intelligent.”
“Is that a good thing, though, Peter?”
“Why shouldn’t it be?”
“Because he will be spending his life here underground. The tests didn’t challenge him in anything he 



wouldn’t see here, but he will be challenged as he gets older - from things he hears about, or reads 
books.”
“As I said before, Jacob, you won’t be able to keep that boy locked up. He will have to know what’s 
above, even if he can never see it. He has to be educated and I think he’ll be a good pupil. He’s curious.
“He’ll also have to make mistakes, get into scrapes and perhaps even do things that will give you grey 
hairs - alone or with others. But I think it’s very likely he will do those things with full understanding of 
the consequences. That’s important. 
“I don’t think you want a child with sub-normal intelligence, Jacob. You want someone you can teach 
and talk to as he grows.”
Jacob was silent for a while, thinking deeply. Then he brightened.
“I’ll have to teach him chess,” he remarked with a smile at Peter.
Peter laughed. “My friend, this boy is likely to be able to out manoeuvre you before he reaches his 
teens - and not just in chess.”
Jacob put on an injured expression, but it was quickly replaced with good humour. He chuckled.
“As long as he doesn’t try to strong arm me, I think we’ll get along fine.”
“Ah, now you bring up a different matter, Jacob. Vincent will undoubtedly be both larger and stronger 
than most of you. He will need to be aware of that - to temper his temper. 
“He did very well with these tests, but they were small frustrations compared to what he might have to 
deal with in the community. His nails are likely to be weapons, even unintentionally. So he will have to 
learn to control his anger.”
“He’s very even-tempered,” Jacob remarked. “I have seldom seen him angry, and neither has Mary. He 
seems more than willing to let others be prima donnas. He only gets upset when he sees others being 
victimized. I heard him give a kind of roar once, when Mitch pushed Devin onto the ground.”
“Ah, Mitch,” Peter commented. That boy seemed to be at the bottom of every mischief in the community. 
He knew Jacob had patched up some of the resulting injuries. 
Jacob sighed. Mitch was a problem child, but his father, a helper and plumber, had asked for their 
help. He had been of great assistance in understanding the underground pipe system they used and 
depended on for so much. He had even found city plans of some of it. They owed him more than 
gratitude. He worked long hours and worried about Mitch being left alone, so had arranged for the boy 
to join them occasionally. However, the boy resented being forced to remain below ground, obviously 
feeling he was adult enough to be trusted on his own. So far, he had not refused his father’s wishes, but 
he seemed to delight in throwing his weight around, sometimes literally. He had almost bowled Peter 
over once, violating one of the important tunnel rules about running. Nor had he apologized before 
running off again.
Peter continued.
“There aren’t many people here yet, Jacob, and all of them know Vincent. The challenge may come 
when new people join you. You’ll have to devise a way of introducing him. Vincent will have to accept 
that strangers may be frightened of him. He won’t like it, but he must not take offence.”
“He already understands that, Peter. He has a degree of empathy which seems to tell him who to avoid, 
and when. I think he notices what we do not, or have forgotten in our modern world, like subtle body 
odours. His senses, especially hearing and sight, seem to be better too.”
“And don’t eliminate the jealousy factor, Jacob. Some may resent that Vincent is the centre of your 
community.”
Jacob looked at Peter, surprised. “Is he?” he asked, then realized this was indeed true. 
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“I hadn’t considered him that way, but I suppose he is. He’s given us all someone to love, someone who 
needs us, who will always need us, an unusual challenge, an unknown that isn’t life-threatening. We 
don’t discuss him, but we have accepted him as part of our every day reality here.
“Vincent’s life will always depend on this place, and his safety is in our hands. That has given us all a 
sense of community, perhaps more than we might have otherwise had.”
“And that, Jacob, is why you will succeed over other closed communities. You have a reason, beyond 
exile from the world above, a world that has not accepted any of you for what you are. You are a true 
family, caring about each other, accepting of differences. And you have another purpose, a reason 
for being grateful in Vincent. Vincent’s a treasure, and he’ll replay your love a hundredfold, I think. 
He’ll understand your intent here, perhaps too well. It might become an obsession for him, give him a 
subconscious need to reinforce it.”
Jabob sighed. “He’s an adorable child, but his life will not be easy.”
Peter patted his friend’s hand. “Jacob, no one’s life is easy - as you know only too well. Only the insane 
live remotely - inside padded walls.
“Now, I must leave. I have a charity fundraiser to attend tonight.”
“Thanks, Peter. You’ve given me plenty to think about.”
“Just don’t over think it, Jacob. Let the boy live. He’ll be better for it. He’ll make his accommodation, as 
we all must.”
He rose and with a final pat on his friend’s shoulder, left to return above. Both men found themselves 
wishing that Vincent could experience more of the marvels of the world above ground than seemed 
likely - but neither could think of a way for that to occur. Jacob looked around his study and smiled. 
Books! They would be a comfort to a curious mind. He must start to teaching the boy to read as soon 
as possible. It was never too early to encourage a love of the written word.

Jacob looked at the book of tests and spread them out. They really were ingenious. The children would 
have fun with them, and they might be a useful tools. Mary would know.
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Vincent, meanwhile, was filling his face with a cookie not unlike the fake one in the book. He was the 
picture of contentment.
Gazing at him, Mary gave a fervent wish that happiness would always be his. She was well aware he 
would have special challenges, but she suspected no one could really understand them but Vincent 
himself. He would have to deal with them in his own way - and she hoped Jacob wouldn’t make the boy 



self-conscious. He must have as much freedom as possible here where they all knew him. 
Love, she decided, had to be behind everything they did for him. He responded to it, and he knew truth 
from falsehood, even now. He did not seem capable of lying. All excellent qualities in a child that was 
likely to be a leader, whether he wished it or not.
Vincent had left his seat and was looking up at her. She turned and pulled him to her in a hug. He 
returned it with surprising strength, and she immediately felt content. If he had that effect on her now - 
what would he be like when he grew up? That was something to look forward to, she decided.
“Let’s go and find a book to read,” she suggested. It was an ordinary suggestion, but it seemed to have 
greater importance now. It was the first day in the rest of his life, she thought with an internal grimace 
at the cliché she recognized from cheap romance novels. Well, their community was a romance as 
unlikely as any, a fantasy they all had to work to maintain. No time for silliness, she berated herself.
She took Vincent’s hand and they walked through the stony, dust-floored tunnels, that now seemed to 
her more like a prison, in her awareness of the special child beside her. 
She sighed. She would give him all her love, as she did all the children. She hoped it would be enough.

END

Epilog

Vincent and Catherine, expecting their first child had made it a habit to sit in Vincent’s chamber after 
supper, discussing their future in quiet voices.
Catherine had plans and Vincent and their child were naturally prominent in them. There seemed no 
end of considerations. Vincent was a little out of his depth, but gave opinions when asked. He had not 
yet come to terms with Catherine’s move below, her plans for a brownstone she had purchased, and 
most of all, the reality of their child. He had a rudimentary bond with their child, a bright thread that wove 
itself around his heart. Yet he had to force himself to remain calm and not worry about the inevitable 
birth day. Catherine exuded serenity. Surely, if anything were not right, she would know - and so would 
he.
Nevertheless ... 
He found himself, again, staring at centre of the stained glass window, where the female shape seemed 
to hold out her hands to him in joy or perhaps praise life in general. He could not argue with either 
sentiment. What more wonders were in his future? He wasn’t used to thinking along those lines, and 
even three years with Catherine in his life, his soul mate and bond mate, hadn’t made it easier.
“May I come in?” a voice outside their chamber asked.
They both recognized Mary’s voice and spoke in unison.
“Yes, come in!”
Mary entered and gazed at her favourite couple for a moment before breaking into a broad smile.
“I can imagine you have a lot to talk about,” she remarked. “I was doing some tidying and dusting in my 
chamber and I rediscovered this. It was been pushed to the back, on top of my wardrobe.”
She handed Vincent a small wicker basket with a lid. He looked at her, puzzled, and unlatched it, but 
hesitated to open it.
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“I’ll leave you two to examine this,” Mary said hastily and left before Vincent could reply.
He stared out at the chamber entrance, puzzled. Catherine pulled her chair over to sit next to him and 
he lifted the lid. For a long few moments he said nothing, his eyes wide in disbelief.
“What is all this,” Catherine asked at last, more than half suspecting the answer. Finally, she thought, 
she was going to find out something new about her man!
“Catherine ... I have not seen these things since I was very young. I had completely forgotten about 
them. Why did she hide them away, I wonder?
Catherine peered into the box and lifted out a book, a baby-sized one. “I remember Golden Books,” she 
said quietly, “but I didn’t know they came in this size.”
“I loved this book,” Vincent confessed. “And this was my constant companion.” He lifted out a pale 
teddy bear and held it before him. It looked loved, but not abused, Catherine noted. She was sure 
Vincent was very careful of his toys. All the children below tended to appreciate their playthings much 
more than any child above. New toys were a rarity, and hand-made ones especially cherished.
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This teddy had been manufactured, but it was of good quality. She noticed that one of the seams had 
been stitched by hand. Perhaps it had been discarded for that reason, long ago. Her world threw away 
much that dismayed her now, with her tunnel community view of life - and disregarded people as well 
as things.
Vincent pulled out a bundle of lumpy fabric squares secured with a broad rubber band. He carefully 
removed the band and paged through the squared, a peculiar expression on his face.
“What are they?” Catherine asked,her attention again riveted on what Vincent was doing.
Vincent removed the rubber band and leafed through them, a distant memory trying to make it to the 
forefront.
“I think they’re a kind of test,” he replied. “I believe Peter gave them to me when I was still a toddler. I 
barely remember - but this one seems familiar.”
He fingered a small plastic gingerbread man.
Catherine laughed. “Let me guess. Your award for the tests was a real gingerbread man.”
Vincent’s mouth curved up and he chuckled.
“Quite likely. I do remember that William made them for we children - for birthdays and special occasions.”
Catherine took a page from him and looked at the items fixed to it. It had half a zipper, with the pull 



attached to it. A good way to teach a child how to use one, she thought.
“Clever,”’ she remarked.
“Yes,” Vincent agreed. “I guess they must have been used for other children besides myself. Perhaps 
they proved less useful than teaching.”
“Sometimes it’s best to demonstrate,” Catherine agreed. “You were probably precocious - and needed 
something to keep your mind engaged.”
“Father said he was always worried I would wander off and get into danger.”
“And did you?”
“Not until I was older and Devin and took me exploring. We had many adventures, most of which Father 
never heard about.”
“Devin told me something about those when he was back once.”
“Did he?” Vincent sighed. “I had never felt as hollow as when he disappeared.”
“Why didn’t he leave a note for you?” 
‘”I asked him that. He said he was afraid I’d give him away by not being suitably anxious.”
“Did you suspect that he’d left the tunnels?”
“Not immediately.. Father was sure he had done something foolhardy and was either injured or dead. 
Then when Mitch boasted about telling Father about the knife, I guessed. I had heard Devin and Father 
arguing just before he left. My guess made the loss easier to bear, but I never told anyone. Father 
seemed more angry than upset. Perhaps he guessed too.”
Catherine sighed. They had got off track.
“Is there anything else in the box?” she asked.
“No. Other treasures are in my chest. 
Catherine had never asked to see inside that chest, and didn’t now. Vincent would share those mementos 
when he was ready - almost surely with their son.
As if he guessed her thought, Vincent replaced all the toys in the basket, fastened it, took it over to his 
chest, and reverently placed it inside. He let the lid down gently.
“There let it remain until our son needs them,” he said.
Catherine smiled at him. “And the other treasures?”
Vincent nodded. “At the appropriate time.”
And with that, she had to be satisfied. 

THE END
(for now)
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