
I'LL BE WAITING

by Gwen Lord

All was silent in the ill-lit tunnels below Central Park. Then into the silence could be heard the shuffle 
of feet and the tap of a stick, an early warning of the approach of Father, the head of the 
subterranean population he'd ruled over firmly with love, for the best part of his life. 

When Devin, Vincent or Mitch were in their early teens, and up to every trick in the book, Father, 
realizing the dangers luring around each corner for the unsuspecting boys, patrolled these tunnels 
often. But the tap of his stock saved the boys many a time from the sting of his authority, as they shot 
through nooks and secret places, only to reappear in yet another area of possible danger. But with 
the passing years, his pace had slowed down somewhat, much to the delight of a new generation of 
tunnel children. How many more times, he wondered, would he travel this same route.

A dim light shone in the darkness ahead of him, like a beacon, urging him on. But the nearer he got, 
the slower his steps became, 'till just before he arrived at the door entrance, he did in fact stop and, 
taking out a red spotted handkerchief, patted his face and wiped away a tear, which slowly fell onto 
his cheek. Now a little more under control, he put away the handkerchief, pushing it deep into the 
inside pocket of his cloak. Two steps had him at the entrance, where he was able to see fully inside.

"Dear God, she is still with us; a prayer answered," he mumbled to himself.

"Jacob, is that you?" the frail voice asked.

"Yes, my dear, I am here, close by you. Give me your hand," he spoke in a whisper, as he eased his 
way into the over stuffed chair, taking her hand in his.

"How's Catherine and the children?" She turned her head as she spoke.

As he looked at her, he saw past the face nestled in the pillow and saw the pretty young woman who 
had come Below, so many years ago, following the death of her son. With nothing to hold onto, she 
had felt that life wasn't worth living or going on. But one of the helpers had seen her as she pondered 
whether to jump or not.

"Can't be all that bad." A voice had reached through to her inner thoughts.

"You don't know the half of it," she said in the saddest voice William had ever heard.

"I know I'm a stranger to you, but I am willing to listen if it would help." He waited, hoping she wouldn't
jump. He couldn't swim and there was no one about at this late hour.

"Why would you want to hear my tale of woe," she said, as she turned to face the largest man she 
had ever seen. But she wasn't afraid, as his face was like a happy Santa, which quickly made her 



smile.

"Please tell me how I can help," he pleaded.

"It's a long story, I wouldn't know where to begin," she sighed.

"The begining is a good place to start." William pointed to the park seat.

So the two of them talked and talked the early hours away. As the dawn was about to show its face to
the start of a brand new day, a new voice broke the silence.

"Everything all right, William?" This voice was like liquid velvet.

 "Oh hi, Vincent, you just back from one of your walks?"

"Yes, the dawn and the hours before it, are mine. Such wealth, I could never change my state with 
kings," and with that he was gone, as if swallowed up in the shadows.

"Who was........ that?" she asked.

"Oh, that was just young Vincent, on his way back home." William leaned forward and looked into her
face; such a pretty face. "You're coming home with me. There will be no arguing either. Come on, I 
will see you have some of my home made broth and a glass of Father's wine."

"Your broth?" She looked puzzled.

"I'm a cook, can't you see by the size of me? I like to sample all the fresh hot bread and the pies as 
they come out of the ovens........ and it's my downfall." He held out his hand to help her stand up.

She rubbed her arms as she realized suddenly how cold she was.

"Here, put my jacket around your shoulders, to keep out the tunnel chill."

"Tunnel..... chill.... where are you taking me? I know a voice in my says 'don't go,' while another voice 
says 'I can trust you." For the first time she felt she had a friend.

"Tell me, what is your name? You know mine now, as young Vincent said it."

"Mary."

"My mother's name was Mary, too. She was such a tiny woman, not unlike yourself. I can see we are 
going to get along just fine." And with that, he led her across the park and down and down and down 
below Central Park, to where a new life was about to begin.

As Jacob held her hand, he felt her fingers tighten from time to time, as his thoughts somehow 
seemed to be her thoughts too. He patted her hand and leaning across, gently pushed a stray lock of 
white hair out of her eyes.

"You've always been a kind and patient man, Jacob," she said.

"I wasn't always so patient, but I had to learn patience, which you, my dear, showed me how to do."

"William was so kind that night, Jacob. It was like it was meant to be; him finding me and all."

"I thought you knew what I was thinking just now; I didn't realize you could do that...... look into my 



thoughts." He was truly amazed at this finding.

"Vincent isn't the only one who can know what a loved one is doing or thinking, Jacob." Her smile was
weak, but her eyes betrayed her love of this man.

"You mean....... over the years....... you have...... been able to know what..... I feel..... for.... you?" He 
stood and then sat down again, not quite knowing what to do.

"Oh yes, I have known your inner thoughts about me, but I never felt worthy of you, Jacob. I didn't 
want to be a burden to you, so I chose to be Mary, everyone's Mother, since I lost my own family. 
We've been Mother and Father to all the children."

"Oh, my dear, how parallel our thoughts have been, yet we both felt we couldn't reach out, just in 
case we were rejected. What a waste, what a waste!"

Out came the red handkerchief again, to wipe more tears away, followed by a large nose blow.

"I've been happy here, Jacob, amongst you all. I found a purpose in life; I saw how you all cared for 
each other, and the love you had for those you didn't know; there was always a hand to hold; a 
shoulder to lean on."

"Shush, my dear, you'll be tiring yourself too much," he scolded.

"My time is nearly here, I feel it. I used to wonder what this time would be like....... there is nothing to 
fear, Jacob.... I'll be waiting for you. It's just... that I have to.... go first."

"No, Mary, don't leave me, not now, when we have found each other after all these years," he 
pleaded.

"We have a bond like those two love birds, Vincent and Catherine, and.... Jacob, look into your heart 
and you will see, you will be with me very soon."

He nodded. "Yes, I've felt for a while now, that my time was drawing to its end, but I chose not to 
listen," he smiled to himself at his own foolishness.

"Kiss me, Jacob, one last time."

"Of course, my dear." Getting up, he leaned over her and their lips met at last.

Suddenly, he felt the life in her suddenly stop and he knew she had gone. Sitting back heavily in the 
chair, he looked at her; so peaceful, so lovely. Was that his imagination, or did he see an angel above
the bed, holding out her hand and Mary reaching out to hold it.?

Just before she had gone, Jacob saw her turn to face him and smile. He wasn't sad, he truly knew, 
very soon he would be with her for ever more. They had so much to catch up on...... and now they 
had an eternity to share.

"I'll be waiting," lingered in his memory and he knew she wouldn't have long to wait.

END


