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Vincent sat on the floor of his chamber, his back resting against the side of his bed. The candles had 
burnt low and the room had become very quiet, yet he was not alone, but surrounded by over a 
dozen little children. This was easily becoming his favorite time of the day. He and Catherine had 
offered to assist Mary two or three evenings a week with the older toddlers. Who could not be won 
over by these cheerful, wide-eyed three to five year olds?

Tonight, they had discussed the entire spectrum of creatures that made up the mammalian kingdom. 
All the little ones were pleased that they were a part of that special world. Their discussion was sadly 
drawing to a close and as always, Vincent's charges were reluctant to leave their noble mentor. As he
stacked the numerous picture books and journals he had used beside him, he had asked for any 
further questions. None offered, he made to rise from the foor.

"Well, Mary has baths ready, no doubt, for several of you," his eyes lingered on those children with 
particularly dirt-streaked faces. "The rest are to tranverse the short distance to Father's study where 
your parents are waiting."

Little Luke, now four and a half, Kanin and Olivia's pride and joy, was easily the most verbal of the 
group and had come up with a last question for their teacher.

"Where do babies come from, Vincent? People babies?"

"Yeh," piped up Corey, Luke's best friend. "We don't believe in the stork story any more."

Pausing on one knee, Vincent raised an eyebrow at the unexpected question. He was just going to 
shoo the children from his chamber, but felt he owed Luke an answer, so he sat back upon the floor, 
crossiing his legs.

"Well," he began, clearing his throat, as he settled comfortably once more before their eager little 
faces. They all circled closer.

"Babies come from a man and a woman's love for each other and their desire to have a child, and 
create a new life."



"But how, Vincent?" Luke asked.

Their tawny, fearless, leader could feel the color rise on his face as he decided on what course of 
action he should pursue.

Vincent was unaware that Catherine was standing just outside the chamber entrance as he mulled 
over an explanation. She had paused when she overheard little Luke's inquiry, and was eager to hear
her beloved's reply.

Vincent swallowed a little nervously, his mind racing to come up with an answer that would satisfy the
children's curiosity without being too explicit, clinical or complicated. They were only toddlers after all! 
A simple, undetailed explanation should certainly suffice.

He tried to recall the answer Father had given to the same question a certain unusual and precocious
little boy had posed many years ago, but it somehow eluded him in his moment of need. Vincent had 
to admit the idea to pass the buck and have the children pose their question to Father, Mary, or their 
respective parents, did cross his mind. But, that solution was just as rapidly dismissed. That was the 
coward's way out.

He once more took a moment to look around the room, studying the eager and quiet little faces, so 
innocent and ready for a reply. They wanted the truth and he was their teacher and friend, a part of 
their extended family and he would not disappoint them.

Clearing his throat, once more, he began, "Well, you know boys are made differently than girls."

"We have penises!" Luke piped up proudly.

Giggles erupted from his diminutive audience. And Luke now announced, defensively, "Well, we do!"

"Yes. That is correct, Luke," Vincent added, in an attempt to nullify any turmoil, "and girls have a 
secret place of their own that boys do not. This is the way God made us all, male and female, boys 
and girls. It is all part of his plan and we should be proud of our bodies. Proud of how special each 
and every one of us is."

All the little heads nodded, chins held high at their friend's words.

Vincent continued, "And when a man and woman love each other, as do husbands and 
wives.............."

"Like you and Catherine, and my mom and dad."

"Yes, Luke, the very same," he replied, the love he felt for his beautiful Catherine swelling in his 
breast. "Yes, when people love each other in this way they often want a child, a baby, a symbol of 
their love. They want to create such a life together. It is a gift they share with each other. A most 
wonderful gift."



"But how Vincent? How do they make a baby?" queried Luke once more.

Luke was nothing if not persistent. Vincent was certain that the boy's curiosity had been piqued by the
impending arrival of his new brother or sister. Olivia was due to give birth within the month and she 
and Kanin had repeatedly told Vincent how insatiable Luke's curiosity was about the baby. He hoped 
his reply would correspond with the answers his parents had offered.

He took a deep breath and proceeded. "The man gives the woman his gift of life. They join, mate, as 
do all God's creatures, to create young and continue the species. Just as we discussed with the 
mammals. Remember?"

Everyone nodded.

"But with people, human beings, there is more than just the need to procreate. There is love. A man 
and woman want to give each other pleasure, want to show their love and how much they mean to 
each other and join their hearts and souls as well as their bodies to make a new life. They want a little
baby to raise and bring up together. The couple wants to start a family. It is a very important 
commitment."

"What's a commitment?" Four year old Rachel asked.

"An agreement, a plan that one takes very seriously, something important, a promise to keep." He 
paused to scan their faces and sensing they accepted his reply, he continued, "Then, if conditions are
right, the woman, who makes an egg inside her.............."

"Just like a chicken?" asked curly topped Paul.

"Well, yes. Very much like that."

"But, we don't lay eggs!"

"No, Heather, we don't," he agreed, facing the little girl. "But female mammals do have eggs inside 
them. Very special eggs without the hard shell of a chicken.''

Slightly flustered, he continued, "Anyway, getting back to..........."

Catherine could hear the frustration in his voice, and stifled a chuckle over his predicament from her 
unseen post. Her heart went out to her dearest love. Despite it all, he was holding his own and doing 
quite admirably in this tight spot.

".............the woman's egg is then fertilized by the seed, the man's gift in creating the baby. Together, 
the egg and seed become a tiny being, which grows and changes into a baby inside the woman."

"In her stomach!" Luke announced, all knowing.

"Well, no, not in her stomach. Not where the food you eat goes. But yes, in her belly or abdomen," 



Vincent amended, "in a special place only women have: called a womb. It takes a long time for the 
baby to grow, about nine months, for many changes must take place before the baby is ready to live 
outside its mother. Then it is finally time for the baby to enter the world and to be born."

"That's how all babies are made?"

"Yes. I believe so, Luke," Vincent said solemnly.

"Even the one you and Catherine are going to have?"

Vincent could sense the question behind the question, knowing the boy wondered if it was different 
for Catherine and himself. He silently prayed that the boy would not inquire to why, and in what ways, 
he was different from other men. He was simply not prepared, nor had he the energy tonight to 
attempt such explanations.

"Mmmmmmmm mmmmmm," he nodded, hoping a mere affirmation would suffice.

"Boy, the stork sure sounds a lot easier!" exclaimed Luke.

"Yes, it does," he chuckled, patting the boy's shoulder, then ruffling his tousled hair before breathing a
sigh of relief that his reply had been accepted without further details. "Having a baby is a lot of work, 
especially for the woman. That is why they call it 'labor' when the baby arrives."

"Does it hurt, Vincent?" little Catherine, almost four, Lena's daughter, asked.

Vincent experienced the momentary flash back to the little girl's birth, reliving the pain Lena had 
experienced and hearing her cries, then tears of happiness, as the new mother held her baby in her 
arms.

He drew the little girl into his lap, hoping he could ally her fears. "Well, yes, there is some ... 
discomfort, but I hear that it all but disappears when the mother holds that new little life in her arms. It 
was that way for your mother, for I was there to see it."

"You were?" little Catherine asked, her eyes wide as saucers.

"Indeed, I was," he pressed his face close to hers, "and I wouldn't have missed it for the world. There 
is nothing more moving or miraculous than holding a newborn child!"

He looked across the room in a daze, his eyes not really focusing on anything, remembering when 
Lena handed him baby Catherine for the first time. How awkward he had felt and ill-prepared, as he 
added, "There are no words ... no words to describe how it feels ..."

"Wow," all the kids sighed in unison, truly moved by his words and the almost other worldly 
expression on his tawny face. The sound of their combined little voices brought Vincent back from his
reverie.



Out in the hall, Catherine too, was remembering the look on Vincent's face when he had first spoken 
those words to her. She placed her hand on her widening girth, a tear falling from her eye, for now 
she would give that gift to him, and he could hold his child as long and as often as he desired. It 
would be so wonderful to share the miracle of life together! She wanted to give him so many things, 
and this was only the beginning. He would experience the things every man had the opportunity to 
above. She had made it her personal goal and would spend the rest of her life making their dreams 
come true.

Vincent felt quite pleased, even smug with himself and his satisfactory explanation of pregnancy and 
birth and was ready to try a second time at dismissing the children, when Luke, realizing his teacher's
intent, piped up a last inquiry.

"Vincent, what is a circum...........shison?"

Catherine's drowsily closed eyes popped open aghast when she heard Luke. 

Vincent's body suddenly tensed, his cheeks blazing with color once more. Kanin's son was indeed 
insatiable! No doubt he'd been listening in on his parents' private converations. What was he to do 
now?

Catherine decided it was time to come to her husband's rescue. She stepped through the doorway, 
exclaiming as if she'd just arrived, "So here you all are!" 

The children were immediately on their feet, jumping up and down and begging to be held. Stooping 
down, she embraced as many as she could, adding, "Mary tells me that your baths are getting cold. 
Enough questions. You've bombarded poor Vincent sufficiently for one night."

"He told us all about babies and where they come from," Luke began.

"Eggs and mammals," added Heather.

"And labor!" chimed in little Catherine.

"Oh, has he? That's wonderful, but enough is enough. Off with you now! Mary is waiting in Father's 
study, along with some of your parents. It's getting late. Say goodnight to Vincent." Everyone did as 
instructed. Catherine added, "Sleep well, everyone," and kissed each child.

Vincent watched from his post beside the bed, his arms folded across his chest, quietly shaking his 
head. Catherine was so wonderful with the children, and how they loved her.

When the last little person had paraded out the door, Catherine rose a little less gracefully than usual,
her enlarging abdomen slowing her down a bit. She stretched, pressing her hand to the small of her 
arched back.

Vincent could sense her weariness and realized it had been a long day for his wife, for that matter, for



them both. She had started the third trimester of her pregnancy and he could tell that the growing 
fetus sapped much of her energy. She turned towards him and seeing his open arms waiting, gladly 
came into his strong, warm embrace.

They both sighed, enjoying this long awaited moment. Her love was the sweetest, most precious gift 
he had ever known. And of course, it was the very same for Catherine.

She drew back to study his incredible face, pulling aside a stray rope of his heavy mane as she 
spoke. "So, we discussed the birds and the bees tonight."

He nodded, tilting his head and looking deep into her twinkling eyes, sensing her playful mood.

"For the longest time, I thought I was going to have to teach you about the birds and the bees," she 
teased.

Now, his eyes sparkled with mischief, a deep rumbling emenating from deep within his breast, as 
their lips joined. They savored the kiss several minutes before drawing apart.

"But, you already knew," she sighed.

"Well, after all, I am a physician's son," he murmured low.

"And he no doubt taught you everything you needed to know at a tender age."

"Well, actually I think Devin had a larger role there. He and I spent many nights, after lights out, 
scanning certain journals with flashlights under the bedclothes." He paused to give her a tender kiss, 
enfolding her closer in his arms. He brushed his velvet cheek across hers, whispering, "But I am 
learning new things each day with you ... learning so many things. I am blessed to have you as my 
wife."

"I feel the same way, Vincent."

He nodded, knowing that her words were true. His eyes strayed from her face to her abdomen. "And 
how is our little one?"

"He's doing just dandy. He's been kicking like crazy today. See?" She took Vincent's hand from her 
waist and placed it firmly near her umbilicus.

Wonder shown in his eyes as he felt the movement of the little being within her womb. "Yes! It is truly 
remarkable. So amazing," he sighed.

"So are you," she said, unable to resist hugging him tightly, her arms going about his waist. "I think 
you did a wonderful job explaining it all to the children."

"You were listening?" he asked, his gaze capturing hers. He was surprised that he had not sensed 
her presence during class. But, after all, he had been preoccupied with other matters.



"Yes. And you did a marvelous job. I hope you can explain creation of life and birth just as beautifully 
to our baby some day."

He laughed softly. "I will do my best."

Stepping aside, Catherine removed her robe, tossing it to the foot of the bed and then reclined 
against the bolsters on the mattress. She patted the spot beside her, smiling coyly up at him.

She took his breath away! The all too familiar ache was building low in his belly. He moaned in an 
attempt to suppress his body's response to her invitation. Taking several deep breaths, he stood 
admiring her beauty. The shimmering, peach satin gown clung to her full figure. Somehow, she was 
more sensual and alluring in pregnancy, more beautiful than he could ever remember! Motherhood 
certainly suited her.

He turned towards the doorway, drawing the curtain closed across the opening, then switched off the 
tiffany lamp and snuffed out all but the bedside candle, before returning to join her.

With extreme care, he removed his own dressing gown and loose fitting shirt, wearing only his 
drawstring pajama bottoms. He lay back upon the bed, pulling her into his arms She rested her head 
upon his breast, savoring the steady beat of his heart as his chin found its favorite place, nestled in 
her soft, fragrant hair.

After a few moments, he asked, his warm breath tickling her ear, "Did you happen to hear Luke's 
closing question?"

She giggled, "Why do you think I entered the room when I did?"

"To rescue me," he stated in realization. "I owe you my deepest gratitude, my dearest Catherine."

"Yes, you do," she replied smugly, as she shifted to lie across him, running her fingers along his lower
lip and then his jaw. Her lithe digits continued down his throat to linger on the soft curls adorning his 
powerful chest.

"Perhaps you can field that question on to Father," she said, her attention drawn to the thick hair that 
covered his firm pectorals.

"I'm sorely tempted to," he said, closing his eyes as he savored her caress. "Perhaps he'll forget by 
next week?" he attempted feebly. A doubtful look crossed his knitted brow.

"Don't count on it!" she said, skepticism in her voice. "But, maybe Olivia and Kanin will have 
answered his question by then."

"If not," he raised a hopeful eyebrow, "perhaps you could teach the class that night."

As if out of thin air, a pillow smacked against the side of his head and he found his wife laughing 
gayly as she playfully pummeled him with tiny hands. He took his punishment bravely, but soon had 



her lying quietly beneath him, her wrists confined upon the mattress in his huge hands.

"How I love you, Mrs. Wells," he murmured, releasing her hands as they tenderly kissed.

"I know," she replied when they came up for air. "Come. I want to learn more about the birds and the 
bees," she whispered, then pulled away momentarily to remove her gown, raising a provocative 
eyebrow.

He rose up on hands and knees above her, sighing as he scanned the full, ripe, very pregnant body 
that displayed the growing evidence of their physical love.

"Catherine, I believe it's a ... little ... late for that," he softly admonished.

"It's never too late, my love. Never," she sighed, reaching beneath his mane to pull him slowly down 
by the neck.

He chuckled softly, the gentle warmth of his laughter such satisfying music to Catherine's ears.

"Remember, you owe me your deepest gratitude," she reminded, in a rather sensual tone.

His laughter intensified as he stretched to snuff out the last remaining burning candle on the bedside 
stand.

"Your wish is my command," he purred, gently turning her to her side to face him, ever cautious of his
strength and weight. Then he pulled her closer against the hard planes of his body in the darkness.

He groaned as her tiny hands strayed to his waistband divesting him of the last garment between 
them. And indeed, it was true: there were many things to learn that night.

 

END


