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Pain, pain and darkness were the world she woke to; sharp, lancing, nauseous pain in her head, dull 
aching pain in chest, arms, legs. Fierce stabbing pain as she tried to move her feet, and a blackness 
speared by flashes of colour as she attempted to open eyes lidded with lead. In her ear, the hoarse 
whisper of a man almost overwhelmed by tears, then silence and an absence of pain, almost solid in 
its relief as she slipped back into unconsciousness.

"Catherine? Catherine? Father!"

"Vincent, I have done all that I can. The rest is up to nature."

"Father!"

"Vincent!" Firm hands grasped the shoulders of the man knelt at the side of the big bed. "You are not 
omnipotent. Accidents happen. There was no way you could have saved her from the fall, not with 
Jacob in your arms."

"But Catherine.." Here the raw ache in the satin gravelled voice rang clear. "And the baby?"

"Vincent." This time the voice was softer, full of love and compassion. "Vincent, my examination has 
shown up no obvious damage to the abdominal area. She's bruised on her upper back and 
shoulders, her arm is broken where, I presume, she tried to save herself, and her ankle is sprained. 
Those and the concussion caused by the crack on her head are the only injuries I can find. We won't 
know any more until she comes round. In the mean time, we can pray there is no more harm done to 
her or the child. She is not far advanced in her pregnancy, Vincent, and at this stage of the 
proceedings the foetus is very tiny and well-protected."

"If I..."

"Vincent. You said yourself, you had Jacob on one arm and the buggy on the other. As it was you 
who managed to stop her going over the edge of the Spiral Stair. That was all you could do, and you 
got her here as quickly as you could." 

Father looked again at his still weeping son. "Time, Vincent, that is what this will take. I know... it is 
not easy to wait and watch and feel so helpless, but that is all any of us can do for now. Wait and 
watch."

Vincent nodded, knowing the truth of his father's words, but she lay so pale and still and small in the 
bed and with that paleness the bruising on her face and head was beginning to show so clearly.

A quiet movement at the chamber entry drew Father's attention momentarily from the two figures 
before him. He silently shook his head in answer to the unspoken question from Mary, as she came 
into the room with a laden tray, then settled in a chair by the table she had placed it on.

"Go to Jacob, Father. He won't settle for me, and Vincent cannot leave Catherine just yet. I'll stay 
here for a while."



Moving reluctantly away from his son and daughter-in-law, Father put out his hand to have it met and 
clasped in Mary's reassuring grasp.

"He's in the nursery with Jamie and Mouse."

"Thank you, Mary. You'll let me know of any change?" The question was unnecessary, but he asked it
anyway.

"Of course. Now go, he needs you too."

As Father moved stiffly through the tunnels to the nursery he silently acknowledged the truth of 
Mary's words. The bond of love between himself and Vincent had naturally extended itself to include 
Vincent's son, and he responded to Father almost as well as he did his parents. Strange, he thought 
to himself. Catherine had almost forced him to love her despite all his efforts not to, but, the lurch his 
heart had taken when he had first looked into Jacob's eyes, had been the same as when he had first 
looked at Vincent so many years before. Now, God willing, there would be another grandchild for him 
to love. God willing. Oh please, God be willing.

***

Sound, soft staccato sounds of metal tapping metal, the rise and fall of the sound of a distant subway 
train, sounds strangely comforting in the shadowy darkness of the room. A voice spoke close to her, 
startling her.

"Catherine, here, drink this." An arm slipped gently behind her, easing her from the pillows. She felt a 
cup touch her lips and sipped, suddenly realizing just how thirsty she was.

"Please?" Her hand fluttered vaguely in the direction of the sound, and he suddenly felt the first 
stirrings of fear. "Please. Where am I? What happened?" A gasp of pain broke from her, as she tried 
to move the arm strapped across her.

"Catherine?" Raw agony was in the name he spoke.

"You? You know me?" She heard him swallow convulsively and knew he took a moment to collect 
himself, but his breathing was harsh and broken as he answered.

"Yes... Yes... I... know you."

She felt him begin to turn away from her at the sound of someone else entering the room, and 
reached out with her other hand to stop him, afraid he would leave her.

"Why is it so dark in here?"

A gasp from the distance answered her question and the accented voice of another man spoke at her
back.

"Catherine, what do you see?"

She heard a shuffle of movement, as the arm was withdrawn from her back and she rested on pillows
now raised to support her. Cool hands touched each side of her face, cupping it, and warm breath 
touched her skin; it smelled of the tea she had just drunk.

"Catherine!"

"You know me too?"

"Yes, of course my dear, you're my... Catherine? Vincent?" He looked at the horror-stricken face of 
the man slumped by the side of the bed, then back at her bemused one. "Bring the lamp closer." The 
tone had changed, brisker, efficient. "Then bring me my medical bag."



Vincent's hand shook visibly as he lit and lifted the lamp, handed it to Father, then left.

"Now, tell me exactly, what do you see?"

Catherine blinked and stared, frightened now. "Nothing."

"And now?"

"Nothing." The panic was rising. "No- No, wait. Something ... a glow? it... it's moving. It's gone!"

"Shush. Shush now. I've put down the lamp. Ah, there you are. Thank you. Mary, get me the 
ophthalmoscope and help Vincent arrange more light over here please. Good, that's right. Now 
Catherine, I am going to look into your eyes with a light, let me know exactly what you see as you see
it please."

Haloed light moved over the darknss, then flashed painfully in front of first one eye then the other. 
Unthinking, she tried once more to move the strapped right arm causing her to cry out in pain.

"Catherine! Father?"

The other man's voice echoed her cry.

"Doctor... Doctor... Please, what happened to me? Am I blind? Where am I?"

A woman gasped somewhere towards the end of the bed she was in and she felt someone sit down 
hard on its edge. Father closed his eyes in disbelief, then raised them to look at Vincent, who nodded 
helplessly.

"You... you had an accident. You fell and hurt yourself quite badly. You have had a concussion and 
have been unconscious for five days. Your arm is broken, your back and ribs are badly bruised and 
strained and you have sprained your ankle."

"And my eyes?"

"I will get Peter to have a look to confirm it, but I am almost positive it is just bruising at the back of the
eye that is blurring your vision."

"Peter? I... I know a Peter, I think." A pause. "I... I'm Below, aren't I? Not Above?"

"You remember Below?"

"Yes, I... No, I... I don't know." Then scalding tears ran freely down her face and were wiped away 
with infinite gentleness.

"Catherine, Catherine." Cut glass, gravelled the satin, silky voice, pain in every syllable.

"Help me!" Then stress and fear took her once more into total darkness.

***

This time, as she drifted from sleep, she knew instinctively that she was alone, her hand moving over 
the surface of the blanket felt its patchwork make-up. Instead of darkness meeting her opening eyes, 
there were patches of paler greys, interspacing the blackness surrounding her. Vaguely, in the 
distance, she could hear the sound of male voices talking. Physically, she felt more rested, more 
awake and with that feeling came one of discomfort; she needed the bathroom.

Fabric rustled near by and a smell of... lavender? It rang vague memory bells of a kindness, of 
gentleness, of Mary? "Mary? It is Mary, isn't it?"



"Yes. Yes, Catherine, it is. You have remembered?"

"I... I don't know. Something inside said Mary. Could you help me? Please? I need to..."

"Go to the necessary?"

A nod answered her and Catherine felts hands turn back the sheets and help her from the bed. 
Slippers were placed on her feet and with an arm around her she slowly stood.

"Good girl. Lean on me. It is not far."

***

In the nearby chamber, a cloaked figure paced incessantly. Its sharp agressive movements signalling 
clearly to all who knew him, the danger and frustration barely held in check.

"Vincent!"

"No... No, Father. While her sight is still blurred and she is in such pain, I will stay with her, talk, read 
to her as I did before, but when she can see? Then, I do not know."

"But Vincent... Jacob?"

"Jacob!" The voice dropped to barely a whisper then strengthened again with a decision made. "I will 
not keep Jacob from her. As soon as you say she is strong enough, Jacob can...." The pacing 
suddenly stopped and Vincent slumped against the chamber wall, head thrown back, eyes closed, 
hand clutched at his heart, his breathing ragged and audible. Father rose rapidly from his seat and 
moved quickly forward, as Vincent slid down to the ground. His hand stopped short of Vincent as he 
caught the expression coursing over his face and through the now-opened eyes. Eyes that saw 
nothing of their surroundings, but looked deep within himself and to another's heart.

"Vincent?"

"Quickening... She.... We... We felt the baby move!"

"You? She felt the...? Does she realize what?"

"Yes! Surprise, shock, then..." He looked at Father then, his eyes mirroring his words. "Possession. 
Hers. Her secret. No one else knows. I'M PREGNANT AND MY BABY JUST MOVED INSIDE ME. 
MINE. AND NO ONE ELSE KNOWS." His words, a direct relay of Catherine's feelings were feral in 
their possession of this ultimate secret.

"Vincent, go to her. Help her remember."

"No. No, I..."

"Why? You have never refused her help before. Even when it put you in danger. Why now, when...?"

"No. I can't, Father. I... If I had... It is my fault she fell. If I had been more careful, more prepared, I 
could have, I should have been able to prevent it. I failed her, put her in danger."

"You did not. Vincent, it was an accident. There was oil on her shoes, you saw that. The steps were 
wet and she slipped. You caught..."

"The Buggy... hit her. Hit her side as I swung around towards her, pushed her over the edge. As I 
grabbed her arm to catch her, I... swung her into the steps. That is why her arm broke. I hurt her."

"You saved her life. If you..."



"I caused most of her pain!"

"Damn it, Vincent! You saved her. The injuries you speak of are secondary. Unfortunate, but 
secondary. She must have been at best only semi-conscious after she slipped and hit her head. If 
you had not been there, she, Jacob and the baby would have gone over the edge of the Spiral Stair. 
Don't crucify yourself with might-have-beens. You were there. She was hurt when you caught her. 
She would have been dead if you had not."

"That does not help." Vincent's hands slammed down on the desk between them as they stood face
to face. "I caused her pain. I injured her. Now she can no longer remember her son, remember 
me. I will not cause her more pain."

"So, what will you do? Run? Hide? Vincent? Vincent!" But Father spoke to empty air. Vincent was 
gone. 

***

"Mommy? Mommy?"

Small hands tugged at the blankets around her and the voice was full of tears. A tiny figure stood at 
the side of the bed sobbing. Sleepily, she responded. "Jacob? You're cold. Here!" A loving hand 
helped the toddler into the bed, snuggled him into her warmth and love.

"Daddy crying."

"Yes, my love. I know."

The hidden watcher watched as Father turned away from the chamber entry, unneeded as mother 
and son drifted down into sleep. He wiped his eyes, raw and aching with tears and settled down to 
watch again.

"Vincent!"

The voice reaching his ears was low, crisp and angry. "You are a fool!"

***

THREE WEEKS LATER

"Catherine? Ah, there you are, my dearl I was looking for you. William tells me he hasn't seen you in 
the kitchen for your meal in a while. Is something wrong? Does your ankle still give you pain?"

"No... Thank you, but no, my ankle is fine now, even my arm does not ache so much."

As Catherine turned her face toward Father, as he stood in the entry to his chamber, he saw the tears
glistening on her lashes and walking toward her, he put his arms around her and gathered her close.

"Come." He drew her to a chair, pulled another chair close to her and gently took her hands in his. His
thumbs stroking over their backs in a soothing motion. "Tell me."

"No. You tell me!" Her head was up now and there was a sparkle in her eyes not caused by tears. 
"You tell me, Father. No one else will. Tell me what I have done to him? The man in the picture in my 
chamber. His chamber. He is my husband, isn't he?"



"Catherine!"

"Don't Catherine me. That's all everyone ever does. I speak to Mary, Pascal and the others but 
no one talks with me. When I go into the kitchen, even with Jacob, the conversations stop 
then pick up again, but...." 

She turned in the chair and grasped Father's hands pleading. "What have I done? I can't remember 
what I've done. Doesn't he love me any more? Is that it? How did I lose his love? Was I unfaithful? Is 
it that the baby is not his? Am I carrying another man's child? Or... a divorce, is that why he won't 
come to see me?"

"No... Oh, Catherine, no! Is that what you think? Oh my dear, dear girl!"

"What else can I think?" Catherine's anger was beginning to build and she rounded on Father. "I... I
feel..."

"Yes! Tell me what you feel!"

"I'm not sure! Sometimes I'm fine. I'm with Jacob or you and the others and I'm fine, happy even. 
We're talking, laughing and I remember things and everyone is so pleased, then suddenly there is 
this intense feeling of loss, of loneliness, such heart-rending pain that it overwhelms me and I don't 
know ... I don't know where it comes from, or why I feel it and I think it is because I miss him and he 
won't come. I must have hurt him terribly that he..."

"Enough! I have heard enough of this." Father's anger broke through Catherine's out-pouring of 
words and she flinched away, almost as if she expected a blow.

"Catherine, you have done nothing. Absolutely nothing to harm or injure that blockhead I call 
my son. Yes." He answered the amazed look in her eye, before she spoke. "My son. You are my 
daughter-in-law and you are carrying your husband's child and this has gone far enough. As for the 
silence... It is not against you!"

"The Silence?"

"You remember the Silence?"

"Yes. Mouse!"

"This silence is not officially imposed. In fact, you could say it is self-inflicted. No one approves of 
Vincent's dec..."

"Vincent!"

Father smiled at the joy in her voice as the name connected missing links in her mind. 

"As I was saying, no one approves of Vincent's decision not to let you see him, but he is too stubborn 
to listen to anyone who says he is wrong. So no one is saying anything to him. So he becomes more 
stubborn, and positions become more entrenched, until now the only person who will speak to him is 
Jacob."

"Where?"

"The kitchen, I think."

"Will you...?"

"Of course. Come along."

***



Vincent sat in solitary grandeur at the end of a conspicuously-empty table. Even the ever-persistent 
Mouse had finally given up on him. He was lost, so deeply inside himself that he did not feel 
Catherine come into the ktichen; did not hear the others' conversations falter and cease, did not 
notice Father bring Catherine up to stand beside him, until....

"Catherine! May I introduce you to my son! Your husband! The father of your children!"

The chair fell, as Vincent stumbled gracelessly from it to stand before her, heart pounding, too 
confused to speak or run. His eyes had locked with hers and he could not break that gaze. The blood 
pounding in his ears was so loud he heard nothing else. Father touched him gently, attempting to 
bring his attention back to the present.

"M---m---m... My hands." He looked at the hands suddenly outstretched before him, not knowing he 
had moved. "My hands... hurt... for the touch of you."

And suddenly, his hands, his arms were filled with her. She was held under his heart and once more 
he was whole, filled with her. Except...

"Please?"

It was barely whispered, more a breath than a word, but she knew that ecstasy was one word. 
"Vincent!"

END


