
FATHER!!!!!!

by June Smith

(from 'Dreams in Amethyst')

Jacob Wells ached, he had ached before and mostly he could ignore it, put aside the nagging 
discomfort. But today he ACHED - in capitals. And the day was going to be long enough to force him 
to do something about it. He did not like to raid his meager stock of painkillers; they were held in 
reserve for more important things than salving the discomfort of the frailties of his body. But, there 
was the Council meeting, and the review of the children's schooling, and the Council meeting, and 
Vincent was away below the pipes, and the Council meeting, and Mary.

Oh God, how he ached.

"Father! You can't go on like this. Let me get you something? Or Peter?"

"No! No, I'll manage. I have some painkillers, I'll take one. Now, if you would be so kind as to bring me
some water, my dear?"

"Of course." She turned and hurried out of the chamber, almost bumping into Mary in her flight.

"Catherine? Catherine, are you all right?"

"Yes, yes, I'm fine. I'm getting Father some water. I'll be back in a moment. Vincent brought us fresh 
water from by the Falls before he left this morning, and I don't know how long that pitcher has been in 
Father's chamber."

"You are crying! He's been shouting again, hasn't he? Really, this has gone too far. I am going to 
bring this behaviour up before the Council. It has gone on too long."

"Mary! No. Look, I'd better get that water before anything else happens. Can we talk about this later?"

"Yes. But I warn you, I have no intention of changing my mind. He even has you arguing with Vincent 
now. I saw the look on his face when he left to work in the lower caverns this morning. Catherine... 
something has to be done about this before Father really does some harm."

"That's what Vincent said this morning, but...."

The sound of a crash spun the women round to face Father's chamber, then white-faced they ran 
through the entry. Before them, on the floor, lay Father.

***

Deep below the inhabited tunnels, Vincent stretched and listened. Catherine was still distressed, their
disagreement this morning still rankled, more because she knew he was right and did not want to 
admit it to herself, than from any strong discord between them. He was also receiving a strong sense 



of concern from her, with Father as its cause. He would have to hurry this work along and return as 
soon as it was decently possible.

Then the pain hit. It laced through his hips and side and swirled in a black fog around him. He 
screamed and the sound echoed. Stephen, Mouse and Edd dropped tools and ran to his hunched 
form as he sank to the tunnel floor.

"Vincent?"

"Father... Father... He's hurt. I must go back, quickly. Clear up down here then follow me, please. I 
must leave... now."

"Go. We follow. Come quick. Father...? He...?"

"He's hurt badly. His hip, I think, Mouse." Vincent's voice echoed behind him as he disappeared 
through the tunnels.

***

Mary and Catherine knelt beside the unconscious figure of Father.

"Mary, put out an emergency call for Peter over the pipes. Pascal knows who to send to Vincent... 
made arrangements in case this happened."

"So, that was his nightmare a few days back?"

"Yes."

"Here, cover him with this blanket. It would be best not to move him."

"Dammit, Mary. Get help. Please."

The prone figure groaned and stirred, then groaned again.

"Please, Father, don't move. You're hurt and I don't know how badly. Please don't move."

Lifting his head only increased the thumping in it, and Father didn't dare try to move anything else, 
but he touched and held the hand Catherine rested on him. Mary returned with cloths and the medical
bag from the sideboard, then knelt at his side.

"We've sent out for Dr. Peter. Now, Jacob, can you tell me how you feel?"

"Stupid." A gasp of pain rang through him, as incautiously he attempted to move himself.

"Father...."

"No. No. It's all right. I'll be all right. Talk to me, Catherine. Mary, you know what to do."

"Yes. An I know it should not be necessary. You should have had more sense."

"Mary!" Catherine's shocked statement was echoed by William, as he entered the chamber.

"Well, it's the truth. He has been letting this go on far too long. Now Jacob, what can you tell me?"

"My head aches and so does the rest of my body, mostly around my back and legs. The sciatic 
nerve? No. It's more serious than that, I'm afraid. Mary, I think I've broken a bone or bones. Probably 
my hip... Catherine, my dear, I need those painkillers now."

"Jacob?"

"It's necessary, Mary. If I'm to lie here until Peter can get to me, I won't be able to cope without some 



form of pain relief."

"Very well."

''Vincent?"

"He's coming, Father," Catherine answered. "He must have felt you hurting. I heard him scream from 
here. He won't be too long."

"Mary... I..." With this, Father passed out.

***

Peter Alcott gingerly helped William and Vincent ease Father onto a stretcher and begin the walk with
him to the surface.

"I'll have him in St. Vincent's as quickly as I can. I don't really need x-rays to tell me that he's broken 
that hip, but they will let me know just how bad the deterioration is on the other joints. Do you know 
exactly how this happened?"

"I am not deaf, Peter, neither am I incapable of answering questions myself. After Catherine went to 
get me some water for my tablets, I turned to get them from the dresser drawer and stumbled. I hit my
hip and back on my desk, and my head on the chair as I fell."

"You know Jacob, you really should have called me down earlier. You must have been in quite severe
pain from that hip for a while now. If you had let me examine you, I could have gotten you into the 
hospital weeks ago and we could have done something about it." 

"Peter. You know we cannot affford hospitalization fees. It is out of the question. I am only agreeing to
this so that the x-rays can be taken."

"I don't give a damn whether you agree to it or not. When you get to the hospital, you will be 
admitted on my recognisance and you will receive any and all medical aid I consider necessary. 
Whether you wish it or not. I have heard of, and experienced your temper over these last two months 
and I had been called down to give evidence at the Council meeting today, which you are so 
conveniently avoiding. I was going to recommend that you be instructed by the Council to take full 
medical advice, on pain of being sentenced to the Silence if you refuse. And yes, you have alienated 
your friends to that extent. I was also informed that you have caused Catherine and Vincent to have 
an argument over you. If that wasn't enough to make you come to your senses, then the Silence 
would have been. Jacob, you have always been mildly autocratic, but you have taken things too far 
this time. May I suggest that you keep quiet and behave for once."

"Peter!"

"Yes?"

"Nothing."

"Good. And you can stop smirking, Vincent."

"Yes, Doctor. Cullen, will you take over the stretcher now, while I bring down the service elevator."

Vincent moved ahead through the tunnel and operatied the mechanism to bring the elevator to the 
level of the tunnel entry, then waited until the others joined him. As Father was being eased onto a 
stretcher in the elevator, he turned to Catherine, who was carrying Father's things in a tote bag.

"Thank you for accompanying Father, Catherine. It isn't easy for you, I know that."



She touched his hand gently, then slipped into his arms. "It's all right, my love. I'll let you know as 
soon as Peter has anything to tell us. Try not to worry too much."

***

It was an unsettled night for all in the tunnels, and when Catherine finally came down the next 
afternoon, she found everyone waiting for her in the kitchen. With her hands wrapped around a hot 
mug of tea, she addressed the waiting throng.

"With everyone here, I think we can count this as a Council meeting, can't we, Vincent?"

"Yes. It would be better if this were announced officially."

"Father underwent surgery late last night. He has had his right hip joint replaced and a cracked bone 
in his left hip glued to support it. Peter says that he thinks Father does not need the left hip replacing 
just yet, but will need it done eventually. He wants to see how everything heals before he decides 
finally."

"How in tarnation did Peter get Father to agree to that?"

"He didn't, William. He sedated him and went ahead after he got the results of the x-rays. I gave 
permission as next of kin."

"I know it was necessary, Catherine, but how can we afford those kind of medical costs? 
Hospitalization fees are appalling on their own, without the costs of the medication and the surgery."

"It's all right, Mary. Father is in a private ward having the best of care possible, though I pity his 
nurses when he finally realizes just what we have done to him. And as far as the costs are 
concerned, well, that is what insurance is for. When I moved down permanently, I made 
arrangements with Peter that a type of company health insurance would be arranged to cover any 
emergency such as this. Father's costs are more than covered, without anyone having to worry about 
them. My mistake was not informing Father about it at the time, but what with our wedding and 
everything else, it slipped my mind. It would have taken such a weight off his mind in these last 
couple of months to have known there was no reason he could not go into hospital and have the 
surgery he needed."

"Catherine, we discussed this just before Father's accident. He would not have voluntarily taken 
advantage of the arrangements you had made. He would have insisted that he did not need the 
treatments and that it should be held in case someone else had need. You know in your heart I am 
right, don't you?"

"Yes, I suppose I do. It was just that I never dreamt that the Council would consider ordering Father to
do something, even if it were for his own good."

"It wasn't just for his own good, Catherine," William said. "His short temperedness of late has made 
things difficult for everyone, from the children up. We had to do something before this community 
broke down."

"William is right, Catherine. It had got to the stage where he wasn't even speaking civilly to Vincent," 
Mary interjected. "Peter did say he would make a full recovery, didn't he?"

***



The young nurse smiled as she left the private room. The old man was really amazing. She laughed 
softly to herself as she saw the two visitors lounging at the wall side.

"Okay, you can go in now. We've finished for a while, and before you ask; yes, he is getting better 
and no, there is nothing to worry about. We were just checking his dressings and giving medication. 
Well, scoot, he'll be waiting for you, and by the looks of things he has letters for you to deliver again."

The two street urchins smiled their thanks to her.

"Thank you. We won't tire Father too much, will we?"

"Tire him? No, he looks forward to your visits. In fact, he niggles if you're a little late."

The two youngsters slipped through the door, closing it after them and the nurse moved down the 
hallway into the ward reception area.

"You know, I think that Dr. Wells gets younger every time I see him. If you know what I mean?"

The receptionist looked up at her and smiled her agreement.

"Yeah. I know just what you mean. I've got to admit that he's easier to manage now. We know he's a 
retired doctor and that the street kids are part of his Foundation. I don't think I've ever seen street kids
so clean and well mannered. You know, I was talking to that Eric, the little one with the glasses, and 
he was quoting a piece of Shakespeare to me, as if he really liked it, instead of having been forced to 
learn it."

"Yeah. Samantha and Kipper were asking me about Dr Wells' treatment when he leaves the hospital 
next week, and they really understood what had to be done to make sure he continued to progress as
well as he already is. Hey, look at the time. I'd better get moving. See you later, Tina."

"Sure, Jan. Yes sir, can I help you?"

"I hope so. Dr. Wells is on this floor I understand. May I see him? I'm his son."

"Of course, sir. He's in Room 8, over on the right at the end of the corridor. There are a couple of your
Foundation kids in with him at the moment, but I'm sure you won't be interrupting them if you go 
straight in."

The tall, slim, dark-haired man nodded his head in thanks and moved quickly up the corridor. The two
nurses looked at each other and whistled softly.

"He's a honey, isn't he?"

"Sure is. So that's Catherine's husband. I wonder how he got the scars."

Devin knocked gently on the door and opened it, stepping through and looking over to the figure 
raised slightly in the bed. Samantha and Kipper stood quickly to face him, then visibly relaxed as they
recognized Devin.

"Devin... When did you get back to New York? How did you know I was here? It's good to see you 
again. How are you?"

"I'm fine. Hi, kids. How's he been?"

Samantha and Kipper looked at each other and grinned. It was too good an opportunity to miss.

"He's fine now. But he was a real pain before."

"Children... Was I really that bad?" The remark had shaken Father more than he had realized and he
looked closely at the grinning children. He knew they would answer him truthfully - and was not quite 
sure if he wanted to hear their answer.



Samantha looked at Kipper and spoke for both of them. 

"You hurt, Father, not us." She hurried on, not wanting him to misunderstand. "You were hurting, and 
you snapped and snarled a lot. Some of the little kids were a bit frightened. They thought you didn't 
want them any more and they would be put out of the tunnels, but once Mary and Catherine and 
Vincent explained what was wrong, they understood."

"I guess we'll be going now. We'll deliver those letters for you at once and be back tomorrow morning 
in case you need us. Bye, Devin. See you later." Kipper waved a farewell and turned Samantha out of
the room before him.

"We'd better warn them that Devin's back. Race you home."

Samantha grabbed his arm, holding him back. "Not until we get out of the hospital. You don't want us 
banned, do you?"

"No. But you wait 'till we're outside."

Within the bedroom, Devin stood looking down at his father. The strain he had been through was 
showing a little on his face, but taking all into consideration, he didn't look too bad. Nowhere near as 
bad as he'd been expecting from Catherine's message. It had taken a while to find him and then he 
had been travelling non-stop for the last thirty-six hours to get here. He was tuckered.

"You look tired. Have you been travelling long?"

"A while. I was in Thailand when I got Catherine's message. What did you do to yourself?" Devin 
asked, sitting himself down in a chair and stretching out comfortably.

"I didn't do what I would have told everyone else to do, and what I tell you to do now. Look after 
yourself. I ignored the problems I was having with my hips, and everyone around me paid the price 
when I took out my discomfort on them. Devin, will you do me a big favour please?"

"Of course. What is it you want me to do, Father?"

"Get some sleep, there, if necessary. You look just about ready to fall off your own feet, and no one 
will disturb you for a few hours, I promise."

Devin laughed. "I came here to see how you were, not to fall asleep in front of you. But yes, I am tired
out, and if you don't mind, I will catch a few minutes sleep now that I know you're okay." He stretched 
and yawned then, of their own accord, his eyes closed and his head slumped as tiredness and relief 
took their toll on him.

***

Samantha and Kipper delivered their batch of letters from Father, then went in search of Vincent. He 
was sitting in Father's chamber, pouring over some of the paperwork Father usually handled. 

"You're back early. Nothing wrong, I hope."

The children looked at him, grinning. "No, we left early because Father had another visitor."

Vincent looked up at them closely. He knew them too well not to know that they were anticipating, 
dropping a juicy piece of information.

"Peter?"

"No," Samantha giggled. "Devin."



"Devin... So, Catherine's message finally got through to him.

“How did he look and did he say he was coming here after his visit with Father?"

"Didn't say much at all, to us. When we left, he was talking to Father. He looked terrible though, like 
he hadn't slept in a week. Guess he'll turn up here eventually."

"Kipper!" Samantha chastised him. "We'd better get going, unless you want us for anything else, 
Vincent. We've just been delivering Father's letters for him. There is one for you and Catherine. We 
gave it to her on our way here. She'll probably show it to you later. Bye."

The children disappeared, leaving Vincent wondering what Father had written in the letter to him and 
Catherine, but as they suggested, no doubt Catherine would tell him later. Vaguely, he wondered who
Father had been writing to this time. The letters that had come out fo the hospital so far had been full 
of contrition, and had done much to alleviate the dissent Father had caused before his accident.

In her chamber, Mary sat down and opened the letter the children had passed onto her. Was it 
querying the schooling or the state of health of one of the tunnel dwellers? she wondered. Taking a 
sip of the tea in front of her, she began to read. By the time she had finished, the tea was cold an 
tears ran unhindered down her face.

ST. VINCENT'S HOSPITAL

My Dear Mary,

As I lie here, my mind keeps going back over the last few weeks with acute embarrassment.

Mary, could you find it in your heart to forgive my appalling response to your most kind concern for 
me? Even though I realize I do not deserve it.

Your efforts to help in my discomfort and to ease my imposed burden have brought you only the 
brunt of my displeasure, and stupid attempts to avoid accepting the help I needed when it was 
offered.

I broke one of the main tenets of our existence. The precept that we should give help to those who 
need it, and accept help when we are in need. My selfish pride would not allow me to admit I was in 
need of assistance.

I was also afraid of the fact that without medical help I knew we could not afford, I would be confined 
to either a wheelchair or my bed. The thought of being a burden to everyone was not pleasant. 

I have been stupid and irresponsible, unwilling to accept the help and advice offered to me in good 
faith by all of my dear friends, and now I find that this is but one in a series of letters I must write 
asking pardon of everyone. To realize I had provoked you, to the point that you would find it 
necessary to complain to the Council about my behaviour, was shocking to me, but it still did not 
break through my miasma of self-deceit and blindness. I thought I knew better than everyone else. I 
did not. I was wrong in my actions and thoughts and I have too much to say to you face to face to 
continue this letter much further.

Mary, in my own selfish way, I love you as one of the dearest and oldest friends I have, so I must ask 
again. Please forgive me.

Your most contrite friend

Jacob

***



In the kitchen, William was also reading.

ST VINCENT'S HOSPITAL

Dear William;

My old friend, I have for many years wondered in silence about the way you manage our kitchens. I 
now find myself marvelling at your expertise, and finally, beginning to see your true worth. William, 
you are in truth, a miracle worker. How you manage to feed, so superbly, the amount of people you 
do with the facilities you have available to you, I do not know.

I have also known for years that you are a superb cook. I have found out how superb whilst I am here
in hospital. The food here is almost inedible. Admittedly, we are served balanced meals, but I have 
never in my life came across such a tasteless mass of pap. I can't wait to get home.

You would be appalled by the wastage that occurs within these walls. I know I was. Food improperly 
prepared and poorly served is the least of it. The amount of uneaten meals that are disposed of is 
terrible. If it were possible, the cooks should come to you for lessons in good management. No, my 
friend, I withdraw that remark. I would inflict on no one Below the ordeal of meal times here. 
Catherine does the best she can in supplementing my diet with palatable offerings, but neither she 
nor Peter can smuggle one of your dinners into me. I miss your stews, scones, cakes and biscuits - 
and the never ending supply of tea.

I am prattling on. What is in my mind to say does not come easily from my pen. The day of my 
accident, I overheard you, Mary, Cullen and Pascal discussing what must be done at the Council 
meeting you had called. I became frightened with the thoughts that you would bring me to task for my
behaviour, as I have brought so many of the children. It is only now that I truly realize just how 
objectionable I had become. I offer no excuses, your decision was the right one, and if the 
circumstances had not been different, I hope that I would have finally had the sense to do as you 
were to recommend to the Council. Forgive me for my attitude to you and everyone Below over the 
last weeks - and for my lack of gratitude to you, for all your hard work for us since you joined us so 
many years ago.

Thank you for everything

Jacob.

***

ST VINCENT'S HOSPITAL

My Dearest Children, Vincent and Catherine;

I have spent many hours over these last few days trying to write this letter to you both. I began writing
separate letters, but what I have to say to one I must in truth say to both of you, so one letter is the 
more sensible way.

Please, my dearest ones, forgive me. Your patience with me has been beyond anything I deserve. I 
have been a foolish, selfish old man. There was no excuse for my refusal to take your advice, or for 
me to dismiss your concern as I did.

To you, Catherine, I owe not only the comfort of the release from pain and the promise of easier 
movement about my home, but also from the fear of being forced into a total dependence on others. 



My dear, I also must beg your forgiveness for causing a disruption between yourself and Vincent. I 
know now that your discussion over what would be best for me led you to argue, and for Vincent to 
retreat from you for a while. This should never have happened, and I can only ask your pardon.

My only defense is that I had no idea I had become so objectionable, which is in truth, no defense at 
all. Your kindness to me whilst I have been in the hospital, and your attempt at protecting me at 
home, only go once more to prove your most loving and generous nature. I cannot wait to get back 
home and attempt to repay, in some way, all that I owe you, my dear.

Vincent. Vincent, I miss you. I miss your face and your voice and your touch. I miss being constantly 
defeated at chess, at being out-read and out-quoted, but please my son, DON'T ever let me get like 
that again. Soon, I will return home and we will talk, because my hands can't put onto paper all my 
heart would say to you. I can never apologize enough for the pain and distress I have caused you, 
more so because if I questioned you on the matter you would deny it, say it did not matter. But it 
does. I... I don't think I can write much more to you, my son. In two days, God willing, I will be home 
again. I know in my heart that I say I will obey my surgeons' advice and take things easy, let my 
strength return slowly and at its own pace. I also know, if the truth is told that I will not do this. So I 
must ask you, Vincent, keep this letter in front of me when I try to go too fast, when I try to take over 
again, as I must admit I will. I charge you and Catherine to sit on me, keep me under control, as I 
would my patients in the hospital at home. But most of all, I beg you both to forgive a cantankerous 
old man and love him despite himself.

Your penitent Father

Jacob Wells

***

The private ward was quiet and dark when the door slid gently open and closed again. A tall shadow 
moved silently to the wall and gently opened the blinds a slit, allowing a thin sliver of moonlight to 
enter. Not that he needed it, but the sleeping forms on the beds would. Vincent grinned to himself. 
Devin was stretched out on a makeshift bed along one wall, whilst Father occupied the hospital bed in
the centre of the room. Moving with his accustomed silence, he went and knelt at Devin's side, 
placing one hand gently over Devin's mouth, he shook his shoulder with the other.

"Wake up, Devin. It's a full moon. Are we going Above to play in the park?"

To the almost comatose man in the bed, it was a perfectly reasonable request from his kid brother, 
except somehow it didn't feel quite right.

"G'way, m'tired. Go back to sleep, Vincent, 'n don't wake up the old man!" Old man... OLD MAN... 
OLD MAN... FATHER. Father in hospital. Vincent. Vincent. VINCENT!

The eyes above the restraining hand shot open and Devin, now fully awake, could feel the shaking of 
Vincent's body as he suppressed his laughter. Removing his hand from Devin's face and assisting 
him to sit up, the two embraced then looked at each other.

"Jesus, Vincent. You startled me. You okay? What are you doing here?"

"Visiting Father. I do whenever I can. This room has an easy access to the roof and a tunnel entry not
too far away. I came tonight to see if you were coming Below when Father comes home, and to check
the arrangements for getting Father back down. He is released from hospital tomorrow, we hope."

"There is no we hope about it. I'm getting out of here tomorrow even if I have to discharge myself, 



Father declared. “And nothing you can say or do will change that, Vincent. Peter and my surgeon 
have already agreed."

"Good. Then when I return, I will tell everyone to expect you home about seven o'clock."

"Yes, if you would. Vincent... I would be obliged if you would read this letter out to the Council before I
come home. It contains some things I want cleared up, before I face everyone again, and it will be 
easier if I am not Below when it is read."

"Yes, of course." Vincent took the letter Father passed to him and looked at it with curiosity. He did 
not like the sound or the feel of Father's voice as he spoke to him, and wondered just what he was up
to.

"I had better get back, Father. It is late and you need your rest." 

He chuckled to himself as he looked at his brother's sprawled figure; Devin was sound asleep again.

"Catherine and Peter have arranged transport for you tomorrow afternoon and I will see you at home 
tomorrow night. Sleep well, Father."

"And you, Vincent. Give my love to Catherine. I'll see everyone tomorrow, and Vincent, you won't 
forget that letter, will you?"

"No, Father. I won't. Good-night."

***

"Catherine! Read this, please!"

Catherine took the letter from Vincent's hand and looke at him before her eye dropped to the paper 
she held. It was Father's letter to the Council and contained his resignation.

***

It was early morning and Vincent had called an emergency Council meeting, immediately after 
breakfast. He had begun the meeting by reading out the letter from Father.

To the Council;

Forgive me, my friends, if this letter is a formal one, but under the circumstances I feel no option is 
open to me but to make this an official announcement.

Due to my recent behaviour and my complete disregard of the rules and precepts of this community, I
feel I must present to the Council my decision to resign as head of the Council and the formal title of 
Father that goes with the position.

That I have behaved so badly as to deserve the calling of a Council meeting to force me into 
accepting aid for myself, and my appalling behaviour towards my friends and family, made it 
impossible for me to continue in such a position of honour. If I cannot trust my judgement towards 
myself, how can I recommend a course of action to anyone who may be brought up before our formal
legislature? I cannot, not with any degree of confidence.

So, my friends and colleagues, I must renounce the place of Father in the Community and its 
leadership.



If I may be permitted one last recommendation before this resignation takes effect, it would be to 
place Vincent's name as head of the list to beome Father to us all. I need not speak of his 
trustworthiness. It goes without question. His judgement and fairness to all are above reproach and I 
have no doubt that he will be totally acceptable, should you decide to give consideration to my 
request.

Please be assure of my complete and utter support in the future, and best wishes in all you do.

Jacob Wells.

"No way! Vincent, there is no way we are going to accept this." William's voice was strident and cut 
across the babble of noise in Father's study.

"I agree, William, as does everyone here, but how are we going to handle this?"

"You don't!"

The voice rang through the chamber and Vincent looked up at Devin, standing on the steps leading 
down into it.

"You don't handle it."

"Just you...." William became silent as Vincent's hand raised before him, the look in Vincent's eyes 
questioning, and a slow smile beginning to tease the corners of his mouth.

"You knew of this letter, Devin?"

"Yes. Father read it to me before he gave it to you. I've had a few more hours than you to consider it, 
and you don't do anything. Here's what I thought on my way down. Let's see what you can suggest 
after you hear me."

***

Father returned to the tunnels and his home just before supper time and was not too surprised at the 
lack of attention his return caused. Mary would be settling the children down for the night and William 
would be busy in the kitchen, catering to all who needed to be fed. He could hear Pascal busy on the 
pipes and had followed word of his own return over the pipes from its first transmission by the first 
sentry he, Vincent, Peter and Devin had passed. Vincent had already explained that Catherine had 
been delayed, as Jacob Junior had a cold and she did not wish to leave him at this moment. Of 
course, Jacob Senior understood this, but deep inside he felt just a little hurt. These were his friends, 
his family, all of them, and it would have been nice if they had been there to greet him on his return, 
even if most of that return had been in a wheelchair. At last they reached his chamber and home. To 
his dismay it was cold and dark with an air of desertion. Vincent wheeled him in through the lower 
entry, then lit a lamp and some of the candles around the room.

"There, Father. I'll leave you a while to get settled in again, then bring you to the Council meeting. We
are having it in the kitchen. It will be warmer and will not disturb you too much on your first night back.
One of the others will escort you, and Mary will be bringing you in some tea and supper shortly, I 
imagine. Now, if you will excuse me, I wish to see how Jacob is, before Catherine settles him down 
for the night."

Vincent left a rather startled Father and hurried out through the entry again, heading, Father believed,
to his own chambers.



Father eased himself up out of the wheelchair and adjusted the arm crutches that had been left 
conveniently close to him. His sense of desertion strengthened, as he automatically translated the 
messages he heard on the pipes and realized that none of them related to him. This room, his home 
for over thirty years, seemed cold and unwelcoming, as if the heart had gone out of it - and he could 
not quite put his finger on why. He knew he had upset most, if not all of his friends, but had hope that 
the letters he had written to them had gone a little way to easing the displeasure he had caused. But 
perhaps he had been too obnoxious to everyone after all.

A sound outside his chamber made him turn carefully towards it, and he saw Samantha coming in 
slowly. She was holding a tray, presumably with his supper and as she moved over to his desk to put 
it down, she spoke hurriedly to him.

"Father, should you be standing just now? Mary asked me to bring this to you. She says sorry she 
can't come herself, she's helping William prepare a snack for after the Council meeting. She says 
she'll see you later and help you settle in for the night, if you want her to. Here, if I pull our your chair, 
can you sit comfortably to eat this? I'll come back later and lift the tray for you. Sorry, I've got to go 
now and help get the little ones ready for bed. Good-night, Father. I'll see you later." And like a 
whirlwind, she was gone.

Father sat at his desk and studied the contents of the tray, a large helping of stew and a piece of 
apple pie and cream sat before him. They looked, and smelt, extremely appetizing and he knew he 
felt hungry, but he could not face the thoguht of eating alone. Far better to see if he could make his 
way to the kitchen and the Council meeting and get it over with, rather than sitting here in solitary 
magnificence and waiting for the sword of Damocles to fall.

The kitchen was a haven of warmth and light, crowded with all the members of the community. It 
buzzed with the soft sounds of conversation and laughter, the children's voices chiming joyously 
above the sounds of the adults. As he paused, then entered the main chamber, those nearest him 
turned, smiled in welcome and eased him almost unnoticed into the heart of the room. His eyes slid 
over the faces, looking but not really seeing them. Then his gaze fixed on the tableaux in the centre. 
Vincent sat, half turned in a chair, speaking to Devin who was standing to one side and a little behind 
him. At his side sat Catherine, looking up at both men and smiling, and on Vincent's lap Jacob lay 
sleeping, his tiny fingers lost in the huge hand cradling him. Smiling at a comment of Devin's, 
Vincent's eyes dropped to his son's face, then lifted to Catherine's, before raising again to Father's. 
Beyond him, William stood by one of the big kettles with Mary and, perched on the edge of a table, 
his pipe sticks in one hand and the other arm firmly around Kitty one of the newer members of the 
community, sat Pascal, his fingers taping a rather personal code gently on the ridge of her spine. 

Father was relieved of his crutches and carefully handed to a chair and settled there by Catherine 
and Devin, tea was placed in front of him, but before he could say anything to anyone, William spoke.

"Well, now that everyone is here at last, I guess we can begin. There's only one item on the agenda 
tonight and that is Father's letter of resignation, read to us earlier by Devin, and I propose we take a 
vote on it. All those in favour of accepting Father's resignation say Aye. All those in favour of refusing 
Father's resignation say No.

NO

"Motion carried unanimously. Father, your resignation is refused. The Council meeting is over. It's 
party time, let's eat. Oh, by the way, Father. Welcome Home."

END


