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Peter Alcott stormed into Father’s chamber, and stopping in front of Jacob’s desk, 
planted his fists on the old desk top and glared into a pair of startled grey eyes

“So!  You finally got what you wanted,” he ground out through clenched teeth.

Recovering his usual aplomb, Jacob Wells looked up into the stormy blue eyes of 
his longtime friend.  “It was necessary,” he said defensively.

“Necessary?  It was foolish, stupid, and selfish.”

“I’m only trying to protect them.”

“It looks more like interference to me,” Peter bit off the words tersely.

Jacob’s face hardened into a mask of defiance.  “I’m only doing what I think is 
right.”

Shaking his head at Jacob’s obstinacy, Peter said, “Jacob, Jacob, what have you 
done?  I don’t know how you convinced him . . .”

“By using the facts,” Jacob interjected.

“By twisting the facts to suit your purposes,” Peter retorted, stating what he knew 
was the unvarnished truth.  “And,” he continued, “you’ve condemned both of 
them to an unhappy and unfulfilled life.”

“At least, they will be alive.”

“I doubt if they would look at it that way.”

With a snicker of disdain, Jacob asked, “Has Catherine been whining to you?”

“No!” Peter answered.  “She would never do that.  But I have seen her, and she 
grows more apathetic every day.  She’s steadily giving up.”  He paused and took a 



deep breath.  “I think she’s slowly dying, Jacob.  Have you considered what her 
death could do to him?  Would he want to live without her?”

Ignoring Peter’s question, Jacob said derisively, “Oh, she’s just acting.  I always 
thought that she was the consummate actress.”

“How can you belittle her like that, Jacob?  That’s small and mean of you.  Have 
you even been to see her?”
“No, why should I?”

“You might learn a thing or two.  I’m going to talk with Vincent, see if I can 
reason with him.”

“He’s not here; he’s gone far below,” Jacob said, looking smugly into his friend’s 
concerned face.

Peter looked at him sharply.  “How long has he been gone?”

“Two weeks or so.”  He would not let Peter know that Vincent had been gone for 
several weeks or that he was worried about him.  He was certain that when 
Vincent had worked his way through the loss of Catherine, he would come home 
as strong as ever.

“You haven’t seen him in two weeks?  Then you don’t know what condition he 
might be in.  How’s his state of mind?”

“He’s all right; I tell you.”  Jacob shrugged.  “Of course he’s unhappy, and he’s 
been very quiet and withdrawn, but he’ll be better after awhile.  He’s strong.  
He’ll come through this just fine.”

Peter leaned forward determinedly and fixed his friend with an intense glare.  
Jacob had the grace to look uncomfortable.  “Jacob, I beg of you to think about 
what I’ve said.”

Nodding slightly, Jacob watched his friend march stiffly from the chamber.  Ah, 
silence.  Usually he welcomed any peace and quiet he could find, but this silence 
seemed to press coldly in on him.  Peter’s words echoed in his mind, and he began 
to doubt the wisdom of his actions.  What did he know of Vincent’s present state 
of mind?  Could he be in the same emotional tailspin that Peter said was 
happening  to Catherine?  Could that be the reason he hadn’t returned yet?  He 



didn’t know and suddenly he was afraid.

Deciding to see for himself if Catherine’s situation was as serious as Peter had 
said, he quickly dressed for Above and hurried to the Central Park threshold.  It 
was a lovely warm June day, but in his haste and distress, he noticed none of it.

***************

He pounded several times on Catherine’s door before he heard a thin voice ask, 
“Who’s there?”  Her voice was almost unrecognizable, and he gasped with shock 
when she finally let him in.  One would only need to take one look at her to see 
that this wasn’t the vibrant, spirited young woman of just three months ago.  
Haunted green eyes marked with dark circles under them shone feverishly bright 
out of a wan, gaunt face.  She was rail thin and looked as if she could pass out at 
any moment.  The usually immaculate apartment was a mess: clothes and dishes 
scattered everywhere.  “What is it, Father?” she asked dully as she plopped onto 
one of the love seats.  With a tired gesture, she pulled a lock of lackluster honey 
brown hair behind her left ear, exposing the scar in front of it.

“Merciful heavens, child, what have you done to yourself?”

A brief flash of anger flickered in her eyes then disappeared as fast as a lightning 
bolt.  She didn’t have the energy to stay angry with him.  “Nothing.  Why should 
you care?” she said bitterly.  “You have what you want.”  Wearily, she laid her 
head on the back of the sofa.

Unable to answer her accusation, he let the physician in him take over, and he 
asked, “When is the last time you ate anything?”

Dismissively, she waved her hand; it wasn’t important.  Nothing was important 
without Vincent.  “Yesterday . . . Last week . . . I don’t know.”

He bustled around her: checking her heart, her pulse rate.  And pulling down her 
lower eyelid, he found that the inside was so pale as to be almost white.  She was 
seriously anemic.  He called Peter and asked him how he could have let her get in 
this condition.

“I can’t force my medical care on someone if they refuse me,” Peter answered 
huffily.  “Anyway, isn’t it a little late for you to be worrying about her?”



“You’re right, of course, but can you come right away to stay with her?  I need to 
find Vincent . . .  I’m suddenly afraid.”

**************

Half an hour later, Father was in the library talking with Mouse.  “Can you find 
him?”

“Sure.  Mouse knows.  Goes to nameless river.  Followed once.”

“Take Cullen, John, and Bart with you.  You may need to carry him back if he’s 
anything like Catherine.”

“Ok good, ok fine,” the young man whooped as he raced out of the chamber.

Next, Father sent for Mary, dreading what Mouse would find, and if the truth be 
known, dreading what Mary would have to say to him about his interference.  But 
he needed her.

For two days he fretted, waiting to hear from Mouse.  Peter had sent a note saying 
that Catherine was fast losing ground, and that he was thinking of admitting her to 
the hospital.  Jacob had suggested that she be brought Below, to be here when 
Vincent returned.  He had finally admitted to himself that he was interfering in 
something that was beyond his comprehension and control.  He only hoped that it 
wasn’t too late.

Catherine was safely ensconced in Vincent’s large bed and had drifted into a light 
coma, lying there as still as a deer caught in the headlights of a car.  Peter hovered 
over her like a guardian angel.

At last, the news that Father had waited for rang on the pipes.  The rescue party 
had found Vincent lying semiconscious on the sand beside the slow-moving river.  
They were able to rouse him and had taken turns helping him walk back to the 
home tunnels.  Father was shocked at his son’s appearance, and Peter couldn’t 
keep a small smile of told-you-so from his lips.  The young man didn’t look much 
better than Catherine.  He barely had enough remaining energy to walk from the 
door to his bed.  Exhausted, he sat down heavily. 

“Vincent, why didn’t you tell me?” Father cried.



“I tried, Father, but you wouldn’t listen, and finally you won.  I have given 
Catherine up, but I will not  survive her loss.”

Sitting beside his son, Father took the large, furry hands in his.  “I was wrong, 
son.  Forgive me.  I almost ruined the most beautiful thing in your life.”

“Almost, Father?  It is ruined,” the younger man replied bitterly.

“No, my son, no.  She is behind you in your bed, waiting to heal you . . . and for 
you to heal her.”

With a swiftness that dizzied him in his weakened condition, Vincent spun around 
and fell on the bed, taking into his arms the woman he had thought that he had 
lost.  “Catherine, beloved, I’m here.  Don’t leave me, please.  I need you.”  He 
kissed her, rousing her briefly from her deep sleep.

“Vincent?  Are you a dream?  Or am I finally dead?”  She raised a weak hand and 
lightly touched his cheek.  “Oh, you are real,” she cried, as tears gathered in her 
eyes.  “My love, my love,” she whispered and closed her eyes, unable to remain 
awake, drifting into a peaceful sleep with a soft smile on her face.

Vincent stretched out beside her and soon followed her into the first restful sleep 
that he’d had in three months.

Sighing in relief, Father said, “They’ll be all right now.  My god, how could I 
have been so wrong?”

“You let your fear of losing him blind you, Jacob.”  Peter clapped a conciliatory 
hand on his friend’s shoulder.

“You’re right, and almost lost him completely in the bargain.”

“Ah, we’re only human, old friend, and it takes a big man to admit he’s made a 
mistake.”

Nodding soberly, Father took a last fond look at his son and the woman who 
loved him and then followed Peter out of the chamber, leaving the two lovers 
locked in each others arms, growing stronger with each passing moment.
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