
Our Guiding Light

by Gwen Lord

Central Park was looking at its very best this mild autumn evening. So many trees within the park had
given such a varied show in the heat of summer. Some with unique shaped leaves, others with their 
exotic foliage. Now these trees were nearly stripped bare of their grandeur, weaving their magic in a 
thick crisp layer of leaves, in a kaleidoscope of colour that, in bibical times, would have done Joseph's
coat of many colours proud. This carpet of colour stretched as far as the eye could see in every 
direction, now tinged with the last rays of the sun.

Those wishing to walk their dogs in the park hurried along, as the dogs scampered into the leaves, 
sending them up into the air, only to fall once again to the ground beneath. With the setting of the 
sun, this wonderland would become a place of terror, where no one walked in safety, and thugs ruled 
a very different park.

Far below Central Park, another world existed, a secret place, where the tunnels offered the 
inhabitants a safe haven from a world that had rejected them, where they had been targets of abuse, 
ridicule and shame, making them outcasts from the mainstream of society. As these people lost 
everything bit by bit, so they were forced to live as best they could, hiding in alleys, in doorways, until 
driven by cold, they sought shelter in the tunnels, which formed a network below all they had once 
controlled above.

It was into this environment that Jacob Wells had found himself over 25 years ago. He, too, had lost 
all; the job he had worked so hard for, his wife and all his friends. Like so many before him in this 
same situation, he took to living rough. It was a kind-hearted woman returning to the safety of the 
tunnels who came across Jacob, heard his dreadful cough coming from the shadows.

Grace was a woman who couldn't ignore a person who was obviously very ill, so she parted the 
undergrowth and found a desperately sick man. Offering him her arm, she took him into the tunnels, 
deep into the safety of Mother Earth, where she nursed him back to full health again. As his strength 
returned, he began to explore this place, where no one judged his fellow man, but found instead that 
love was the kingpin to acceptance. It wasn't Utopia, but Jacob Wells, with his keen eye and sharp 
brain, could see the potential here. So armed with a few ideas, he quickly formed a Council.

One of the first members was Danial Ascal, whose wife had died giving birth to their son, due to living
rough. Because society had made them outcasts, he was quick to want to make this place their 
home, even though it was where the sounds of footsteps could instill terror and knives were the 
language they used. His wife, Polly, had wanted their child so much that, in her honour, Daniel put the
initial of her name in front of their name, to become Pascal.

A college friend who kept in touch, was Peter Alcott, a doctor, who promised to help as much as he 
could. He too joined the Council, and so a new way of life was set in motion. Isolation and twisted 
dreams were gone, enabling them to put aside their fears as they each grew stronger, learning how to
give help and be able to accept help too. Gradually, they all became part of one another, one family, 
one community. Each year, after that memorable beginning, they held their own Thanksgiving, calling
it Winterfest. In the Great Hall, they would pool what little they had, to celebrate and thank those who 



had helped them. It became their time to remind themselves that the greatest dark is NOTHING, as 
long as they shared the light.

*****

In 1988, as if by some unseen force, a hand was guiding a certain man to write. Unknown to him 
then, what he wrote would alter the course of so many lives, bringing pleasure to millions and be a 
light at the end of the tunnels of our own mundane lives. In a world where daily we read of 
selfishness, greed, terror, rape, lust, robberies, murder, nation at war with nation, man against man, 
where morals and rules we used as guidelines to a moral society seemed lost forever, came this 
television programme.

It entered our homes, it entered our lives and it captured our hearts. Week after week, we were 
shown that these people who lived Below had riches far beyond those of their fellow beings Above. 
We were reintroduced to morals, to loving, caring and sharing. These lost emotions felt right, they had
been lost in what we call progress. Rekindled and re-nurtured, we once again felt pride in being a part
of a society at which so many scoff, but we got so much back. If only they had realized it, those who 
scoffed were the ones missing out.

Millions of us have been touched by "Beauty and the Beast", created by Ron Koslow, and acted with 
a chosen law, who were hand picked for this special mission. Those who couldn't see what we could 
were very quick to chaff and scorn, and bring it down on its heels. But those who had been touched 
by this strange and magical experience, are out there, day after day, helping and caring amongst us. 
Those who, without this programme, would not have found the strength to look deep enough inside 
themselves, to see their God-given talents, that they had lacked the courage to use. 

The people Below celebrate Winterfest, giving thanks for so much. So, we follow their example, 
attending conventions wherever they may be. Some travel halfway around the world to be there; it's 
like a Mecca for us all. We feel this driving force inside us, needing to keep alive these special 
friendships we have formed; the understanding and love we want to share, to make each day worth 
living.

Compared to the vast numbers of us on this planet, we are a small group. But, as our arms reach out,
we have the strength and we are not quitters. We have been allowed a glimpse of this miracle and we
will never let go. So to keep it alive in our hearts, we attend these functions. Even the actors, who 
were hand chosen, agree that no one thought when the pilot was made that it would get any further. 
Then the magic touched them also, as now they are only too happy to grace these conventions, 
helping in their own way, to strengthen this family.

Working as a team, one day, we will get what we yearn to have. Jacob Wells is still there, in our 
mind's eye, holding his family together. Mary is there with her loyalty, Vincent with his wisdom, 
Catherine with her unshakeable dream, the light at the end of Vincent's tunnel. 

We are within a hand's grasp of having our dream come true. All we need to do is to hang in there, to 
be strong and not be swayed by those who do not understand, or blow hot and cold. We owe it to 
ourselves, to "Keep This Special Dream Alive."

Let's hope, when spring returns to Central Park, when the new leaves in all their splendour grace the 
park, that Vincent will be seen dashing along the tunnels to the threshold, to tell his beloved 
Catherine, that ... THE DREAM CONTINUES.


