
'Twas a Dream – or Was It?

by Gwen Lord

'Beneath the streets of New York city, there is a place beyond imagination.'

Father could see that as a tiny baby, his beloved Vincent was no ordinary baby. His features were 
unusual and his genes held an unsolved mystery as to where he came from, how he was the way he 
was - and why?

As Vincent grew, it became clear that a Demon lived within him, that tried to rule his life. Vincent 
wrestled with his Demon, from time to time, as problems, worry and fear chipped away at him. It 
became known as Vincent's 'dark side'. When this happened, the battle within Vincent was so 
consuming, that everyone feared for their gentle giant. 

There was the time when he wanted to love Lisa in his teenage years and it was denied him. Then 
when Catherine wanted to take him Above to her secret place and this was denied him. There had 
been other incidents, but those were the worst. Now, with Vincent falling in love with Catherine, this 
also was being denied him.

His own Father, on endless occasions, had told him that a life others took for granted could never be 
his. So Vincent took on the role of protector, to keep his beloved safe. This is the only way he could 
love Catherine, but the cases she worked on had of late been more and more dangerous, putting 
Vincent in greater danger, as he spent longer Above. Vincent was now dreading that one day she 
would be taken from him and die before he could reach her.

The straw that finally broke the camel's back came when the roof of one of the caves gave way 
beneath the weight of water in the ground above them. This was due to unusually heavy rains and it 
threatened to flood their home chambers. Winslow and Vincent with arms held high, held the roof in 
place, as lengths of timber were hammered into place to take the weight of the roof. Just when all 
seemed safe, a large rock dislodged itself and came crashing down, hitting Vincent on the back of his
head, sending him crashing to the ground. 

As the weeks unfolded, Vincent lay in the hospital chamber, unaware of life going on around him. But 
in his subconscious another life was unfolding. In the very deep sleep of his coma, where fact and 
fiction knew no boundaries, Vincent's dark side surfaced, showing him the future, a future that was his
worse nightmare, and his mind told him it was true. 

His mind was conjuring up a series of events, so Vincent saw images his eyes could not believe and 
his heart began to break. Vincent thought it was all true and he never for a moment doubted it, 
because he could touch, he could feel, he could smell, he could sense it to be real. So he accepted it 
all, as this new disaster entered his life.

His beloved Catherine was DEAD!

His mind refused to accept a life without her. He blamed himself for being unable to find her in time. 
She died because he wasn't there for her, just when she needed him. Where was the Bond? Again it 
had to be his fault. He could no longer sense her fear. Why? He asked himself this over and over 
again.

*****



"Any change Father?" Catherine asked. as she entered this now very familiar hospital chamber. 
Father looked up from the book he was reading, 'A Tale of Two Cities' and taking off his spectacles 
he told her kindly.

"No change." He loved good books and had collected them over the years from sales or old book 
shops. He knew the truth in the saying:

'All books sit and wait until the right person comes along.'

He had read all the good books endlessly over the years, especially while sitting with his son in the 
times similar to this latest downward spiral in Vincent's other self. Nodding his head in answer to 
Catherine's question, he added again.

"No my dear, but he is moving, restless and keeps murmuring odd words. I have no understanding 
what they mean... or why." 

Closing his book with care, he replaced the spectacles and made to get up.

"Don't get up," she pleaded, coming nearer to him. "Please stay... I need to talk to you."

"Talk Catherine... what troubles you?"

"I've brought a notebook with me Father, and I plan to write down and record all movement, or 
progress Vincent has, and yes, those words you speak of Father, that will be a starting point." 

The old man nodded in agreement. "Writing things down can help enormously to solve things or 
understand them better. Maybe we'll start to piece this jigsaw together," he patted her arm. "Dear 
God, I hope so." He smiled sadly.

"These words, what are they?" she asked him.

"Come, sit with me," he pointed to the seat next to him, as a sign he wanted her to join him.

The large leather sofa was a gift from his old friend, Dr. Peter Alcott, who had insisted on it being in 
this chamber, so Jacob's old bones would appreciate it, sitting as he did, for endless hours, watching 
over his son.

"These words?" her question hung in the air.

"Well... as I said, the words were not clear... mumbled ... but once in a while it is clear."

"Tell me these words," she urged.

"'Book' He clearly said that today."

"Hmmmm."

"Last night he said, 'black', then moments later, 'book', maybe it's one word, 'black-book'?"

"Well, that's two words, so I feel it's an improvement on one," Catherine continued. "Any more?"

"He seems worried about the weather, keeps repeating 'Snow'." Catherine was now busy writing all 
this down in her notebook.

"Then 'helicopter'. I do not see any link, any connection to any of it."

"It will come to us, I promise. We have to try," she pleaded.

"Pascal swears he said, 'Gabriel' last week."

"Hmmmm."

"Jamie speaks of him mumbling, 'baby'. Who's baby can be so important as to worry him in this 
state?" Father pointed out in quiet anger.



"Zack said he repeated, 'dead'."

"Well, Father, like Alice in Wonderland, it gets stranger and stranger."

"It does indeed, my dear."

Then while all was still, Vincent from the bed spoke clearly. "My death," and then sighed.

A noise outside the hospital chamber quickly made Father and Catherine look up in surprise, to see 
the shadow in the doorway materialize into Mary.

"Hello Catherine. Isn't she wonderful to come and sit with Vincent, Jacob? It's wonderful to have you 
here," she said holding out her arms. Catherine smiled and got up to hug Mary.

"Indeed, we are most grateful my dear," Father told her.

"I've made herb tea for you Jacob and there is enough for you also Catherine. It is on your desk 
Jacob, so you two go and have some tea. There's some of William's freshly-made biscuits. They 
smell delicious."

"What would we do without you Mary?" Jacob said with feeling. Sitting down, Mary took her knitting 
out of the bag she had brought with her, and she settled on the side as she proceeded to start to knit.

"Get on with you... before it gets cold."

"Good night Mary," Catherine said with deep respect.

"Good night my dear, I thank you."

Catherine took Father's arm once they had passed through the doorway, and together they walked in 
agreeable silence until they arrived at Father's chamber. Father went in first and turned up the oil 
lamp that hung from a peg on the wall. Then he lit more candles as he progressed in the direction of 
his desk, where the tray of tea and biscuits awaited them. Catherine had remained in the doorway, 
motionless. Turning in her direction Father looked worried at her not following him.

"Catherine... something wrong my dear?" he asked.

"No... no, not wrong. As I waited for you to light the chamber I saw all so clearly how magical a place 
this is."

"It's a haven, Catherine."

"It is like no other place on earth. Who would ever think such a place could be, down in the bowels of 
the earth?" she said with deep feeling.

"Took many years, Catherine, to get it to this you see today."

"Did you never feel it would never be finished, such a huge task?"

"No. When you have a dream, Catherine, and you want it with all your heart, then all the knocks along
the way are meaningless."

"That's like Vincent and I, isn't it?" she smiled sadly.

"Yes it is. There was a time - I'm now ashamed to admit it - but there was a time when I never thought
you would stay. I felt the love Vincent had for you, the love you have for each other, would die, and 
leave Vincent heartbroken. Now I know differently,"

"Thank you, Father."

"I learned from Vincent how different your life was to his, how rich you are, how well-connected you 
are, with a father wanting you to marry well. Then I looked at my son, who could never give you a life.



He has no money, no car, no connections, no job and his features require him to live in a shadow 
world. All his has to give is his heart."

"And that, Father, is the greatest gift of all."

"I know. Come and get your tea before it gets cold," he chided.

"Shall I be Mother?"

"Please do," urged the old man as he eased himself down into his favourite chair.

"Milk?"

"Very little. It takes the taste of the herbs away." Catherine handed him his cup of tea, he thanked her
and took the china cup and odd saucer, not a matching set... but close!

Getting out her notebook once more from her brown leather shoulder bag, Catherine set about trying 
to decipher the connections between the words she had previously written down.

"Do any of the words mean anything to you, Father? The words that Vincent says, any connection, 
any idea?"

"I feel like I'm in court, with my powerful attorney," he chuckled. It was a rare sight to see Father 
smiling these days, thought Catherine.

"Who's Gabriel?"

"Gabriel, hmmmm, his name is poison down here. That is one word that Vincent speaks of I do 
know."

"Really? Tell me," she urged, leaning forward.

"It all started years ago, with a man called Chang. A nasty vindictive Chinese Mafia man, who was 
head of a group of men dedicated to violence as the only answer to anything."

"I remember. Lin had a prearranged marriage made for her, but she was all ready in love with Henry, 
the restaurant owner. Yes, it all comes back to me." Her brow furrowed as she remembered Chang's 
Grandfather's commands. "So what is the connection to Gabriel?"

"Gabriel is Chang's cousin by marriage, his goal is to take over from the Grand Master when he dies. 
To do this he is out to impress the old man. Then, a few months ago Pascal noticed messages 
coming from a new area. Vincent, Pascal, Winslow and Zack went to find its source."

"And?"

"With Vincent's extraordinary keen sense of smell, he detected that acid was being stored near the 
Mirror Pool. One canister with its top left loosely set, was allowing small amounts of acid to drip into 
our main source of drinking water. This over a period of time would have killed us all."

"How did they know of this place?" she asked.

"Oh, Paracelsus of course, has to be at the core of this. His anger lies at my door. He aims to ruin all I
love and hold dear."

"And?"

"He has never forgiven me for banning him from these home tunnels, to the outer tunnel perimeter."

"Tell me... where can I find this... Gabriel? I could bring him to justice."

"No my dear, draw attention to our secret place and we would lose everything."

"This black book, it must mean something?"



"I've no idea," Father stroked his beard.

"Maybe it has lists, names from Gabriel?" she smiled hopefully.

"Your book, Catherine, that's black."

"Yes, it's from work, we all have hardback black books. Oh no! Vincent's worried about something to 
do with my work?"

"Vincent is obsessed, Catherine, with the notion that one day you'll be abducted and the Bond will be 
broken. It is a nightmare he experiences often in his sleep."

"I had no idea I caused him such pain."

"I know."

"I love him. He is my life."

"And this Bond you share ..."

"He told you, didn't he, that he only had this Bond with me? I have no power of knowledge with this 
Bond. Vincent can sense my danger, yet I cannot sense his dangers." This came out on a sob.

"One day, Catherine, you may both share this Bond equally." 

She looked at him and tried to smile. "Until then I promise I'll be more careful, Father."

"We'll come through this, Catherine."

She nodded in agreement.

"Years ago, I knew Vincent had special powers. Maybe his differences heightened these senses. His 
deepest dread is that one day he'll not reach you in time. Your job takes you into great danger, 
Catherine, and that danger puts your life on the line and Vincent's sanity too."

"What am I to do? I now think Vincent's word of 'death' is because of this."

"It is like a jigsaw," he replied. "What a wonderful lawyer you are."

"So?" she smiled at his compliment. "We have the 'black book', which to Vincent represents my work. 
The word 'death' is his dread of this happening. Gabriel is his worry of the safety of these home 
tunnels. Maybe the word 'snow' is also danger fo the tunnels, should a heavy fall cut off all you need 
down here to survive."

"No, we've had major falls in the past, but it has never been a threat. I think the word SNOW is a 
name, a name that worries him."

Both deep in thought, they didn't at first realize Mary had hurried in, all breathless and flustered.

"Jacob! Catherine! Come quickly, Vincent's coming round. Dear God, he's coming back to us! Come, 
let's make haste and waste no time," Mary said as she led the way back to the hospital chamber.

Entering the chamber, they saw Pascal sitting with Vincent, his back to them as they rushed in.

"He's awake!" Father announced, as he took Vincent's hand in his.

"Father?" Vincent's voice was rusty with lack of use.

"I'm here," Father assured him.

"Father... I've lost her... I've... lost Catherine!" Tears were now running down his cheeks.

"I'm here, Vincent," Catherine said, keen to reassure him.

"NO!" Vincent boomed, followed by a snarl and a growl.



"Vincent, stop this nonsense at once!" commanded Father.

"Why do I live... when my heart's best treasure is dead?"

"Vincent," she said slipping her soft hand over his. "I'm here, you've been ill, lost to us... for two 
months!" She tried to hold back two large tears that were forming in her troubled eyes.

"This is a dream... or is this real... how can I tell?" 

He tossed his head madly from side to side. Vincent suddenly tried to sit up and Pascal helped his 
friend. Father quickly pushed a pillow behind his son's back, as Vincent now sat up. Vincent relaxed 
into the comfort of the pillow

"How can this be?" Vincent asked quietly.

"Drink some liquid, Vincent," ordered Father. "Then, some food. When you have regained your 
strength, we will continue this conversation." 

Winslow, Pascal, Zack and William were summoned to carry Vincent back to his own Chamber, and 
his familiar surroundings, to try and help him get his muddled memories and dreams into some sort of
order.

The first week passed, and into the second week. Nobody mentioned anything to Vincent about his 
ramblings, until his strength returned. Now, the mystery had to be unravelled, but how? It was the 
arrival of Father's friend, Dr. Peter Alcott, that was the turning point. He suggested Vincent spend 
time under hypnosis, as this way the whole root of the problem could be brought out and finally rid 
Vincent of his demons.

"It's his dark side, Peter, like before," he confided.

"No Jacob, not this time. We both know it is not that simple... don't we?" he urged.

"But who? We cannot reveal our world to a stranger."

"He's my cousin, Jacob, and the soul of discretion. He already knows of this place. Please, let me 
bring him down here."

"Very well," said Father reluctantly, yet grateful for the help.

"Tomorrow, mid-afternoon suit you?"

"Yes... yes... Thank you, Peter."

"Lets save the thanks for if and when we achieve a positive conclusion."

The following day, Catherine was gentle and encouraging, but Vincent was uneasy near her, as if she
were a ghost. He remembered how such a person, dressed in white, had led him through different 
places to show him what life without him would be like. Now Vincent saw her as showing him life 
without his Catherine. So he shunned her, so as not to take such a journey with this 'angel' again.

"Vincent, touch my hands, feel my hair... I'm here," she smiled at her beloved.

"Leave me... please... leave me alone," he begged tearfully. Just then, Catherine could hear Father 
approaching with a person who had an unfamiliar voice. Entering Vincent's chamber, Father spoke 
first.

"Ah, Catherine... how's Vincent?"

"The same," she replied sadly.

"May I introduce Dr. Ron Ratcliffe."



"Doctor... I think we have already met... in a courtroom, a few months ago?"

"Of course, you are with the DA's Office. I'm very pleased to meet you again."

Father begged them all sit down, as Vincent lay on his back, looking at the roof of his chamber. All of 
them went quiet, Dr. Ratcliffe spoke.

"Vincent, look at me... No, not like that, really look at me... LOOK INTO MY EYES... Tell me what you 
see."

Father suddenly shifted to the edge of his seat, intrigued at this doctoring.

"What's wrong?" he asked.

"Nothing's wrong. Your son is now hypnotized."

"So soon... are you sure?"

"I'm sure, Mr. Wells."

"Wow!" was all Catherine could say.

"Vincent."

"Yes?"

"That's your name?"

"It is."

"I'm here to help you."

"I know."

"Then, tell me, what troubles you?" Vincent's inner pain was now echoed in his face.

"Vincent, find the words."

"I'll try."

"Tell me the meaning of certain words that I give you."

"Yes."

"Book." There was a pause, a silence almost.

"Black Book, Gabriel, Snow, Death," More silence followed.

"Take your time, Vincent." There was a long pause and then the Doctor continued.

"From the beginning," he urged.

"Catherine, she is my life, we have a Bond, I can feel what she feels, her fears, her joy... yet we 
cannot have a life, truly together. So I protect her... keep her safe from harm, her works put her in 
constant danger."

"Good, Vincent, continue."

"Then one night, I waited at our secret place and she never came. The Bond we shared was gone, so
I had no idea how to find her. For months I toured the streets, searching for her. Then I found her, as 
Gabriel moved her further away from me. Again she was lost to me. I felt my life had ended. Then 
one night I felt a jolt, like a single heartbeat and it came again and again. I got my cloak and ran to 
find the source of this beat inside me."

"Yes, Vincent, go on," he encouraged.



"It took me to a disused warehouse, not far from here, and I mounted the flight of stairs. The strange 
beat inside became stronger and stronger until I felt it explode within me, then peace. Where was I? 
On a roof, and with a helicopter taking off... Then a voice I recognized said, oh so quietly, ... 'Vincent',
It was Catherine, all white and dying. She told me we had a son and this Gabriel had kidnapped him, 
then in my arms... she... she... died." 

A growl erupted, echoing around the chamber. Then when Vincent had gathered himself together he 
continued. 

"I tracked this Gabriel down and his friend Snow, finally finding my son, alone in a cot, crying. I 
instantly knew that the Bond was back, in... my son." 

Nobody said a word. Dr. Ratcliffe clicked his fingers, and Vincent was out of his hypnotic trance. 

Moments lay in the air like rain clouds, ready to drop their heavy load. Father coughed.

"Vincent, it is all over now and so very clear to me... to us all, that those words you kept repeating 
were a part of your ongoing nightmare. Now, we understand their meaning and significance, and why 
it was you no longer wanted to live."

"Thank you, Father."

"But, but, my boy, it was only a terrible nightmare, brought on by certain incidents in yourself. The 
dark side could see this was his big chance to devour you. He fed you your worse nightmare... 
Catherine's death." 

Vincent looked at his Father and the look on his son's face stunned him, as Vincent gave his answer.

"But she did die! Why won't you believe me? In my arms on that cold and windy roof!"

"No Vincent, she didn't. It was all a dream, with no substance."

"So... Catherine... you are real?" he asked, looking into her eyes.

"Yes Vincent, I'm truly alive."

"Catherine, oh Catherine!"

Suddenly, their arms were around each other, and not a dry eye was anywhere in the chamber.

"I think we should leave these two, don't you? They have a lot of catching-up to do and a lot to ponder
over," said Father knowingly.

Catherine got up and hugged Peter, then Father, and finally shook Dr. Ratcliffe's hand, thanking him 
warmly. Finally all had left the chamber, and they were at last alone. 

"Catherine, can you forgive me... ? Forgive the dream where I dared to dream and believed it... 
possible?"

"Vincent, the fact you had those thoughts in your dream tells me this is what your hearts really 
wants.... what you long for, as I do."

"But look at me, Catherine, tell me what you truly see?" He waited with bated breath.

"I see the man that I love... the only man I'll ever truly love."

"You are not afraid... of me... to love you as a normal man loves a woman?"

"Why should I be afraid?"

"My heart is yours," this was said with a world of feeling and emotion in his words.

"You said we had a child?"



"Yes, a son... I called him... Jacob." They hugged again, as if they would never ever let each other go.

"I'm going to take a leave of absence, to come down here and be with you."

"But...?"

"No buts Vincent. The time for buts is over. This is my desire, my decision."

"I..."

"I love you Vincent, and we can, and will have a life together... and I also like the name Jacob for our 
first son."

With that statement, came a look on Vincent's face that no poet or writer could have done justice to. 
Their Happy Life at last was under way. 

END


