The Eyes Of Love
by Joyce Clarke
ONE
"Catherine, NO! You mustn't!"
"Father, I must - he is my life - without him, there is nothing."
Father had tight hold of both her hands, searching her face for signs of fear - but there was none,
only compassion, determination ... and love.
With only a slight nod of reassurance for Father, she released herself from his grasp and turned
towards the deafening roar coming from the inner cave.
Oddly enough, Catherine was not afraid. Her trust and faith in Vincent was absolute - he was in pain,
the pain of terrible, unimaginable mental torment and he needed her comfort and her love.
The blackness approaching the cave was almost total as she felt her way along the wall. Gradually,
and without being able to see anything, it was more that she sensed a feeling of space and a greying
of the blackness, and Vincent's anguished cries were reverberating off the walls of the cave.
Suddenly, without any warning, he lunged at her, out of the darkness - a full frontal attack, teeth and
claws barred, to ward off the monster who was in his imagination. But it was only Catherine and she
screamed.
"VINCENT!"
It stopped him dead in his tracks. His arms dropped to his sides and he seemed to crumble, as if all
the stuffing and been knocked out of him. His knees buckled and he sank to the floor, except
Catherine was there for him.
She held him to her and slowly lowered herself to the ground, with the wall behind her for support.
She cradled his head to her breast, whispering the age old words of comfort to someone loved and in
pain and torment.
"Shhh, it's all right, it's all right, you're safe now, I'm here, no one is going to hurt you any more. I'm
here and I love you." Rocking him gently to and fro, she began to kiss his face.
There was nothing sexual in her kisses, only comfort and love, and the need to share his distress; to
help banish it forever.
Suddenly, a great sob racked Vincent's body as if the floodgates of his soul had burst - and he cried loud shuddering sobs bubbled up from within him and Catherine smiled as her own tears mingled
with his, for this was not the beast within him, this was Vincent, the man, and he had come back to
her. Now the healing could begin.
She sat there rocking him gently to and fro, murmuring soothing words of comfort and love and
allowing him the time he needed to cry himself out.
At last, Vincent began to calm and Catherine heard Father coming. They were bathed in a soft yellow
light, as Father put his lamp down on the floor. Then kneeling down, he hugged both of them and
they all cried together.
"Come on," Father said, smiling through his tears. "Let's go home."
Father sent Pascal on ahead to let everyone know that all was well and that they were bringing
Vincent home. Father and Mouse led the way, with Catherine and Vincent, arms wrapped around

each other, following silently behind. No one had any spare energy for conversation. Explanations
would come later.
***
Pascal and William were waiting in Vincent's chamber, to see if any help would be needed putting
Vincent to bed. It was good thinking, because Vincent would most certainly have collapsed in the
clothes he stood up in. As it was, between the two of them, they got him out of his clothes, into a
night shirt, helped him to the bathroom, then brought him back and rolled him into bed.
Meanwhile, Catherine disappeared to organise some tea for them all.
Father watched Catherine pour his tea. "Catherine, I don't know what to say to you; how to thank you
for what you've done here tonight."
"Father, I am just glad that I was able to do it - though I don't know if we are completely out of the
woods yet. I just hope we are."
"Well, something I do know, Cathy, it is too late for you to be going home tonight."
"Father, I'm not leaving Vincent's side until he is fully recovered and back to his normal self."
"Are you sure, Catherine? It's a lot to ask of you."
"I nursed Vincent for three days in my apartment, he doesn't hold any secrets for me anymore. I
ought never to have let him come home alone - if I'd come back and stayed with him, may be none of
this would have happened. But there is something you can do for me. Could you get a message to
Peter and ask him to go and see Joe and get me some time off work? Peter will know what to say
and it will be more convincing coming from him. Father, when you've finished that tea, it's off to bed
with you, too."
"Yes, Ma'am," and he hugged her to him. "Good night, my dear."
Catherine carried the tray of tea into Vincent's chamber. He was still awake, but only just.
"I've brought you some tea, would you like some?"
"Yes, please." Vincent looked so lost and forlorn. "I thought you had gone home, Catherine."
"I am home. You're my home," and she smiled at him as she held the cup of tea to his lips.
He took a drink of it and Catherine finished the remainder. It was just a small intimate gesture, but
Vincent's eyes lit up with undisguised pleasure.
"Would you like some more?"
"Yes, please."
She did the same again and after putting the cup down, asked, "Vincent, where do-you keep your
shirts?"
"In that chest over there, why?"
"I need something to sleep in."
By the time Catherine had returned from the bathroom in her 'night shirt', Vincent was fast asleep.
She slipped her boots off and climbed into bed beside him, snuggling up into his warmth and
wrapping one of his arms around her, was asleep within seconds.
They slept the peaceful sleep of exhaustion and relief, for the next ten hours, curled up in each
other’s arms as if it were the most natural thing in the world for them to do.
Catherine did not know if she was dreaming - she had dreamed these dreams so many times before.

She could feel Vincent's breath on her face and then his mouth gently kissing her neck and brushing
her cheek. In her sleep drugged state, she did not want to wake up in case it was just a dream and
she did not want it to end.
Catherine turned her face towards him, searching for his mouth, murmuring, "Vincent, I want you, I
want you ..." And then, all the wanting and the longing they had kept bottled up inside them for more
than two years, suddenly exploded in a tide of passion, that could not be denied and they were
devouring each other hungrily.
Their clothes were discarded onto the floor as their bodies meshed, almost as if they were trying to
find sanctuary within each other. Desperately, flesh sought haven within flesh and within each other’s
encircling arms and legs, they searched for and found surcease from all their aloneness and their
wanting.
All Vincent's fears of hurting Catherine were totally unfounded and the physical act of love, no matter
how often repeated, was insufficient for their needs. Even in the intervals in between, they clung
desperately together; they groped drowsily but anxiously for each other if the moments of sleep
separated them, even for an instant.
Catherine was the first to wake up, with an urgent need to go to the bathroom. She kissed Vincent
and reassured him she would not be long.
Some minutes later, she returned, grinning from ear to ear and carrying a picnic hamper. "Food,
Vincent, and someone has put a chair at the tunnel entrance to your chamber with a great big DO
NOT DISTURB notice on it."
Catherine clambered back onto the bed; both of them laughing, relaxed and happy. They found a
notice pinned on the inside of the hamper: TO KEEP YOUR STRENGTH UP. WILL BE
REPLENISHED AT REGULAR INTERVALS ... WILLIAM
"Catherine, I'm not ready to share you with anyone just yet."
"I know Vincent, I don't want to share you either. I think we have earned the right to some time
together." She grinned wickedly up at him. "So, Vincent, we had better obey our instructions and
keep our strength up!"
It was four days before they reluctantly left what had become 'their' chamber and they both felt a little
apprehensive and shy. They had decided to take the bull by the horns and arrived for the evening
meal, when everyone would be present.
No one noticed their quiet arrival, as they stood nervously in the entrance to the singing chamber,
Vincent's arm possessively around his Catherine.
It was Mouse who first let out a cry of, "Vincent! Catherine!" and almost fell full length, in his rush to
extricate himself from out of the bench seat, between Jamie and Pascal.
Father pushed back his chair and got to his feet, wreathed in smiles, as he welcomed his son and the
woman who surely had become his daughter.
Someone started to dap and suddenly everyone was on their feet, clapping and cheering. The joy of
having their much-loved Vincent and his Catherine back in their midst, was indeed something to
celebrate and William, in his usual outspoken manner, slapped Vincent on the back and laughed.
"I thought we'd have to send in a team of stretcher-bearers to get you out of there, Vincent."
Catherine and Vincent could not help themselves and collapsed in a fit of giggles. The ice was well
and truly broken and they were home - home in the bosom of their family and to Catherine, this was
her family - her life - to be protected at whatever the cost.
She gazed up at Vincent, eyes swimming with tears and unashamed love and happiness.
They savoured every moment of their time together and the joy of no longer having to deny their
feelings for each other. They talked, holding hands, she reaching up to touch his face and gazing into

his beautiful blue eyes, and he, still incredulous that such a woman could love him the way Catherine
did.
Whatever they did, they had to be touching, or within sight of each other, as though they lived in a
momentary dread of being once more separated.
That Catherine and Vincent now shared the same bed, was accepted by everyone Below, as the
most natural thing in the world. Vincent was the most loved and valued member of their community
and the fear of losing him had been very real. No one could ever replace him and they knew now,
that no one could ever replace Catherine.
***
TWO
In another part of the city, Elliot Burch was working, late as usual - or at least he was trying to, except
he could not get Cathy out of his mind.
It was over two weeks now, since they had broken into that penthouse suite and he'd not been able
to get in touch with her since. Her office said she was off sick and she was not at home. All he got
was the answer 'phone.
His mind was full of questions that refused to go away and he wanted the answers to them - but more
than anything, he wanted Cathy's trust. If he couldn't have her love, he wanted her trust; wanted her
to know that whatever secrets she had, they were safe with him.
Like everything else that was important to Elliot Burch, it was becoming an obsession with him.
It was more a gut feeling than anything he could put his finger on, but he desperately wanted to get
back inside that penthouse site. He had had it under general surveillance for the past two weeks and
no one had either entered or left. There was no sign of the occupant.
He dialled Manning's number. "Mr Manning, it's Elliot Burch here. I'd like you to get me back into that
penthouse suite - just get me in there and you can go home. Yes, I know you don't approve, but I
don't pay you to approve, I pay you to do it ... please ..."
They successfully gained entry and although Elliot thanked him and told him to go home, Manning
refused. He gave Elliot a telephone bleeper and told him he'd wait outside and keep watch; warn him
via the bleeper if anyone came near.
Elliot was quietly grateful.
Using a small pocket torch, he checked all the rooms, making sure no one was in residence and then
he turned on the lights. He made straight for the concealed room that Cathy's friend had been found
in, working on the principle that if there was anything to hide, it would be in there.
There was nothing very obvious, just bare walls, bare floor and a chair, which he placed so that the
doors could not be closed in on him. Elliot started tapping the walls, looking for a possible hidden
cavity, when he noticed what looked like an air vent in the corner, dose to the floor. The grille was
about nine inches square.
He got down on his hands and knees and shone his torch into the grille, but could see nothing. He
had brought a few useful tools along with him, in a leather wallet and he soon had the front of the air
vent removed.
There was nothing there, just a hole - it obviously wasn't an air vent. He shone his torch inside and it
reflected on something at the back of the opening. Elliot felt for what he had seen - a handle and he
pulled.
Out came a long metal box and the owner must have thought it was quite safe where it was hidden,

because it wasn't locked. Elliot picked it up and carried it into the room where the lighting was better
and placed it on the desk.
Inside the box was a fairly large envelope and four full soft leather draw-string bags. Elliot removed
the contents of the envelope - they were photographs.
"My God! What the hell ...?"
He was looking at photographs of Vincent, taken by the newspaper reporter - Bernie Spirko - in the
tunnels below Catherine's apartment. On one of them, Catherine could be distinctly seen in the
background, wide-eyed and frightened, with some tape across her mouth.
"What on earth is Cathy involved in? Is this - whatever he Is - protecting her, or holding her captive?"
Elliot became aware he was talking to himself and shook his head in an attempt to dear his thoughts.
He unfastened one of the leather bags. "Gold!"
He sat down on the chair and tried to work out what to do next. His mind went back to the night on
the docks when he and Cathy were almost killed together. The noises he heard - like animal sounds.
A man who looked like the one in the photographs could be quite capable of making the sounds he
had heard that night - sounds that Cathy told him to forget. He also had to forget that she had known
her way through those tunnels, right back to Central Park - and she went back into those tunnels
when he left her. Did she go back to this man in her life?
One thing was for sure, Cathy knew more than she was letting on and if these photographs fell into
the wrong hands, her life could be in great danger.
He put the photos back into the envelope, relieved to see the negatives were with them. He put the
envelope into his inside jacket pocket, emptied the tin box of its contents and closed the lid. Then he
put everything back the way it was and closed up the secret room again.
Putting the bags of gold into the inside pockets of his overcoat, he turned all the lights off and slipped
quietly from the apartment.
Elliot knew where he was going - straight to the docks and that grate cover he and Cathy had
escaped down that night - into the tunnels.
He had quite a job persuading Manning to leave him on the docks, late at night, but eventually he
was alone and found his way to the grate without any trouble.
Once in the tunnels he took the route he and Cathy had taken that night, but after walking for some
time, realised he was lost ...
***
Vincent and Catherine were spending the evening with Father and Mary. They felt they had neglected
Father of late, although they knew he understood they needed this time together.
Pascal and Mouse came rushing into Father's chamber. "Vincent, there is someone in the tunnels,
possibly lost or injured. He's sending a distress signal on the pipes - in Morse Code. Will you come?"
Vincent turned to Catherine, squeezing her hand. "I'll be as quick as I can."
"It's all right Vincent, I'm coming with you." She still could not bear to let him out of her sight.
Pascal led them to the pipe the message was coming through on. Vincent listened.
"It's more than just a distress call, Pascal ... C, A, T, H, Y ... Cathy. Where's the pipe originate?"
"Down near the docks."
Vincent took hold of Catherine's hand. "Any ideas Catherine, who it could be?"

"Vincent, I've a funny feeling that it could be Elliot."
"What makes you think that?"
"Because it's just the sort of hair-brained thing he would do - but he must be desperate."
"Well, let's go find out."
Cathy walked up front with Mouse and Pascal, while Vincent hung back in the shadows.
Vincent had tapped out a message in Morse Code, to let whoever it was, know they were coming.
Catherine saw him first, sitting on the dry sandy floor, with his back to the tunnel wall.
"Elliot!"
"Cathy!" and he hauled himself to his feet, beaming with pleasure as he came towards her.
She allowed him to take hold of her hands.
"And what are you doing here, Elliot?" she asked him, as if she were talking to a naughty little boy.
Elliot glanced at the two men with her. "It's all right, Elliot, this is Pascal and this is Mouse. Now, tell
me why you're here."
"Cathy, I went back to that penthouse suite tonight, where we found your friend. I found some
photographs that scared the hell out of me and you're on them." He drew the envelope out of his
pocket and handed it to her. "I know it was a risk going back there, but I wanted some answers to all
these questions that keep going around in my head and driving me crazy."
She pulled out the photographs and gasped. "Vincent!"
"Believe me Cathy, I don't wish you any harm, but when I found these and realised that if they fell into
wrong hands ... you could be in danger ... the negatives are there too."
She handed the envelope to Pascal and looking straight at Elliot, she took a deep breath. "Elliot, I
think that maybe it's time you met Vincent."
Vincent had been dose by, listening to the conversation and as he swept majestically towards them,
Cathy's heart flipped and she reached for his hand. Vincent stood possessively dose to her, feeling
her pride as she said, "Elliot, this is Vincent, the man in my life."
Elliot just stared and swallowed, hard. Cathy had an overwhelming urge to laugh and then Vincent
spoke.
"Elliot, I have come to know you quite well over the past two years, because of Catherine - and our
paths have crossed on several occasions. It's good to meet you, face to face at last."
Elliot could not believe the beautifully softly-spoken, cultured voice of this ... man? He reached out
and shook Vincent's hand. "I am beginning to understand the reason for all Cathy's secrets. It's
impossible for you to live in our world because of the way you look - they'd have a field day with you
out there."
"That's true Elliot, but I am not the only reason for Catherine's secrets. It's to protect many other
people; people we love and care about and also our home."
"Of course - that's it!" Understanding registered on Elliot's face. "You live in a secret place, below the
city. That's why you did all you could to stop me building Burch Tower. Cathy, you even promised to
marry me if I would stop building. I was destroying your world." His voice faded away as the
realisation really hit him.
"Yes, Elliot. I would do anything to protect - this man - and my people and our home."
"I never did stand a chance with you, did I?"
"I'm sorry, Elliot. I'm afraid you didn't - I did try and I am fond of you and now you have earned my
trust - our trust." She reached for Vincent's hand.

Elliot grinned, his face dimpling with pleasure. "You have no idea how important that is to me, Cathy."
"Elliot, would you like to come and see where we live? It will help you to understand what it is you are
protecting.'
Elliot looked at Vincent, excitement building in him. "You mean now?"
"Of course."
"I'd love to, but first you can give me a hand carrying these," and he brought out the bags of gold
from his pockets and gave them all one each. "They were with the photographs, so I brought them
with me. I can always put them back before they are missed if you think I should."
Vincent looked inside his bag and smiled. "Elliot, no one is going to miss this, the owner is no longer
with us.'
"You mean he's dead?"
"That's exactly what I mean - maybe now it's time to put his gold to good use."
On the way back, Vincent and Catherine told Elliot all about Paracelsus - the horrific, unthinkable life
he had planned for Vincent when he was found as a baby - right up to how he had terrorised their
world, wanting to take it over and almost destroying Vincent's sanity and leaving Father in that secret
room to die.
Father was surprised at Elliot's arrival, but when everything was explained, he was first relieved, and
later grateful, for what he had done that night.
It seemed at last, that all their troubles were over and he agreed with Vincent, the gold could be put
to very good use. Father smiled to himself - ironical really, John Pater would turn in his grave!
Elliot, Vincent and Cathy, sat up all night talking. Elliot had never felt so at peace with himself, as if
he'd come home. He had never really known that feeling and had always wanted to get away from it go out into the world, searching, working, making money, power - but always that feeling of
emptiness that nothing could fill.
He was amazed and in awe of all that Cathy and Vincent told him and he quietly envied them what
they had, but at the same time, was glad for them. What they had here was worth everything and that
very precious heart of what was here, had nothing to do with money - it was called love.
In the middle of the night, a small child came running into Father's chamber. She was very distressed
and Catherine went to pick her up.
"Whatever's the matter, have you had a nasty dream?"
"Yes and I was frightened. I want to go to Vincent," and she struggled in Catherine's arms, reaching
out for Vincent.
Vincent gathered her small body to him. "It's all right, Sara. We know all about nightmares, don't we?"
To see this child, with her little arms tight around Vincent's neck, her face buried in his hair was both
disconcerting and beautiful. One would have expected him to be the last person she would go to.
After a few minutes of Vincent's soothing words and feeling safe in his arms, she fell asleep again
and Vincent carried her back to bed.
Catherine could see what Elliot was thinking and she smiled. "All the children go to Vincent. They
know they're safe with him. Many of the children who come here have been terribly abused and
endured unbelievable suffering - and yet, they go to Vincent without any sign of fear, even in the
beginning. It's as if children have an instinct that tells them it's all right. If only everyone Above could
accept him the same way."
"Cathy, can I ask you a personal question?"
"Yes, of course."

"You and Vincent - are you lovers?"
"Yes, we are. He is the only man there will ever be for me, Elliot. He is my life."
Elliot sat there, nodding his head slightly, taking in what she had said.
"Does it shock you?"
"No - not now. At first I would probably have been horrified - even sickened by It - but not now. I think
you are a very special lady and Vincent, a very lucky man."
"With the life that Vincent has had to endure, he deserves all the love that I could possibly give him."
Catherine did not want to go back to her life Above - the pain of having to leave Vincent was already
tearing her apart.
On the last day with him, by unspoken mutual consent, they spent alone together, talking, reading,
touching and making love as often has their needs would allow.
Catherine had every intention of going and having a good night's sleep in her apartment, but when
the time came, she could not leave him. Needless to say, they did not get any sleep either. Vincent
walked her back to her apartment entrance, early in the morning.
Catherine smiled. "I'm supposed to go back to work, all bright-eyed and rested, but I look and feel as
if I've been out on the tiles."
"Well, so you have," and Vincent growled lustfully at her.
***
THREE
Catherine had stayed with Vincent for just sixteen days, but even after such a short time Below, the
harshness of city life, made her feel jumpy and vulnerable and more eager than ever to be back in
Vincent's world, where she now knew she belonged.
They had settled into the routine of Catherine going Below every weekend and Vincent coming to her
apartment one or two nights a week, leaving just before dawn. It was far from ideal, but for the
moment, would have to do.
Vincent still was not convinced that it was the right answer for Catherine to live permanently Below.
Elliot was proving his worth Below, offering his considerable expertise on excavating new chambers
for their ever-expanding families and repairing area that were in danger of collapse. He also loaned
them machinery and other equipment so that jobs could be executed with greater efficiency. He and
Mouse were often seen with their heads together, discussing some project or other and an
unexpected friendship had developed between them. Elliot had never known such contentment, as in
the hours he spent with these people who had become his friends.
Catherine was pretty sure she was pregnant, as she had just missed her second period. She tried
very hard to suppress her excitement but as soon as Vincent arrived on Friday night, his first words
were, "So tell me what it is, you're excited about."
Looking suitably sheepish, Catherine replied, "Is there nothing I can keep from you?"
"No - tell me."
"Well, you my love, are going to be a daddy."
Vincent sat down on the arm of the couch - stunned.

"You're sure?"
"Yes, I'm sure, but I've arranged to see Peter in the morning, to have it confirmed."
Vincent swung himself around to sit on the couch, pulling Catherine down beside him. He did not kiss
her, just hugged her to him, overwhelmed by the wonder of it all. After a few seconds, he pulled away
and his hand automatically went down onto her stomach.
"Catherine, do you think we could be married?"
Catherine laughed. "Well, it's not exactly the most romantic proposal. I've ever dreamt of but ... oh
yes, Vincent. I want to belong to you, more than anything in the world and I want you to know that
you belong to me."
Catherine was Peter's first appointment the next morning. He was as always, delighted to see her,
but on discovering why she had come, Catherine could see he was worried.
After examining her, he confirmed her suspicions, told her to get dressed and come through to the
surgery.
He asked her all the many questions that are asked on these occasions, then put his pen down.
"Cathy, does Vincent know?"
"Yes, and he still can't believe he's going to be a dad." Cathy beamed with pleasure. "We're telling
Father this morning."
"Cathy, there are some risks here, mainly because Vincent's make up is so different. We don't know
what to expect. One thing is for sure, you are going to be a very closely watched young lady - and I
suggest that you start to think about stopping work."
"Do you think a month’s notice would be all right?"
"I think the sooner, the better."
All sorts of exciting things were going round in Cathy's head as she left Peter's surgery. She had a
few bits and pieces to buy before taking a cab back to her apartment to pick up her things and go
Below - to Vincent.
She had one more purchase to make and she walked happily along the street, with all her parcels to
take Below, when suddenly there was a loud explosion and the department store she was
approaching erupted, sending a hail of flying glass and debris over a large area. People were running
in panic, there were injured; dazed with shock and Catherine screamed in agony as something hard
and sharp, smashed into her head and her world went black.
Elliot had just arrived to help with some structural work on the lower levels. He was discussing it with
Mouse, and Vincent was trying to look attentive, but he was itching to go and meet Catherine at her
apartment entrance.
Suddenly, Vincent looked up, spun round and screamed, "No! Catherine! NO!"
The sound bounced off the walls of Father's chamber as Vincent made for the exit, but Mouse and
Elliot blocked his path.
Elliot pushed Vincent against the wall as Father limped towards them.
"Vincent, what's happened to Cathy?" The elderly man knew something had happened to her - to
cause such distress in Vincent. He was frantic and breathing heavily.
"She's in terrible pain, in her head and she can't see; she can't see ... I must go to her."
"No, Vincent. You can't go up there, it's broad daylight."
Elliot gripped his arm. "Vincent, tell me what you can and I'll go find her."

Vincent relaxed slightly. "She called at Peter's surgery first thing this morning - she's still in that area."
He felt defeated, totally useless and very scared.
"Try not to worry, I'll find her, I promise you. Come on Mouse, guide me up, please."
***
Elliot used an unpretentious small van, which he left on a supermarket car park when he went Below.
It did, however, boast a car 'phone and he used this to contact Peter. The receptionist told him that
there had been a big explosion at a nearby store and he'd been called out. There were many injured.
The traffic was being diverted up ahead and Elliot could see all the fire engines, police cars and
ambulances. He pulled into a side alley and went the rest of the way on foot. He had trouble getting
through the crowds of sightseers that always seemed to gather at disasters, but when he did reach
the front, he saw Peter already there and shouted to him. Peter waved him over, after telling the
uniformed officer it was all right.
***
Vincent could hardly contain himself and Father's chamber was filled with all their people, waiting for
news of Catherine.
Vincent had decided not to tell Father about the baby yet, he had enough to worry about - in fact,
everyone was worried and waited quietly, not being able to settle to do anything until they knew
Catherine was safe.
A distressed Pascal came running into the chamber. "Catherine's been found - there was a big
explosion in a store and she was injured. Elliot's with her at the hospital and he'll bring news as soon
as he can."
"Do we know how badly she was injured?"
"A head injury, but she's conscious."
Vincent still had the feeling through their bond, that Catherine could not see, but he did not voice his
fears ... Father knew.
***
When Elliot returned later, escorted by Mouse and Jamie, his face looked grey and strained; the
news he brought with him did not look good.
He held his hand up, telling Vincent to remain seated, then picked up a chair, putting it down the
wrong way round in front of him, then he straddled the seat and rested his arms on the back.
"Vincent, the news is bad, but it could be a whole lot worse. There was a terrible explosion in a large
department store - people have been killed and many injured. Cathy was outside the store and wasn't
caught in the main blast, but a small piece of flying metal embedded itself in her skull, just above her
eyes."
Vincent's penetrating gaze unnerved Elliot and he was reluctant to say the next few words.
Father reached out to him. "Go on, Elliot."
Elliot took a deep breath. "There's a possibility that Cathy could be permanently blind!"

Vincent asked Elliot if he would take Father to the hospital so that one of them was there for her. It
would give Vincent a little comfort, at least.
While Father was changing, it gave Vincent the opportunity to talk to him alone. "Father, before you
go to the hospital, there is something I want to tell you, well, two things really - we were going to tell
you this morning."
"Yes, I have felt you've had something to tell me all day."
"Father, Catherine and I want to be married, and also ... Catherine is pregnant ... at least, I hope she
still is."
Even through all the worry, Vincent couldn't suppress the joy he felt, just saying the words and that
joy transferred itself to Father. They hugged one another.
"Oh God, please let Catherine be all right."
Father pulled away from him. "Listen, Vincent. Even if Cathy does lose this baby because of the
shock she's had, you can always try again. But what if she is blind?"
"So long as she's alive, Father. That's all that matters to me."
He smiled at his son. "Shall I give her your love?"
"She has that already."
***
Mouse brought a message from Father. "Cathy under sedation, but all is well."
Vincent did not know whether to laugh or cry, so he did a bit of both.
***
Father stayed with Catherine until quite late and Elliot came to take him home. Catherine had been
sedated to force her to rest and when he left, she was sound asleep.
Elliot had made sure she had the best care that money could buy and had made arrangements for
one of the top specialists to come and see her the next day - even though it was Sunday. Catherine
had been assured that, although they had not attempted to remove the piece of metal from her skull,
she was in no immediate danger.
***
In the dead of night, Vincent slipped silently into Catherine's private room. He knew he was taking a
risk, but he had to see her. He stood for a few moments, just watching her, drinking her in. He wanted
to gather her into his arms, but he knew she had to be kept as still as possible, for the moment.
She had a thick white dressing covering her eyes and the top of her head. Bruising could be seen
below the dressing.
He sat on the edge of the bed and leant over her, gently kissing every part of her face that was
exposed.
In the familiar movements of sleep Catherine had come to know so well, her arms encircled his body,
her face nuzzled into his neck and she murmured his name. Then through the thick fog of her drug

induced sleep, she remembered where she was - and Vincent was here! She breathed in the male
scent of him and found his mouth with hers and thought she would never let him go ...
***
Greg Hughes was in reception very early next morning. The explosion of the previous day had been
confirmed as a terrorist bomb attack against the unsuspecting general public. The department store
had been busy with early Saturday morning shoppers. There had been twenty-four people killed and
over one hundred injured. Greg was trying to question as many of the injured as he could.
He was checking down the list of admissions, when he saw her name. "Catherine Chandler!"
"Hey Cathy, it's Greg," and he took hold of her hand.
"Greg, it's lovely to hear a friendly voice."
"Cathy, I'm sorry about all this, what a terrible thing to happen to my favourite DA worker. Is there
anything I can do for you - does Joe know?"
"No, no one knows yet, except Peter Alcott - they kept me pretty sedated yesterday."
"Joe's going to be upset about this, kid - he thinks a lot about you - well, we all do."
"I know, Greg. Thank you. If you could get in touch with him for me, I'd be grateful and, ask him to let
Jenny know."
***
They arrived together, within the hour. Jenny was over bright and Joe was over fussy.
"Hey, you guys, calm down. I'm fit, I'm well and I'm alive - I just can't see your ugly faces," and she
grinned.
Vincent's visit last night, had been better than anything, any doctor could prescribe.
Joe sat on the side of her bed and patted her hand. "Cathy, we'll calm down, if you will stop trying to
be brave - if you want to bawl and shout, you can do, we don't mind."
Cathy grasped his hand and reached for Jenny's pulling her down on the bed. "Listen you two, I'm
not being brave, I'm being grateful. I just thank God I'm alive, because I have more reason to live
than I could even begin to tell you."
***
The great eye surgeon, Thomas Marsden, came to see Catherine after lunch. Cathy had had
numerous special scans and X-rays taken, from every conceivable angle and they were all minutely
examined, as were her eyes.
She sat there, with her dressings removed, looking as if she'd done a round or two with Mike Tyson.
Mr Marsden came and sat down in front of her, touching her arm to let Cathy know he was there.
"Miss Chandler," his manner was brisk and business like, but kind, nonetheless. "You have a small
metal fragment embedded in the bone tissue of your skull. On entry, it passed very close to your optic
nerve, causing slight damage and extensive bruising and, it is this, that is causing your loss of vision.
Given time and nature's power of healing, there is no reason to suppose that your sight will not be

restored to you."
She sat there, taking in what he had said. "You mean, I'll be able to see again?"
"That's exactly what I mean, yes."
Cathy wanted to cry with relief, but not in front of this man. She reached out to shake his hand.
"Thank you, Mr Marsden, for what you've done. I'm very grateful."
"Miss Chandler, I seem to have done very little - I think that God must have smiled on you, yesterday
morning."
Before he left, he told her that the small metal fragment would probably cause her no trouble at all,
but if she had any headaches, to get in touch with him.
He was going out of the door, when Cathy called him back. "Is it all right if I go home?"
"Of course, if there is someone to take care of you, but make sure you get plenty of rest for at least
two weeks.
Then she shed her tears of happiness in Peter's arms and Below, Vincent knew through their bond so strong and true - and his roar of thanks echoed around the tunnels.
***
Peter and Elliot brought Cathy home. When the tunnel door rolled back, Vincent stood silently
watching her - his woman.
Catherine was sitting in a wheelchair and she could feel Vincent's eyes on her - eyes of love, making
his unusual features appear beautiful.
Peter and Elliot both felt like gooseberries and made themselves scarce. Vincent gently picked her
up in his arms, but Cathy hugged him tightly to her as they made their journey home.
***
FOUR
It was a strange and happy time for them both. Vincent's first reaction was to wrap her in cotton wool
and carry her wherever she wanted to go.
Catherine insisted she had to learn to find her own way around, as no one knew how long this
blindness would last.
Mouse rigged up a series of ropes she could hold onto, and follow round the main tunnels. He also
gave her a whistle to hang around her neck, in case she got into difficulty - and everyone was
instructed not to move the furniture around.
Before Cathy left hospital, she had one of the nurses write her dictated letters to Joe and Jenny,
telling them the good news about her eyes and that she had gone away for a holiday and would be in
touch. She was afraid to speak to them on the phone, as it would mean questions that she could not
answer.
She felt guilty running out on them like this, but her desperation to be with Vincent took priority.
Catherine realised the relationship she shared with these special friends of hers, would have to be
discussed.
Peter was keeping her pregnancy strictly off the record - for obvious reasons - but Below, it could not
be kept secret for very long and Catherine and Vincent soon had a constant flow of happy visitors.

The first few days, was a period of adjustment and apart from Father, Peter, Vincent and William
making sure she had plenty of rest, was sound in wind and limb, ate plenty of good food and the
pregnancy progressed nicely, nothing else was worth much consideration.
But on the fourth night, Father was the first to raise the subject. "Vincent has told me, that you wish to
be married, Catherine."
She smiled towards Father's voice. "Yes, Father, I want to be your son's wife; want it more than
anything. Will there be any objection?"
"Catherine, everyone is more than happy about the baby, so they're hardly likely to object to a
wedding."
She could hear him chuckling to himself and then his chair creaked and she felt herself being pulled
up out of her chair and hugged.
"Catherine, you have been like a daughter to me, for a long, long time and now you really are - and I
have never been so happy."
Vincent asked her if she wanted to wait until she got her sight back before they married, but
Catherine would have married him that very day, if it could have been arranged. They set the date,
fourteen days hence, to allow her to fully recover and for all the bruising to clear.
Mary suggested that if she was still blind on the day of the wedding, they could have a blessing
ceremony later on - and this was well received. Another excuse for a party!
The wedding preparations were going well, with the ceremony to be held in Father's chamber and the
reception in the Great Hall. Practically every single helper was expected - it was an event that no one
wanted to miss.
Vincent and Catherine's love was a dream, a fantasy, but very real in the world Below and to their
Helper's Above.
And now, that dream was to come true and God did smile on them.
Catherine was awake, but did not want to wake up. She was laid flat on her back, Vincent was facing
her, breathing softly, his arm protectively across her and their legs intertwined; warm, comfortable.
She did not want to move.
She thought about going up to her apartment today and Jamie had promised to go with her and help
sort out some clothes.
Her wedding dress was her mother's and she had had it cleaned some weeks ago, knowing even
then that she would be wearing it - and she would be wearing it tomorrow.
She reluctantly opened her eyes and looked around, still deep in thought. There were three night
lights lit, so that the chamber was not in complete darkness and Catherine could see them ... She
could see everything!
She turned to Vincent to become wondrously reacquainted with his adored face and then she pulled
back the covers to become wondrously reacquainted with the rest of him.
They were very late for breakfast that morning.
The whole of that day seemed to be spent celebrating - first the return of Cathy's sight, then Devin
arrived amid much hugging and kissing. He was, of course, Vincent's best man.
The only cloud on Catherine's happiness was that Joe and Jenny could not be part of all this. She
trusted both of them, without question, but she was afraid of how they would react to all this. No, not
all of this - Vincent and the love they shared.
Catherine could not face the possibility of their horror, or disgust that she could love such a man, so
she decided that it was a small price to pay for what she was gaining.

Father, Vincent, Peter and Devin said they would be away for a couple of hours - some arrangements
to make, so Cathy took the time to go to her apartment with Jamie.
That night, they all gathered for dinner - Elliot was there too - and it was a festive atmosphere;
excitement mounting for the following day.
Vincent excused himself, looking suspiciously as if he was up to something and Cathy looked at
Father, who seemed as if he could not contain himself.
"All right, Father, what's going on?"
"You'll see, Catherine, you'll see," and he smiled happily at her and patted her hand.
A few moments later, Mouse scurried into the chamber, beaming and then Father rose to his feet
and, banging on the table with a spoon, he shouted, "Right, quiet everyone."
Everyone stopped talking and turned to look at him.
"Tomorrow, a miracle will be performed in our midst. Something there has never been and something
that can only survive in our world - of that there is no doubt. Catherine has brought this miracle about,
because of her love and her courage and, her sacrifice. She has had to face many, many fears to
love Vincent and has overcome them all."
He turned to face Cathy, taking hold of both her hands. "Catherine, we wanted to thank you in some
small, but special way, for all that you have given us and, all you have given Vincent, including the
new life you are bringing into our world. And also, I hope it will show how much we all love you and
trust you."
Catherine was almost in tears by this public declaration of Father's and she looked around her
smiling happily.
"Thank you, Father - everyone. But I still think there's something going on here," and she grinned.
She could feel the excitement and knew she was the centre of it and she also felt that Vincent was
nearby.
Suddenly, everyone went quiet and Cathy turned around. There was Vincent, blue eyes laughing,
face aglow, standing there with his arms around the shoulders of Jenny and Joe; both of them
grinning their heads off. Catherine was speechless.
She turned to Father and taking his face in her hands, planted a very loud kiss on his mouth, leaving
him slightly bemused, but delighted.
Amid hugs and kisses, laughter and tears, apologies for all the secrets were made and it turned out
to be a very special night.
Apparently, Father, Peter and Devin, had met up with Joe and Jenny that afternoon and between
them, told them all about their world Below; how it began, about Vincent and Paracelsus, and finally,
all about the special love and the bond that Catherine and Vincent shared.
They were brought Below, introduced to many of the families, taken to the nursery to meet the
children and after all that, meeting Vincent seemed incidental.
Jenny was captivated by him and Joe was bowled over.
Vincent, Catherine, Jenny and Joe sat up until the early hours, talking and, as everyone was staying
overnight, there was no rush to go home.
Catherine and Vincent had already decided not to sleep together that night, so Jenny and Cathy went
off to one of the guest chambers and talked until it was almost time to get up.
Vincent, Joe, Devin and Elliot ended up playing cards and talking all night in Vincent's chamber.
A night to remember.

VINCENT AND CATHERINE
They had dared to dream that dream had become a reality. They had dared to love and that love had
created new life.
Now, they had dared to pledge that love, before God and family, and their many, many friends.
Catherine looked like a princess in her white lace dress, with her hair intertwined with flowers.
As Vincent kissed his bride and saw all the love and the pride shining out of her eyes, for the first
time in his life, Vincent felt like a handsome prince.
He felt it again as they turned towards Father, Devin, Joe, Jenny and all their other friends and
helpers.
Here, in his own world, Vincent was a handsome prince, just like in the fairy tale because everyone
only saw him through the eyes of love.
END

