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And God said, “Let there be light,” and there was light
—Genesis 1:3

You can’t have a light without a dark to stick it in.
—Arlo Guthrie

Here’s to God in its many forms
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1.

Provence, France, 1931

Hhuddled in the back seat of the luxurious Delage DR70 Saloon

oly mother of God! How much longer? The young woman

was terrified.
They’d driven for hours along the tiny country roads under a jetblack sky. The summer storm, relentless in its attack, wouldn’t give up
its assault on the car and pounded it mercilessly. The wind wailed and
moaned like a crazed woman wandering alone, lost in the foothills to
time, her tortured soul crying, “Don’t do it, don’t do it!”
It was the third car she’d ever been in and if she had anything to
do with it, it’d be the last. She didn’t trust ’em, not one bit! It was a
fine-looking vehicle—she gave it that much. The deep purple body
framed with chrome had been polished to perfection, and the smell of
the new cream-coloured leather seats that cocooned her added to the
car’s overall opulence. A nob’s car! she thought to herself. Whoever it
belongs to must be upper crust.
She glanced at the chauffeur and couldn’t help but notice how big
his head was in comparison to his skinny frame, and how white his
skin looked beneath his black cap. He looks more dead than the spirits
I talk to, she thought absently. I wonder why he won’t take that daft
hat off in the car?
Turning her attention away from him, she stared out through the
window into the black night. How many demons hang around out
there in the darkness, waiting for the opportunity to slide into our
minds and crush our souls into theirs? Or are we already possessed
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by thoughts and beliefs that we deny? Thoughts and beliefs that live
underneath the surface and subtly dictate our existence? We’ll never
be free to love each other, to raise this child—our child! No! I can’t
give him up—I can’t do it! If I love this tiny life that I have in my belly
now, how will I feel when I hold him? Will I be able to hand the tiny
bundle over like one of Angel’s puppies? She smiled at the thought of
Angel. I hope she doesn’t fret too much while I’m away.
Her heart skipped a beat as she thought back to the moment when
Dr. O’Riley had looked into her eyes and told her she was pregnant.
Expressionless, she’d stood up to leave. Pregnant! By Jesus! By Jesus!
I can’t be! Everything drained from her, everything except the new
life inside her. She felt her legs give way just as the doctor’s strong
arms reached out and stopped her from hitting the floor.
But she was used to the idea now. She’d never once considered
abortion. Anything but that! There must be a way I can keep this
child—we can keep this child. The wind rocked the car from side to
side. Its piercing howl sliced through her. NEVER! NEVER!
She was tired, weary with defeat. Despair stuck its claws into her
shoulders and clung on, pecking, gnawing, eating away at her. She had
no fight left. She thought she’d cried herself dry, but still the tears fell
from her swollen eyes. Yet there was hope, wasn’t there? She could
see the rain sheeting down in the dim beams of the headlights, like tiny
sparks from a firework.
He passed her a linen handkerchief. She felt its cleanness soil her
nostrils. Clean, clean, everything had to be clean just like him. She
wouldn’t look at him, couldn’t look at him, the man she loved, the
father of the child she would birth but couldn’t keep. What was so bad
about their love? All love is pure, isn’t it? But not theirs! Theirs was
a love of mystery and secrets that not another mortal soul knew about.
Imagine if it ever got out. The people would lynch them; their families
would disown them. He’d stand trial, be persecuted, and cast out like
the Devil himself. And the child, labelled a bastard. Worse—blamed
for the folly of his parents. What chance would he have if she kept
him? None! He’d be spurned, ridiculed. “The Devil’s child” they’d
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call him, the narrow ones who sing alleluia to some fancy God in a
fancy building.
She could never give him the life she wanted him to have. She
wanted him to be educated, have the best, not live a life of toil and
slog like she did. Not be dragged up in a cesspit and called names by a
narrow-minded community. A community that would take his purity
and spit on it with the same saliva they chewed their holy bread with.
But what about the love only I can give him? Could he get that
from another woman who’d not felt his kick in her belly? Who are
these people, anyway? They’re obviously wealthy. I mean, who can
afford a car like this—brand new, with a chauffeur?
Influential, he’d told her. “They can give the child a life we can
only dream of, Maggie.” His words in her head—she’d lived them
over and over again. He’d arranged everything: the family, the journey,
even the story they’d concocted.
“Why do we have to go to France?” she’d asked him when he first
told her of his plans.
“Because Dun Laoghaire isn’t that big a place and these things
have a way of turning up when you least expect it.”
“These things,” she’d whispered, looking up at him, wide-eyed.
“You know what I mean.”
Oh, I know what you mean
Yes, he’d arranged everything—everything but her feelings. Thinking
back, she knew she’d been naïve. She’d begged him to run away with her
so they could be together with their son. She’d known her baby was a boy
from the moment the doctor had told her she was pregnant.
“We’ll get by—you’re not poor.”
“If only it were that simple, Maggie. What about your husband, the
Church, the people who know us? What if we were found together?”
“You’re yellow,” she’d screamed at him. “No backbone—a bloody
hypocrite like the rest of ’em. You’ll let someone take this child from
us just to save face and then sing praises to God on Sunday mornings.
Well, the lot of you can rot for all I care. They can have you. By God, I
regret the day I ever met you!” But she hadn’t meant it! Not one word.
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She just wanted to wound him, make him suffer.
The pain on his face registered in her soul. “No, Maggie! Don’t
talk like that. I love you…my life, it…it’s nothing without you.”
He’d dropped to his knees, wrapped his arms around her middle,
wept into her belly. His tears soaked through her clothes. She’d tried to
push him away but couldn’t. Instead, defeated, she’d closed her eyes,
wrapped her arms around his shoulders and pinned him to her. What
would her life be like without him? No love. Just hardship, misery,
and abuse. He was the only thing that made it bearable.
“Please, Maggie, if only things were that simple,” he’d repeated
between sobs. “If only they were that simple.”
And the morning he’d told her about the wealthy family desperate
for a child, it was as if she’d stopped breathing. A piece of her had
died that day. She’d clutched her belly, closed her eyes, and collapsed
into him. “I can’t, I can’t do it, please don’t make me do it. I’ll tell
Patrick the baby is his, nobody will ever know—”
“Maggie; it would have to be the Immaculate Conception. How
can you even think that?”
“Miracles happen! I could convince him it’d happened when he
was drunk, that he doesn’t remember—”
“No! He’d never believe you. When was the last time the two of
you got together? Drunk or not, Patrick’s no fool. It doesn’t take a
mathematician to work out the dates even if the baby came early, and
what if the baby is the image of me? It’s not possible, Maggie. He’d
kill you and the child if he ever found out.”
“You’re right,” she’d sobbed, with her head still buried in his
chest. But then something changed. She stopped crying and backed
away from him with a determined look on her face. “There’s one
condition before I give up this baby.” She removed the necklace he’d
given her five years before. “This necklace—our son must have it.
Promise me that much.” She slipped it into his huge palm and closed
his fingers around it. “Please.”
He looked at it for a moment. Not a traditional crucifix, not for
Maggie. A Celtic cross, eighteen karat gold, unique in its design; he’d
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had it specially made. Their initials were inscribed on the back of
it, visible only through a magnifying glass. A spiral pattern etched
around the outside represented their love and all its complexities. In
the centre, three tiny rubies set in the shape of a triangle represented
the trinity, and the diamond in the middle of them was his Maggie.
She was more precious to him than anything else in his world. “Why,
Maggie? This is yours. It represents our—”
“I know,” she cut in, “but he’s the third piece. Promise me!” she
said, holding his face in her hands. “He must have it! I can feel it!
Promise me! Promise me!”
“Of course, of course. I’ll see to it.” He knew better than to argue
with one of Maggie’s feelings. They had an uncanny way of always
being right!
He was a powerful man, her lover. He could pull strings, get his
own way, make everything look okay on the outside. It had been so
easy for them to make up this cock and bull story about her being
ill and having to go to France to be cured. He’d even talked to Dr.
O’Riley and asked him to back them up, explaining that Maggie had
fallen victim to vulnerability in light of her unhappy marriage. The
doctor promised to turn a blind eye, nothing more. If Patrick asked
him, he couldn’t lie. Dr. O’Riley had no time for the man. He knew
Patrick made Maggie’s life hell—he’d patched her up enough times. If
the bastard thought she was pregnant with another man’s child—God
knows! They’d find Maggie dead that’s for sure and he didn’t want
that on his conscience.
He even saw to it that he’d accompany her. After all, he was
an honourable figure in the community. Who the hell was going to
suspect anything? And even if they did, they wouldn’t dare open their
mouths without solid proof.
She’d hidden her bump for as long as possible and even now at
twenty-seven weeks she was only just beginning to show. Time had
gone by faster than ever. She didn’t want to let the child go and her
feelings told her the child didn’t want to leave. He preferred to stay
hidden inside his mother. Safe.
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Holy Mother, is this journey ever going to end! she thought, just
as the chauffeur brought the car to a standstill outside a huge pair of
wrought iron gates.
He jumped out into the savage night holding a crumpled newspaper
above his head with one hand while he fished for a key from his trouser
pockets with the other. Realising the key he needed was on the bunch
still in the car, he ran back and cut the engine. French profanities flew
into the night and joined with the rest of the storm as he yanked the
keys from the ignition and ran back to the gates. He found exactly
which key he needed and shoved it into the heavy padlock to free the
gates from the thick iron chains that held them. His curses accompanied
their loud squeaks and clangs as they swung open. Within seconds
he’d manoeuvred the car onto the driveway, jumped out, and slammed
the gates shut. When he finally made it back to the car, his dark suit
stuck to his skinny frame like a second skin. He reminded Maggie of a
shiny black pebble that had just been washed up out of the ocean. She
used to collect them when she was on the beach in Dun Laoghaire.
“Merde! Merde!” the chauffeur muttered under his breath. He
threw the soggy newspaper onto the floor of the car and removed his
hat and jacket.
David leaned forward and opened the dividing window. “Le
chauffeur, combien plus long?”
“A peu près vingt minutes.” The chauffeur eyed him through the
rear-view mirror.
“Merci, Monsieur,” David said, closing the dividing window.
“What did you say?” Maggie asked.
“I asked him how much longer; he said about another twenty minutes.”
“Twenty minutes to drive up the driveway!”
He smiled and wondered what her reaction would be at staying in
a house that was almost as big as the village she’d left behind. “The
chateau is vast, surrounded by hundreds of acres of land.”
“How do you know these people?”
“I don’t know them.” He looked uncomfortable. “They are gobetweens, if you like.”
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She glared at him disbelievingly. “So you have no idea who the
people are who want to adopt my baby? You led me to believe that
you knew the parents, or at least you had an inkling about them. They
could be anybody! What if they’re a pair of bloody lunatics?”
“Our baby, Maggie!” he snapped. As soon as he’d said it he
checked on the chauffeur who was puffing on a cigarette, oblivious to
them. Thank God for the dividing window. It never occurred to him that
the man might not speak English. “The couple are British and wealthy.
They’ve tried desperately to have a child for a number of years. I’m told
they are thrilled, absolutely thrilled, to be expectant parents.”
“But if you don’t know these people, who put you in touch with them?”
“I have acquaintances in high places, people who owe me favours.
I made a phone call to the Archdiocese of Dublin and told him about
your, um…your plight.”
“My plight!”
He leaned into her, gripped her arm roughly, and hissed through
clenched teeth. His head shook with every word. “Yes! I could hardly
tell him of my involvement, now could I? Do you think I feel good
about all this? The heartbreak I’m causing you, the, the, the, lying,
the deceit? It goes against everything I stand for. Do you think I don’t
feel it—I’m not suffering as much as you are? That I wouldn’t give
anything to hold this baby in my arms with you at my side and declare
my love for the both of you?”
She dug her nails into his hand, and tried to lift him off. “Let go
of me!”
He looked manic and dug his fingers in harder. “I’m sick to death
of listening to you! You make me out to be some kind of monster with
no feelings.” His voice got louder. “All I’ve ever thought about is
you…the baby,” he said, with a vicious nod.
Angry, she pulled her arm away. Her face was filled with disgust.
“No! All you’ve thought about is yourself!”
The chauffeur stared at them through the mirror with a puzzled
look on his face. Maggie shot him a defiant look, a look that told him
to carry on driving and mind his own business.
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“Maggie, how many times must we go through this?” He rubbed
at his temple.
Over the months she’d imagined a million happy family scenarios
until reality turned up and crushed them. No child. A part-time David.
A full-time Patrick.
He put his arm around her, wanting to make everything better.
“It’ll get easi—”
She threw him off. “Don’t say that! Don’t even try to convince me
it’ll get easier! You really have no idea, do you? You have no idea of
what I’m going through.” She broke into uncontrollable sobs.
He tried to hide the defeated tone in his voice. “I do. I’m as broken
as you are—”
“No! Not nearly!” she hissed. Her anger picked up pace. “If that
were the case you wouldn’t care about the thoughts of others. That’s
what being pregnant does. I can’t expect you to feel the same way I do.
You haven’t felt him move inside you. You can’t feel how dependent
upon you he already is. If you could feel that you’d never let him go,
especially to complete strangers.” For a moment she felt the fight in
her belly. She turned to him with fire in her eyes. “I won’t do it, David!
I won’t give up my baby!”
He took her hand and stroked the top of it gently with his thumb,
closed his eyes, and lay back into the soft leather. He let out a weary
sigh. “Maggie, what do you propose we do? He has a chance at a life
we can’t possibly give him. Ask yourself this question—do you want
this child brought up in love or in hate? Because if you keep…if we
keep him, he’ll live with our shame and our guilt for the rest of his life.
Is that what you want for him, Maggie?”
She shook her head from side to side reflexively, trying to clear
it. “I hate you for making me do this,” she wailed. “I could have some
time with him! Be a friend of his parents, an aunt, any—”
He felt her pain scrape his insides out but he kept his emotions
hidden. “Be rational! The adoptive parents have insisted that the child
be raised with no knowledge of his adoption and they prefer their
identities to remain unknown.”
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“What about the hosts at the chateau?”
“They are strangers, as I explained earlier—friends of a friend of
a friend, if you like. They know only the bare facts, the facts I gave to
the archdiocese. They have no idea who the adoptive parents are.”
“The necklace, how will he—”
“I’ll make it a condition,” he interrupted. “I promise you that.” It’s
the least I can do. “They can say it’s a gift from his mother; that way
they’re not lying.”
“But if they don’t want him to know anything about us, what
makes you think they’ll abide by any bloody condition?” She placed
her hands on her belly.
“I’m told they’re devout Catholics. I’ll tell them that I’ve made
a promise to his maternal mother that he be given the necklace at an
age when he can appreciate it. They won’t refuse,” he said adamantly.
“Besides, the necklace is a gift from his mother. They don’t have to
mention which one!”
“David—”
“Yes?”
“Can you arrange to take my—our baby to them? I don’t like the
idea of some stranger taking him.”
“Yes, yes, of course. I feel the same way.” He leant forward and
picked up his briefcase. Flipping the two locks, he reached in and
removed a small black velvet pouch. He untied the gold thread that
fastened it and took out the Celtic cross. “Here.” He placed the cross
in her palm and closed her hand around it. Surrounding her hand with
both of his, he lifted it to his lips and kissed the top of it. “Maggie, let’s
bless this cross so that our child will someday, somehow, know who
we are. Let’s bless this cross so that he knows how much love we hold
in our hearts for him.”
They closed their eyes and held the cross between them. “Aedan,
my little miracle,” she said. “May your life be blessed with love and
only love.”
David was crushed inside. Yet he held back the tears and the torrent of
emotions wanting to explode. “Dear God.” He had to breathe a few times
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before he could carry on. “Bless our child. Smile upon our child. Surround
him with your love, and ours. May he one day know my heart and the
heart of his mother, Maggie O’Connell.” He bent down and picked up the
briefcase again. This time he took out a small glass bottle.
“What’s that?” David had always been intense. But in this moment his
eyes drilled into hers with something she’d never seen in him before.
“Holy water. I am taking the liberty of christening my own child
with his mother by my side. For once in my life I’m not going to listen
to reason, rules, or morals, and I make no apologies for the child I’ve
fathered. This child is mine. I accept that and I’m not ashamed of him,
Maggie. The only thing I’m ashamed of is the heartache I’ve caused
you. That, and the hypocrite I’ve become. I have no right to your love
or to be serving the Church—”
“Shh…” she whispered, covering his lips with the flat of her hand.
“Let’s not spoil the moment with questions about your morals or
calling. Let’s pretend we’re two simple parents at a simple christening
with our baby.” She leant forward and held her lips against his for a
moment. She felt the pain and the sadness that smouldered inside him
reach down into her. How cruelly I’ve treated him these past months,
with no thought of his feelings or what he’s going through.
He unscrewed the small bottle and tipped some of the holy water
onto the index and middle fingers of his right hand. He dabbed the
water on Maggie’s forehead, chest, and shoulders, then crossed
himself. Finally, he tipped another small amount of the water into his
palms, rubbed them together, and placed both hands gently on her
stomach. “I christen our child Aedan David Sullivan-O’Connell…”
He’d barely gotten the last word out when he felt the baby kick hard
against his palms. They looked at each other startled, and started to
laugh and cry at the same time. David wouldn’t remove his hands and
the child inside her wouldn’t stop kicking. It was too much for him to
bear. He’d tried to stay strong for her but he couldn’t endure it, not
another minute. Father David Sullivan put his head on the swollen
belly of his lover and sobbed, “I’m so sorry, so sorry…”
His stomach ached with the emotions pulsing through him. His
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heart had grown dark and felt as if it had split into a million little
pieces, every piece a shattered reminder of the guilt he carried. A guilt
that crawled through his bones, swam through his blood, and dissolved
in his spirit.
Stroking his hair, Maggie looked down at the bowed head of her
lover and smiled a sad smile. She turned her head to look out the
window. It was still black outside.
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