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He who does not punish evil allows it to happen

	Leonardo da Vinci

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	
 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	PROLOGUE

	 

	Somewhere in Western Australia there was this wonderful farmhouse: Oakley House. A farm that specialized in raising and shearing sheep and also bred horses. But Oakley House was not just a farm. It was also a rehabilitation facility where people who needed special care and attention could come to be rehabilitated and prepared for a proper return to society. 

	Jacob and Abby, the two owners, had arranged their lives in such a way that there would always be room for someone in need. 

	Their good friend, Dr. Edward Mose, had asked them a few days earlier if they would take on the aftercare of a patient. Without asking too many questions, they offered their home and services. Oakley Farm, which the house is part of, has always been open to all, but the name of Edward Mose had a special meaning here, and his guests were given priority. 

	Edward and Jacob were old friends and former schoolmates. They'd shared joys and sorrows since high school. Edward and Jacob had started college together, but it soon became apparent that Jacob was missing too much of his precious freedom and not enjoying himself at all during the lessons they were taking. 

	When it came time for Jacob to choose a specialty, he gave in to his feelings and left the world of medicine behind him. With the money he had inherited from his grandparents on his 25th birthday, he had bought a small, neglected farm somewhere east of Perth. Everyone had called it madness. Jacob knew little about caring for sheep, let alone running a sheep farm. But Jacob hired some people and started working on it full of goodwill.

	Jacob and Edward kept in touch, and at least once every six months Jacob would come to "taste" city life and Edward would come to "refuel" in the quiet of Oakley House, as Jacob had called his home.

	During one of Jacob's visits to Edward, he met Edward's sister, Abby. Abby and Jacob struck up a relationship. Abby had no problem swapping busy Sydney for Oakley House.

	A year later, Oakley House was transformed.

	By selling several acres of land and reducing the sheep herd, they had gained more control. With the money from this transaction, they had been able to improve both the house and its outbuildings, as well as the fencing. It had become a well-kept property, a real show case.

	Over the years, sheep and eventually horses were added, but Jacob continued to view his property primarily as a hobby. They had a large vegetable garden from which they ate, and all expenses were paid from the proceeds of sheep wool and the sale of thoroughbred horses. 

	The first guest was Jacob's father, who was recovering from a major operation. He had managed well after his wife died, but now he was so weak he could not manage alone at home. Jacob and Abby opened their home to him. Jacob's father received loving care and Abby found her calling.

	From then on, people regularly came to Oakley House to regain their strength. Sometimes they were family members, but sometimes Edward would come and ask for someone to stay temporarily. Jacob taught Abby about basic first aid and patient care and she took medical courses, eventually qualifying in nursing, specializing in home care. 

	Many years passed and the farm grew into a very respectable business. Four children were born who were raised and homeschooled because of the distance to the city. 

	Jacob taught them everything they needed to know about the farm and the outdoors, while Abby supervised their schoolwork. They found relaxation with the staff, the horses, and the guests who still came. The children grew into young people with great people skills. 

	Skills they could put to good use.

	 


 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	CHAPTER 1

	A NEW PATIENT

	 

	Late one March evening, Edward Mose called the farm. 

	After catching up, he asked if he could come over for the weekend. Laughing, Abby told him that his invitation to their 35th wedding anniversary had been picked up by the mail plane that very day. She assured him that, of course, he was welcome to come and she hoped he would stay through for the party too. Jacob agreed to meet Edward at the airstrip. 

	There was a lot of chaos in the house that week. 

	Abby and her daughter made grocery lists, cleaned bedrooms, and prepared as many dishes in advance as they could.

	The part of the house where Edward would stay was thoroughly cleaned and brightened with the last of the summer flowers from their garden. And, for the first time in a long time, Abby fixed up the hospital room in advance, suspecting that this was one of the reasons for Edward's arrival. 

	Two days later, Jacob and their oldest son, Sam, met Edward at the airstrip. 

	They spent a few pleasant days together, celebrating a nice wedding anniversary. Memories were shared and news was exchanged. Of course, the untimely death of Edward's wife was remembered, but Edward made sure it didn’t spoil the weekend. 

	Accompanied by Jacob and his sons Sam, Dominic and Kyle, Edward took a long horseback tour of the property and they had a great weekend. 

	During the ride, Edward had already made it clear that he'd come for a reason, but he didn't want to reveal what it was about till Abby was present as well. Jacob mentioned that the hospital room was ready for possible use. Edward just smiled. His friend had read his mind. 

	That evening, over coffee, Edward told Jacob and Abby about the special patient in his care. 

	'It's someone I can't really help at the moment, but I can't just let them go back to the outside world,' Edward said.

	'Has he or she been a patient of yours?' Jacob wanted to know.

	Most of the time it was just patients of Edward's colleagues, people from other departments. Edward worked as a neurosurgeon, and most of his patients benefited more from follow-up care in a rehabilitation center than in the country. 

	'Yes, I operated on this person,’ Edward told them. 'Badly wounded, shot at point-blank range. Miraculously, we got him through surgery and he’s beginning to recover. But one of the bullets entered his head and caused, among other things, a deep coma. My patient is still not fully awake.' 

	There was a moment of silence. 

	'But, what can we do for him? Isn’t this above my training?' Abby wanted to know.

	'He is recovering slowly at the moment, very slowly. I expect him to be fully conscious again in a week or so.' He saw Abby look puzzled for a moment.

	Smiling, he told her that waking up from a coma didn't happen overnight, as seen in movies, but could often take days or even weeks. 

	'We suspect that he has lost his memory, especially considering that I had to remove those bullet fragments from a very important part of his brain. Whether he will ever regain all of his memory remains to be seen. Nor do we know how he will react to certain things from the past.' Edward still was deliberately withholding information and Jacob knew him too well not to notice. 

	'Why is this such a special case?' he wanted to know. 'And why do you want him to come to us?'

	Edward took another sip of coffee to buy some time. How would they take this? He could guess but the next few minutes would prove decisive.

	'This man has been in a coma for almost six months. All this time he has been heavily guarded because the whole world, especially the press, want to know who he is...'

	'Right. What do you want us to do?' Abby wanted to know, not sure what to make of it.

	'Your job is to get him ready for normal life. Or, as normal as possible. He'll be facing problems with his muscles and joints. After six months of lying down, everything will be painful. He has to learn to walk again, to move, you name it. But most importantly, if he's indeed suffering from amnesia, he must be given a so-called foundation on which to build the rest of his life. Have him helping on the farm, teach him to ride or whatever, but keep him busy. And don't let anyone tell him who he is.' Edward emphasized this so clearly that Jacob and Abby became quite curious. 

	'You two are the only people to know this, and I hope you understand why after I'll tell you whom it concerns. Be very careful with this information and hide his file as deep as possible. Make sure no one sees it. Who knows what might happen once he knows who he is.' Edward scratched his beard for a moment.

	Now Abby interrupted him, worried about all the secrecy, 'You know a guest of yours is always welcome, but if it's a criminal, I don't feel right about that and you know it. Just give me a name. Or put the file away and find another place.’

	Edward started to laugh and decided to tell the whole story now.

	'A criminal? No, not at all. On the contrary, this man was the victim of a criminal. During a performance, almost all of his friends were killed.'

	Jacob's mouth almost fell open in surprise: 'You don't mean… back then in Sydney.... Watership?' 

	Edward nodded.

	'Right, back in Sydney. He was Watership's keyboard player. He and a few technicians survived that terrible attack. And his name is Vincent. Vincent Jones...'

	 


 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	CHAPTER 2

	FIRST ARRIVAL

	 

	Oakley House was waiting for the guest who was on his way from Sydney. It was late March and the heat was tremendous. It was like it was getter hotter every year. Fortunately, the air conditioning was working well and it was nice and cool inside. 

	For the umpteenth time, Abby walked around the house, helping out here and there, but everything was in place and the house was ready to receive a guest. Her youngest son, Kyle, laughed. He looked at the clock and saw that it was time for him to drive to the airstrip. He would take his mother's car. It was cooler and more comfortable than his father's Jeep. 

	As he drove to the airstrip, he thought about what was to come. He wasn't particularly curious about this new guest, although there was something that made this person different from the previous guests they had hosted. There was a certain mystery about the guy who was about to arrive, and he had no idea why. His father and mother didn't let on what they already knew, but he figured out some of the mystery. The man's name was Vincent and he had been in an accident. He had been in a coma for almost six months and couldn't remember a single bit about his life. It turned out this Vincent-guy knew as much as he and his family did. At least as much as he and his siblings, because mom and dad knew more, he was certain. 

	Edward had had a meeting with them all a couple of days before and had told them briefly about the condition Vincent was in. That he had to try to get his past back himself and that he should not get any information from any of them. 

	Then he said something really unusual that made them curious: ‘If you think you recognize him, go to your father or mother and ask them. Do not - no matter what - ask Vincent about your suspicions, for he knows nothing and must find out his identity himself.’ 

	Only a few more minutes and he would meet this mysterious stranger. He could already see the plane approaching from a distance, and not long after that, it landed. Kyle drove the car as close to the plane as possible and opened the doors and the cargo hold. Once again he marveled at the agility with which Edward jumped out of the plane. 

	They first unloaded the luggage and packed everything into the car. Together with the nurse that travelled with them and the pilot, Edward made sure that Vincent got into the car. 

	Kyle noticed that Vincent was struggling to shake hands. He could tell that the strength in Vincent's arms obviously wasn't how it was supposed to be and he could tell that Vincent was exhausted . Kyle greeted Edward and then they both got into the car themselves. A glance into the back seat revealed that Vincent had fallen asleep almost immediately. 

	'We've been travelling for hours,' Edward explained. 'This trip is way too hard for him. But this was the only option I could think of for him.'

	Kyle took a good look at his passenger in the rearview mirror. He had to be about Sam's age, around thirty. A slim build with slightly sunken cheeks. He had a big, fresh scar just above his left ear that extended into his hair, but it was almost camouflaged by almost black spiky hair that somehow didn't suit him. 

	Edward helped Kyle open and close the many gates they passed on the way, but Vincent slept through it all.

	Abby was waiting on the porch when they arrived. She was nervous. What could she expect?

	Together with Jacob she had read Vincent's file and she had felt sorry for him.

	She wasn't going to tell him who he was or what had happened to him. She felt that - in this case - it was better not to know his past than to have to carry such a tragedy around. 

	The moment she saw the car approaching, she knew she was in for a tough time. This man was the same age as one of her sons, but by everything he had been through, that must have made him feel years older. At least if he could remember anything...

	Edward woke Vincent up while Kyle got the suitcases out of the car. Jacob, meanwhile, had picked up the wheelchair they had had since Jacob's father had been with them, and he and Edward helped their new guest into the chair.

	Vincent looked miserable. All the hustle and bustle and many new intrusions were way too much. He had a very bad headache and he was confused. Why was he here and who were these people? Maybe they were his family?

	He heard Edward suggest that he should rest for now and he nodded gratefully.

	Abby wheeled him into the bedroom. Together with Edward she took off his clothes and helped him into the bed. As Edward prepared a shot of painkiller, she couldn't help but stroke his hair for a moment. 

	He looked at her gratefully. Whoever she might be, it was certain that she had his best interests at heart.

	Abby stayed with him until he fell asleep and then quietly left the room with Edward.

	'Poor boy,' she said gravely. 'To have gone through so much at such a young age...'

	'The last few days in the hospital have been devastating for him,' Edward said. ‘The press became more and more aggressive, trying to find out who we still had in treatment. Fortunately, they had no idea it was Vincent, the only one of the band to survive. We even had to dye his hair to get him out safely.'

	'But then why is the press after him so much?' Abby wanted to know. 

	Edward thought out loud. 'Not quite sure, but it seems to involve knowledge about the band's legacy. The millions they’ve made. There seems to have been a will draw up describing how the money is to be divided if, by accident or whatever, the band ceases to exist altogether. If it turns out that someone's still alive, all the money goes to that person. Sort of a longevity will for all the money earned through Watership. This won't be read for another year, but somehow something about it has already leaked out. So if someone has survived - and in this case it is Vincent - then he is immediately incredibly rich. I got all this from a reliable source, too, because I wanted to know what's in store for him.' 

	Once in the living room he was offered a glass of cognac by Jacob. He, too, had heard the news and wanted to know more. This couldn't be true, could it?

	'I don't get it, so why doesn't the capital go to the families?' he wanted to know.

	Edward thought for a moment.

	'The way I heard, it was decided by the band members, it was well thought through,' he told them. 'All six members of the band were paid a generous salary. A percentage of the proceeds from the CDs and concerts would go into a separate account, which they would keep in case something happened, or if the band dropped out of the public eye. A nest egg, to guarantee them an assured future. I know from hearsay that Vincent's whole family joined that little circle. The manager was one of Vincent's brothers. His sister was married to the former singer and after he died she married the new lead singer. Also the security guards, they too were Vincent's brothers. So you see, it's already a small family business.' 

	He scratched his beard for a moment. 'And what's going to happen with the rest of the money?’ Jacob wanted to know. 

	'They must have used it for salaries and other expenses,' Edward guessed. 'But anyway, they didn't have to suffer poverty, they didn't do badly at all.' He sipped his cognac for a moment. ‘What will happen to the money now they’re all dead is not certain. Vincent will know all about it but, until it’s necessary for him to know anything it’s, at least, all legally laid out in a will. Under no circumstances was the band's accountant supposed to read out how much there was.’ 

	‘But why can't anyone know he's still alive?’ Abby wanted to know.

	At least this was something Edward could answer with certainty.

	'Anyone can tell him what he or she wants to. Since he has no idea about his past, we're afraid he's way too impressionable. He's vulnerable, he has no idea who is sincere or who wants to do harm. And since he has potentially a small fortune in his name after what has happened, he will undoubtedly be approached by anyone who wants to profit off him. Anyway, we have to make sure that he knows what's going on before it's known that he is the only one to survive.' 

	'But what are the chances that he'll ever remember anything, and where do we fit into this picture?' Jacob wondered, the weight of the situation only now dawning on him. 

	'There may be a chance. The bullet entered the left temporal lobe and fortunately missed the posterior cerebral artery,' Edward told him, and Jacob knew what that meant. 

	In all likelihood, I removed all fragments of the bullet. If the bullet had gone any further, the chances of survival would have been very slim indeed. If he had survived at all, he would have been severely disabled. In that case, the consequences would have been much more severe.'

	'What's he like now he has regained consciousness?’ Abby asked.

	'He knows absolutely nothing about his past,' Edward reminded her. ‘We only told him his name is Vincent Jones and that he suffered a serious accident. He has trouble concentrating, has trouble remembering, and is quite depressed as a result. Physically, he will be fine, his muscles will be fine within a week or so, provided he gets enough exercise.'

	'I'll take care of that part,’ Kyle, who just walked in and heard the last bit of the conversation, offered.

	They were startled for a moment, but nothing had been said that Kyle shouldn't have heard.

	'Next week the first wagons will arrive and we'll start taking the sheep to the farm,' he explained. ‘If Vincent can ride, he can help. Can he ride horses?'

	Edward shrugged. He didn't know Vincent that well and Vincent probably didn't know himself.

	They were going to eat late that night. They were waiting for Dominic and his sister, Sarah, to arrive. They’d been in Perth for a few days on business.

	Dominic had sold some of their horses and Sarah had been with the accountant going over the company's financial audit. They both knew a guest was coming so weren’t surprised to hear everyone gathered in the living room. 

	Abby was in the kitchen preparing dinner. She greeted them warmly and sent them to join the others. They reacted differently when they entered the living room and saw Vincent sitting in the wheelchair. Sarah went straight over and greeted Vincent. She had no idea who he was, assuming he was a friend or patient of Edward’s. 

	But Dominic, who was more interested in music, had immediately recognized Vincent and didn't know how to process it at that moment. Like so many others, he had thought that everyone in the band had been murdered and now one of those band members was sitting in their living room. He greeted Vincent from a distance and then walked quickly into the kitchen. 

	For a moment, Abby looked over her shoulder at Dominic, who was standing looking lost in thought.

	‘What a worried look,' she observed aloud, hoping to get an explanation for the brooding.

	'Is that who I think it is, in the wheelchair?' he asked her without looking up.

	For a moment, Abby was startled. Dom was being quite direct. 

	She pulled herself together and told herself to stay calm.

	'That depends on who you have in mind,' she said vaguely, trying to keep her voice calm.

	'Vincent Jones of Watership?' he asked her, still looking sternly at the counter as if he could read an answer to his question there. 

	Abby glanced around the kitchen for a moment. Was it really just the two of them and was no one standing in the doorway lazing around? No, the others were in the living room and hopefully hadn't noticed Dominic's reaction.

	'Yes, Vincent Jones from Watership is staying with us,' she replied calmly. 

	It was remarkably quiet for a moment. Both of them let their minds wander over the fact. Abby tried to convince Dominic not to share this knowledge with anyone in particular, and Dominic tried to realize what consequences the presence of this guest could have. 

	'If those criminals from back then are still after him and realize he's with us... Have you thought about that?'

	'Only Edward knows he's here,’ she tried to reassure him.

	'Then how did he get here? They must have seen his passport at the airport, right? Plus the pilot and probably a nurse. That's three extra people who know. Frankly, I wish I didn’t know any of it. He came here on a private plane, the pilot and the nurse probably had no idea who they were transporting.' She tried but Dominic was not convinced.

	'If I recognized him right away, surely everyone can recognize him?'

	Now Abby was getting annoyed. 

	‘The pilot is a good friend of Edward’s. Edward doesn't get involved with just anyone. Trust us as well. And believe me, it's safe. And why would anyone want to announce that Vincent Jones is here? To the outside world, he's dead, or so everyone thinks. He was never officially declared dead or alive after the attack, so please let's keep it that way. And you know the deal we struck together just this week. You are to keep this information to yourself. If he is ever able to regain his memory, it will be bad enough for him to know. So please treat him like any other guest we've had.'

	Dominic didn't respond and he felt very conflicted. His mind was telling him that his mother was right, but on the other hand, he could see the trouble ahead. What would happen if word got out?

	Abby asked sharply now, 'Dominic, have I made myself clear?' 

	He mumbled something for a moment that could be taken as either disagreement or agreement. Abby was not satisfied. 

	'Dom, I asked you a question. Look at this man and then think about your own safety. No one else knows he is here and who else has an interest in that knowledge getting out? There are over four thousand kilometers between Sydney and our farm and the person responsible for this attack is in jail and will probably never be released. Do you really think someone would come to our farm just to kill the one person who happened to survive? I thought you were smarter than that...' 

	Yes, he was. He had also heard the story of that person in the mental institution, who claimed to have ordered the assassination. But that was not the one who had actually held the gun. Where had the shooter gone? What if that person wanted to make sure that no one really came back? For a moment Dominic felt panic, but soon he managed to put things into perspective. Why would someone responsible for so many deaths stay in Australia? As far as this person knew, the mission had been accomplished and he was going to get the hell out of there. 

	Why did he always react so anxiously? Normally, he wasn't such a wimp. He went over to his mother and hugged her from behind, planting a kiss on her hair.

	'You're right again, I'll get used to it,' he reassured her. 'Sorry for the way I reacted just now.'

	Abby turned, relieved. 

	'Please don't tell him or the others what you know,' she pleaded again, squeezing her arm. 

	'You silly boy, being so worried. Vincent is the one who has to worry...'

	'Then he would know who he is and he would surely be devastated,' Edward added, who had just entered the kitchen and was picking a leaf of lettuce out of the bowl.

	‘Were you able to hear what we were talking about?’ Abby asked, startled. 

	'No, don’t worry. I just overheard you talking about Vincent and I'm glad Dom is comfortable with the situation now too,' Edward answered. 

	Abby handed Dominic some dishes and asked him to set the table.

	At least now she and Edward could talk for a while.

	'Diplomatically handled,' Edward praised her. 'Were you afraid he would tell anyone?’

	'I know how he can react,' Abby muttered, 'Getting tough with him often makes him come around. He is afraid of a possible new attack on Vincent and therefore on us. I took a moment to reassure him that the chances of that happening are extremely small.'

	She bent down to put the cake in the oven.

	‘The chances are small, right?’ she asked in an almost whisper, still not quite sure of herself.

	'Do I even have to answer that?' Edward laughed.

	 

	Dinner was, as always, a social gathering. It was the time when everyone got together to talk and share what they had experienced.

	Vincent was included in the conversations as much as possible. That made him feel good. After eating, Edward took him to the veranda to talk to him alone. But, by now, the good mood had been largely forgotten. The brooding had begun again.

	'Why did you bring me here?' he growled at Edward. 

	‘You will be better able to regain your strength here than in the hospital,' Edward told him. 'Here you will have many more distractions and you can build a future for yourself more quickly.'

	‘But who are these people, are they related to me?' Vincent wanted to know. 

	'No, they're not your family, but they are friends of mine. And they often help people is similar situations to yours,' he explained. 

	Vincent stared off into the distance. His hands were still on his lap, but Edward could see how tense he was. 

	'I am going crazy with this emptiness in my head. I'm really nothing more than a name. Who is that person? A face in the mirror that could belong to anyone. A stranger. I can barely walk, I can't concentrate on anything.' He looked at Edward in despair. 'Please, I beg you: help me anyway, tell me who I am…'

	‘I can't help you, I don't know any more than you do,' Edward lied now. 

	Vincent looked at him but remained silent. Edward read into Vincent’s expression. He could see that Vincent didn't believe him and felt sorry for him for a moment. But should he keep quiet or tell? No. Vincent was far from coming ready to come to terms with his past. He was still far too unstable to process it, too fragile. And it might be a long time until he was.

	'I really can't help you anymore than I already have.' Edward tried to sound as convincing as possible. 'I can only advise you to participate in life here as much as you can. Do your exercises. Help with the daily chores. Write down things to help you concentrate. Maybe you'll recover some of your memories that way.'

	'And if that doesn't help?' It sounded like Vincent didn't think it would ever happen.

	‘Would anyone care if I stepped off of this ledge tonight?’ he thought out loud. ‘Nothing would change for me. And for you, and these people here, I would no long be a burden, a worthless pain in the ass. So please, let me let go. I’m sure you all would be just fine…’

	'Stop thinking like that. Stop feeling sorry for yourself. For now, you'll have to make something out of it some other way, there's enough to live for,' Edward tried.

	'Hmm, maybe I would've been better off without this life,' Vincent muttered again. 

	Edward got up and prepared to push the wheelchair into the lounge. 

	He put his hand on Vincent's shoulder. 'Life is too precious, Vincent, your life is precious. You'll thank me later.'

	 


 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	CHAPTER 3

	A NEW LIFE

	 

	It had been three weeks since Vincent had arrived at Oakley House. Sheep shearing season was in full swing. Abby felt that her life now revolved around the sheep. She cooked and made sure the shearers had everything they needed. 

	As was the case every year, with the exception of a few, they had pretty much the same crew. As always, the atmosphere was friendly and everyone had a good time shearing and driving. Abby's soon-to-be daughters-in-law, Rita and Naomi, and a few of the neighborhood women, who were not yet shearing sheep at this time, helped to keep the household running. For Rita and Naomi, who both lived in Perth, this was an annual vacation, especially since neither of them came to Oakley House very often. Regular visits were very difficult due to the distance and their day jobs.

	Everyone in and around the house - except Vincent - was busy all day shearing sheep or driving flocks. It was definitely the busiest time of the year-and certainly the best. 

	During one of the work meetings, Jacob had called all twenty of the shearers and floaters together and told them the story of Vincent, just as he had told it to his own children. Again, he had emphatically told them that if they had any suspicions, they should first come to him or his wife before they spoke to Vincent about it. But so far, no one had bothered to try to get involved. This would be difficult too, since Vincent was mostly in the house. How they had dealt with Vincent was completely different from how they had dealt with their other guests. Of course, this was a different situation and, in fact, Abby had a good idea of what Vincent's feelings must be like. She could sense that he didn't dare to trust them fully and that he was aware of the fact that they knew more about his past than they were telling him. 

	On top of that, his memory still hadn't come back, which made him quite despondent. And that despondency meant that the will to function independently again didn't come. 

	Abby tried to encourage him as much as possible, but so far he only wanted to do a few walking exercises a day in addition to the ones Edward had given him. As a result, three weeks after arriving at Oakley House, he was able to walk around the house on his own, but that was his absolute limit. The need to change this situation was not only felt by Jacob and Abby. It also bothered Sam that Vincent didn't want to do anything to improve his condition. They could use his help, and he was convinced that Vincent would feel better if he was useful.

	 

	After Vincent went back to his room one afternoon, Sam felt an unrestrained anger rising in him, and he decided that Vincent needed an incentive to finally do something. Maybe then they would finally see what kind of person he really was. The man just sitting there, unable to move forward, couldn't be the real person behind Vincent. Sam decided to give Vincent a push, something to help break him out of the cycle of depression he was in. Edward had said that they had to involve him in everyday life and that was what Sam wanted to do that night. Vincent was going to help them. And, that night, they would decide how.

	After dinner, Vincent went to the porch, as he did every night now, to sit quietly for a while. This time Sam followed him and told the others to stay inside. He had discussed the plan with his father, who had given him carte blanche. 

	Vincent sat down in the rocking chair and stared off into the distance, as he had so many evenings before. The setting sun was a beautiful sight, but he couldn't care less. There were always those dark thoughts: Is it ever going to be all right? What kind of person was I? Why did all this happen, and most of all, why does no one come to see me? If I have a family, surely they could at least come and visit me one day? And who in the world is this guy who keeps staring at me when he thinks I don't notice? Why doesn't he just come to me if he wants something, instead of being so irritating? Should I know him from somewhere? 

	No matter how hard he tried, he couldn't remember anything from before. He had already learned that he could still read and write and that English was his native language. But what was the use? There were so many countries where English was spoken that it still meant nothing. 

	He noticed that Sam had sat down beside him.

	‘Can you ride a horse?’ Sam asked him. He saw Vincent look sideways, annoyed. 

	'You tell me. If I don't even know who all you people are, who I am, how am I to know if I can ride horses?' Vincent growled. 'I have no damn idea...' he sounded annoyed. 'I guess you know better than I do...'

	Sam pretended not to hear. He stood up.

	‘Then we are going to try this right now, just get up and come with me.’ 

	For a moment Vincent hesitated, but Sam's look told him he had to come. Wearily, they made their way to the pasture where the horses were grazing. Panting, Vincent clung to the fence; he needed to rest from walking. 

	‘Why don't you show me some consideration?’ he said angrily. 

	For a moment Sam held his breath, forcing himself not to react. Was not taking his condition into account what they were constantly doing? The pampering they did bothered Sam the most. Vincent was being pathetic, especially since he seemed to be wallowing in self-pity. But starting today, that would change, and he would see to it. And, if it didn't go right, it didn’t go right and he’d get him to try again. He had long since understood the looks of the staff, who didn't understand how anyone could have so much patience with Vincent. 

	With the greatest of ease, Sam climbed over the fence and brought out a beautiful mare.

	'This is Quinta, my mother's horse. She is very gentle and tame. In my opinion, she'll be just the kind of horse for you.’ He patted Quinta on the neck and saddled her.

	Vincent looked at him as if Sam had lost his mind. 

	‘You don't really think I'm gonna ride such a big beast, do you?’ he sounded reproachful. ‘I can barely walk, so I can't do that.’

	Sam goaded Vincent, he felt even more determined.
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