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Aladdin’s Cave, proclaimed the dusty window in ornate gold script. Dimly visible behind 
the glass were antiques of all sizes and descriptions, and in every various stage of 
repair. The bell over the door pealed loudly through the gloom as Catherine crossed the
threshold into the genteel chaos.

When no one came out to greet her, Catherine followed the sound of music into the 
depths of the store. There she found the proprietor alternately picking out a tune on a 
player piano that wheezed, and closely examining something that looked like a little 
cylindrical pincushion.

“Mr. Michaels?” she asked tentatively, and he jumped and whirled to face her.

“Ah, Catherine! You're here for the ring?”

“Is it ready?”

“But of course, madame! Actually, it was very simple to resize it to fit your hand. I could 
have done it while you waited if you’d had time over lunch. Your mother's ring, I take it?”

“Yes, it was,” Catherine told his back as he rooted behind his desk. Rampant curiosity 
prompted her to add, “What were you doing as I came in?”

“Ah-ha!” Mr. Michaels snatched at a tiny cardboard box labelled, CC, pickup 
Wednesday, and flourished it in triumph. “What was I doing, the lady asks. Presumably 
because the lady thought my behavior was stranger than normal?” 

Catherine smiled, but refused to confirm - or deny - it. “What I was doing was figuring 
out the tune of an unknown music box.”

“A what?”

“An unknown music box. A cousin of mine found it in an estate sale and thought I might 
be interested. The clockwork appears to be 18th century Austrian, but the cabinet is 
definitely turn-of-the-century French. And the tune, what I can make out of it, is 
completely unknown.

''How does the piano figure into this?”



“Like I said, I was trying to figure out the tune. The comb was bent and broken - that’s 
always the first thing to go in a music box - and I was trying to puzzle out what notes 
were missing from the ones that were there. Whoever wrote it was a romantic at heart; 
the words ‘One Thousand Kisses' are engraved on the end of the cylinder in German.”

''One thousand kisses,” Catherine echoed thoughtfully. She was looking for a Very 
Special Present. “What are you going to do with it?”

Mr. Michaels shrugged. “You know me. The challenge is to fix it, not to own it. Is the 
lady interested in purchasing it?”

“The lady might be,” Catherine allowed.

“Then and I hope you're not in a hurry. The cabinet needs to be completely rebuilt, and 
a new comb tuned and fitted. There will be a lot of work in restoring this. Plus, 
considering the age and uniqueness of the piece, it’s going to be a costly job.”

Catherine considered. ''May I see the rest of it?”

Mr. Michaels indicated his littered counter with a wry grin. “That's it, all over. Would you 
like me to rescue what I can of the original veneer work? It has your initials.” He leaned 
over and gently picked up a thin rectangle of wood. The top layers were peeling away, 
but a “C” in scrollwork was still visible.

Catherine leaned conspiratorially over the counter. “Actually, it would be a present for a 
friend. Would you be able to…?” As she verbally sketched what she had in mind, Mr. 
Michaels smiled and nodded.

* * *

The next few months were a whirl. The DA's office kept Catherine busy Above, and 
preparations for this year's extra-special Winterfest celebration kept her busy Below. But
she still had time to occasionally visit a little, out-of-the-way antique shop and see how 
Mr. Michaels was getting along.

* * *

Catherine presented it to Vincent at Winterfest, after the ceremony, but before the 
dancing had begun. Friends and helpers clustered around as Vincent carefully opened 
the package, and a general “Oooooh”, swept through the watchers as Vincent ever-so-
gently lifted the music box out of its wrappings. 

Mr. Michaels had outdone himself, decorating the cabinet with a design of intertwined 
roses inlaid with ivory and rosewood. The varnish shone like silk in the flickering 
candlelight as Vincent delicately set it down and opened the lid, uncovering the restored



veneer initial. There was a whir and click, then the tune rang out, at once romantic and 
merry.

“Catherine, it's beautiful,” Vincent breathed, turning to his love with tears in his eyes.

Catherine looked a little weepy herself, but she smiled and held her arms out to him. 
“Come, dance with me.”

Vincent swept her into his arms and took to the floor, swirling in time to the chiming 
music.

Father dabbed his eyes as he watched them waltz. The candlelight must be playing 
tricks with his aging sight… for a moment Vincent had looked as if he wore a frock coat, 
and Catherine's dress had resembled the style of another century. Or was it that Vincent
had worn a cape and Catherine a flowing robe? Another blink and they looked like they 
always had; Vincent in a formal shirt, Catherine in a long white gown, and both radiantly
in love with each other.

Oblivious to his musings, the couple danced on, turning and swaying in their first 
married waltz, while Catherine's wedding present to her husband played out a tune that 
sang of love outlasting time.


