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They sat as always, on fat squashy cushions that invited you to sit on them. A thick-fringed rug
draped over their legs as they leaned against the balcony wall. They felt so relaxed, as only 
those in love know how. Vincent's cloak embraced them both, keeping out the chill in the night 
air. They were certainly very cozy.

"What are you thinking, Vincent?" Catherine asked dreamily.

"How blessed I am."

"Me too," she whispered.

"Those city lights out there, I know everything about them. Once that was my life, the high spot
at the end of each day; to climb onto this roof, and imagine I was a part of it all."

"But you are, Vincent," she hugged him, her hand on his left arm.

"For most of my life I lived in fear of being seen, of being captured. Not for me to date and 
have a girlfriend, not ever to ride a motorbike, go to the cinema, or even a boxing match. It has
always been hard to accept."

"Yes, Vincent, it has, but what you missed as a lad made you the man you are now. It also 
made you stronger."

"Yes, but look at me Catherine. All those things I missed in my youth haven't gone away, it 
hasn't changed my adult life......... until you came into my life and opened doors, and 
possibilities became a reality. That is why Catherine I am so blessed."

"You know, Vincent, if it were possible to have you change, become as other men I would beg 
you not to do it." There was a look of determination on her face as she continued. "To me, you 
are superior to all other men."

"No, Catherine."

"Yes, Vincent," she stressed.

"No ... I'm not," he sighed.



"How can you say that? Take a good look at my father. Ever since my mother died when I was 
ten, he has been channelling my way of life, so I would find his perfect idea of a husband, live 
in a fine house, servents, many cars, etc. etc. I could go on and on. I didn't know what I 
wanted. I had everything any girl would want, but there was always something out there that I 
knew I had to find." 

She ran her fingers along his cheek and her finger outlined his bottom lip. Tenderly she kissed 
him.

"I found all my heart's desire in you, you were what I was looking for. Even though our paths 
crossed in such a painful memory, I still bless the day you found me." 

Vincent loved her kisses and was eager to demand more.

"This life I lead now, Vincent, is my choice. The world Above holds no glamour for me. 
Everything I ever want in this life is here with you, you holding me in your arms, loving me as I 
love you. I have wealth beyond dreams."

"I once read, Catherine, something in a book Father gave me. It said: 'A friend is a present you
give yourself,' I think it was by Robert Louis Stevenson. You are that friend, Catherine, I gave 
myself that special gift ... of you."

"Oh Vincent, you are such a hopeless romantic."

"Do you think there is any hope for me?" he teased.

"No, I think you are lost to all sensibility," she teased back. "Oh listen, Vincent, the clock tower,
it is chiming midnight ... it's Valentine's Day."

"Yes, so now we must hold our once-a-year ceremony." Both dug into their pockets and pulled 
out an identical small box. Opening the lids, the contents lay nestled in velvet. It had been a 
few years now, since Mouse had found a crystal that looked almost like a heart. This was a 
special crystal and Mouse had said 'It's for Catherine', but Vincent had taken it to Kanin and 
had him cut it in half. Mary had two boxes that were alike and he had put one half of the heart 
in each box. Then, when it was Valentine's Day, Vincent gave Catherine her half of the heart 
and they agreed that each Valentine's Day they would exchange hearts.

As they stood there holding one another, their crystal hearts held tight in the palm of their 
hands, they vowed that their love would last forever. They had no need for wealth or fancy 
gifts. They had each other and that's all that mattered. Another day was leaving, and another 
dawning. This was their world, this was their day, their love.
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