
A DAY IN THE SUN

by Sandy P Shelton

(All Things Are Possible Four)

Late one night in early May, Vincent lay in the big sofa bed in Catherine's apartment. For some
reason unknown even to him, he still could not think of it as their apartment as Catherine had 
insisted. To him, the Above world belonged to her. His brow creased as that thought cast a 
shadow over his heart.

He closed his eyes and stretched, savoring the warm sated state of his body. Catherine had 
suggested they sneak Above for a few hours of privacy and he had not resisted. Lately, he had
sensed a growing restlessness in her and he hoped this brief respite from their shared 
responsibilities would help as it had before. And it had, at least temporarily. They had shared a
romantic dinner by firelight that had quickly led to an intense and satisfying session of loving. 
He smiled at the memory.

She was now in the bathroom and he was getting awfully sleepy. Just as he was about to doze
off, his arm dropped from the side of the bed and his fingers touched the unmistakable smooth 
cover of a book. Curiously, his fingers played with the binding until he finally picked it up and 
opened his eyes.

He had fully expected some book of poetry or a literary classic, but what he held in front of him
sent a tide of crimson to his face. In his hand was a book entitled "Advanced Sexual 
Positions." His first instinct was to place it discreetly back where he had found it and leave 
Catherine's privacy intact, but curiosity won out.

He glanced quickly around to assure himself she was still in the bathroom, then he tentatively 
began to flip through the pages. Soon he was studying the book with great interest and 
absolute astonishment. His interest was so intense, he failed to sense Catherine's presence as
she entered the room.

She smiled as she noticed him so intently studying the text. Quietly, she walked up behind him 
and asked softly, "See anything interesting?"

Vincent almost jumped out of his skin as he awkwardly closed the book and then dropped it 
between his legs on the covers. His face was scarlet.

Catherine could not restrain her laughter anymore. The sight of this sweet sexy man so 
obviously flustered was something she would forever cherish. She reached for the book, 
ignoring his embarrassment.



"I shouldn't have ...."

"Don't be silly," Catherine interjected. "I bought this for the both of us, but I just hadn't found 
the right time to share it with you. We've been so busy with the kids, neither of us has had the 
strength to try any of these."

She crawled up onto the bed and tucked her legs underneath her as she leaned into him. 
Slowly she flipped through a few pages.

Vincent had to admit his embarrassment was quickly being replaced by curiosity. The quick 
glimpse he had taken piqued his interest. Besides, Catherine didn't seem the least bit 
embarrassed. 

Cautiously he asked, "You don't find any of that degrading?"

She looked at him with honesty and sincerity showing in her eyes. "Vincent, what two 
consenting adults share with each other with love and respect can never be degrading. As long
as they remain sensitive to each other's feelings and strive to please each other, then it's 
nobody's business what they do. This book just suggests some new ways to do it. Come on 
now, didn't you find anything of interest?"

He could only be amazed by her continuing ability to make him feel at ease. "I don't know," he 
said, shaking his head.

"I remember something interesting on page 24," she said. After handing the book to Vincent, 
she laughed as she watched him flip furiously to page 24.

He studied the picture for a moment, then looked up slightly confused. "Are you sure about 
this?"

"Looks like fun to me."

He hesitated only for a moment before tossing the book aside and pulling Catherine down on 
top of him.

*****

The next morning found Vincent, Catherine, Jacob, and Mary Catherine in Father's study. 
Vincent had come there to discuss some construction problems and his family had come along
out of boredom. Catherine sat in a comfortable chair at the conference table as the baby 
nursed. As she did, she would periodically watch Jake on the floor playing, then shift her eyes 
to her husband, bending over the table talking to Father.

Sensing his wife's discontent, Vincent looked up and noted Catherine's faraway look. More and
more lately he had seen it. Maybe only for a moment or two now and again, but it tore at him. 
He watched her lift Katie up and burp her. She was such a loving mother, always so gentle and
patient.

His thoughts were interrupted as Kipper, Geoffrey, and Eric came running into the chamber. 
"Father, can we go?" Geoffrey asked, as he waved a paper at a very confused Father.

"Boys, boys, what are you babbling about?"



"Here," Eric answered, as he thrust the paper at Father. He put his reading glasses on and 
read the paper carefully.

Sadly, Father shook his head. "You boys know our rules about exposure in the world Above. 
Any involvement in this festival could be dangerous."

Vincent took the paper from Father and read it. "Surely they could be allowed to merely enjoy 
the festival. It says it's a medieval costume affair."

At that last statement, Catherine's interest in the conversation increased. "Costumes?"

Vincent looked over at his wife who was making her way over to him. She gently took the flyer 
from his hand and read it with interest. Immediately he sensed her mind furiously pondering 
the possibilities.

Father continued. "We have to think about this a great deal. It's not for another couple of 
weeks, we'll discuss it later."

Although the boys seemed content with at least that one concession, Catherine was not. She 
continued to study it until Vincent heard her gasp. 

"What is it?"

"Jenny! Jenny's on the organizing committee."

"So?"

"Never mind my dear, you leave this to me." She cuddled Katie closer. "I think Katie and I will 
have lunch with Jenny. Hey Jake, would you like to have lunch Above with Jenny?"

The little boy thought it over carefully, then shook his head. "No, William promised."

Vincent explained. "I think William promised him something special for lunch."

"Okay, it'll just be us girls then. You don't mind, do you?" she asked with that lilt in her voice he
found irresistible.

"Of course not, Catherine."

"Good." She stuffed the flyer into her pocket then reached up to plant a pleased kiss on 
Vincent's lips. "We'll go change and be back later. You two guys enjoy your lunch."

She walked out with an all too pleased look on her face and a self-satisfied air.

*****

Jenny was all too willing to meet her for lunch so that she could dote on Katie awhile. A quick 
stop at the apartment was made to change herself and the baby into more acceptable "Above" 
clothes, then they were soon on their way to a nice family restaurant suitable for small children.

After the usual greetings and several minutes of Jenny's complete adulation of Katie, lunch 
was ordered and soon disposed of. It was then Catherine decided to get on with the business 
at hand. She reached into her purse and pulled out the flyer the children had found.

"Tell me about this."



Jenny took the flyer, read it quickly and smiled. "Oh yes. This idea came from the director of 
one of the museums we use for many of our showings. Hopefully, we'll raise enough funds to 
add to the museum's medieval culture exhibit."

"That explains the theme."

"Yeah, we're hoping it will be so unique people will come out of curiosity. If they come and 
have a good time, they'll spend money."

"True."

"Are you interested in getting involved?"

"In a way. Jenny, I know some people who would love to have some booths or just help out."

"Great, we can use all the help we can get."

"There's one thing, though."

"Oh great, here it comes."

Catherine laughed. "These people just don't want a lot of questions asked. They'll do all you 
ask and help in any way possible, but ...."

"Oh, I get it. These people wouldn't be friends of your mysterious Vincent, would they?"

"Can't hide anything from you."

"I've known you too long, girl."

Catherine patted Jenny's hand. "That's right. I know it's a strange request, but could I get all 
the necessary permits and instructions for them?"

Jenny studied her closely, "You're really serious about this, aren't you?"

Catherine nodded.

"Well, okay. I'll get all the paperwork together and see what I can work out."

"Great. I have another request."

"Somehow, I thought you would."

*****

Below, Vincent sat in William's kitchen watching Jacob "help" him bake cookies. It seemed 
more like watching a contest to see just how much cookie dough and flour you could get on a 
small boy, but William and Jacob were both enjoying themselves and so was he. His thoughts 
turned to Catherine. She would really enjoy this scene; no, she would be in the middle of the 
activity.

William looked up at Vincent and winked. "Young Jacob is a born cook. We'll have a delicious 
snack this afternoon. Will Catherine be back?"

"Yes, she should."

William noted the look of uncertainty that clouded Vincent's eyes.

"Daddy, look!"



Vincent's thoughts of Catherine vanished at the sight of his son standing there with dough and 
flour covering his head.

"I'm a cookie."

Both William and Vincent doubled over with laughter.

*****

Catherine finished her lunch with Jenny and they stopped by her office to pick up the 
necessary paperwork. She used the privacy of the office to nurse Katie and talk about her 
plans. Sometime later, she encountered Vincent and Jacob on her way to their chamber.

"Welcome home, Catherine. Did you have a nice lunch?" He noticed the briefcase in her other 
hand.

"Yes, very nice. How about you two?"

"It was interesting. What have you there?" He indicated the briefcase.

"Oh, I'll tell you later. Do you think you could call a council meeting for tomorrow night?"

"A council meeting? Catherine, what are you up to?"

She kissed him playfully. "I'll tell you about it tomorrow night."

Her look told him there would be nothing gained by his questioning. He also noticed the gleam 
in her eye and the sense of purpose that flooded their bond. Whatever it was, it brought back 
that old fire and he was enjoying it immensely.

As they lay in bed that night, he decided to try again. She had spent a great deal of time on 
paperwork during the evening and he was curious. "You're not going to tell me what you're up 
to, are you?"

She smiled at him and cuddled closer. "No, you'll hear about it when the others do."

"Catherine ...?"

"Ssssh now," she said, putting her fingers over his lips. "I'm much more interested in trying out 
page 16."

"page 16?" he asked. "Oh, page 16! I remember now. Are you sure you're up to it?"

"You're the one who has to be up for it."

Their laughter was soon replaced by a series of delighted moans followed by a contented 
silence.

*****

Vincent stood by Father and watched almost the entire community fill the study. They were 
crowded onto the stairway, the upper and lower levels, and even out into the passageway. He 



had not seen Catherine in over an hour and she still gave no indication as to what she was 
going to present to the council.

The crowd waited anxiously and Father leaned over and asked Vincent, "What's Catherine up 
to this time?"

"Believe me, Father, I have no idea." The crowd silenced as Catherine entered the chamber 
carrying her briefcase.

She walked over to the center of the room and placed her briefcase on the large table. "I'm 
sorry I'm late, but I had a few more details to take care of."

Father stepped forward and took his seat at the head of the table. "That's all right, Catherine, 
perhaps now you can tell us what all this is about?"

She smiled her most charming smile and began to argue her case. "Of course." Clasping her 
hands in front of her and striking her most lawyer-like stance, she began. "Yesterday, when the
boys found the flyer about the medieval festival to be held in the park, I have to admit the 
wheels began to spin.

"Father's statement about limiting exposure to the world Above was a valid one when 
considering the secrecy of this place, but an invalid one when you think about one of the basic 
purposes of this world. That purpose being to prepare the children to lead a life in that world. A
life that will allow them to fulfill their potential and to become responsible citizens of that world. 
Considering that, what better way to begin than to allow them to participate in what the world 
Above has to offer."

Father asked, "Certainly you are joking, Catherine. We cannot permit such participation."

Catherine stared intently into Father's authoritative eyes. "Cannot permit?" She walked around 
the room looking into the hopeful eyes of the children. "It was my understanding this was a 
democracy, not a dictatorship?"

Father was more than annoyed at this challenge to his leadership. "This is a democracy."

"Good. All I ask is that I be permitted to present my case and that the community vote on it. If 
everyone agrees with you, Father, I'll not mention it again. But if they are willing to take a 
chance, then I'll do all I can to protect them."

Vincent had been observing the scene from the side and was again impressed with his wife's 
professionalism. The fact had not escaped him, however, that Father was becoming very 
uncomfortable. He chose to say nothing, yet. 

"All right, Catherine, you are a member of this community and have every right to present your 
ideas. Please go ahead."

She smiled at the small victory. "Thank you," she nodded.

"A friend of mine, Jenny Aronson, is on the organizing committee for this festival. I talked with 
her today. We discussed the festival and all the necessary rules and regulations governing 
participation in the events. You see, not only is this an opportunity to witness and enjoy such 
an event, this is a great opportunity to really get involved."

Mary's interest was piqued, "How?"

"There will be booths and exhibits throughout the park during the festival. Not only can we sell 



our handmade crafts, such as quilts, candles, and baked goods, it's a way we can help 
ourselves."

Father was appalled. "This is ludicrous."

William interjected in Catherine's defense, "Let's hear her out, Father, maybe it isn't so 
ludicrous."

"Thank you, William. There are legalities involved, but I've checked them out. I can get all the 
permits in my name. There'll be health standards that have to be strictly followed and a 
percentage of the money must go to the fund, but it can be done if we're all willing to try."

Murmurs began echoing through the crowd and Catherine seized the moment. "We all know 
the risks involved, but we also know that we all bear the responsibility of protecting our secret. 
You have all lived with the demands doing that involves. Not one of you would allow a moment
of carelessness to destroy it.

"This is a rare opportunity to reach out and embrace the possibilities. Everyone connected wtih
the project will be dressed as we dress. It's an opportunity not to be separate from that world, 
but to feel, if only for a day, a part of it. Can we deny our children, or ourselves this golden 
opportunity? Please think about it carefully."

Mouse and Jamie pushed through the crowd. "Yes, can we, Father?" Jamie asked.

Vincent felt pride welling up inside of him as he watched his friends nodding their heads in 
agreement with his wife. He also felt Father's fear and anger threatening to shatter his usual 
calm exterior.

Father's fist slammed down on the table. "Has reason escaped all of you? Think about this. 
You would be risking everything for this foolhardy adventure."

To Vincent, the words were all too familiar. How many times had he heard him use that same 
argument to try to dissuade him from seeing Catherine. It was time his voice was heard. 

"Is the fulfillment of a dream a foolhardy adventure? The grave is a safe place, Father, but if 
we are to live, to grow, then we cannot continue to hide. How many times have you told us that
this world is not a place to hide from life, but only a safe place to heal."

Father's look of betrayal hurt Vincent to the core and for a moment he regretted his words, but 
deep inside he knew the truth. Just as Catherine had found the courage to plead her case, he 
must find the courage to speak the truth. 

"Remember, Father, sometimes we must leave our safe places and walk empty-handed 
among our enemies. This is a chance for the children to just be children for a day. If we all 
work together, we can do this safely."

William's voice boomed loudly, "I think we should vote on this." The crowd agreed.

"All right," Father answered angrily. "If you wish to persist in this lunacy. All those opposed?" 
His was the only hand raised. "All those in agreement?" Eager hands were raised quickly and 
the crowd cheered. Father studied the crowd. "You just may live to regret this."

Catherine was quickly surrounded by adults and children alike, eager for more information. 
She did not miss the cold look from Father's steel-grey eyes and it pierced her heart. She 
wanted so to do something for the community, but it may have cost her Father's hard-earned 



trust. Across the room, she saw Vincent's look of pride and she promised herself to pursue the 
rest of her argument when they were alone.

Father quickly left the study for his private chamber, Catherine's words still burning in his ears. 
"Fools!" he angrily exclaimed.

"Does that include me?" Vincent asked, as he peered cautiously through the entrance. When 
Father did not reply, he entered the chamber.

He sat down wearily on his bed. "How could they be so foolish, Vincent?"

"Foolish for dreaming, or foolish for defying you?"

"Vincent! How can you say that?"

"I'm sorry. I know your concern is for our safety, but face it, Father, you can be too cautious at 
times. Believe me, I know!"

"I only had your best interest at heart."

"We all know that, but if I had allowed your fears to govern my relationship with Catherine, I 
would have never known the wonder and joy of love. There would be no Jacob or Mary 
Catherine. I would have never allowed myself the physical expression of my love. I would have
instead lived an empty existence, forever a prisoner of those fears. Father, we cannot grow if 
we are too afraid to try. To receive life's gifts, you must first dare to open your arms."

"But to risk everything?"

"We will all use great care, Father. No one wants to endanger our home."

"Fine. Do as you please. I will have no part of it."

Vincent lowered his head in defeat. "I'm sorry you feel this way, but I think it's a good idea. The
people of this community need a little relief from the harshness of this life. Especially after all 
the work caused by the rain damage in April."

Vincent talked with Father for some time, but could not get past his wall of anger. Alone now, 
he walked down to the falls just to think quietly. He wasn't sure just how long he'd been there 
when he sensed Catherine's presence.

"Hello there," she said sweetly, as she sat beside him on the ledge. "I thought I'd find you here.
How's Father?"

He took her hand and pressed it to his mouth. "He's very angry and a little hurt, I think. His 
authority is seldom ever challenged."

"Vincent, I didn't do it to hurt him. You know that."

"Yes, I do, and I think he does too. You just have to give him a little time."

"I just hope all those years of earning his trust have not been destroyed.

"Don't worry."

She studied him for a moment then decided to finish her proposal. "There's more to my plan, 
Vincent."

"Somehow I suspected as much."



"With Jenny's help, I've devised a way for you to take part."

His eyes widened as he stared at her. "How?"

"There will be plays, poetry readings, contests, and so on that will involve people in costumes. 
With a little convincing from me, Jenny has decided to add a reading of one of those old Irish 
myths Bridgit spoke of. We both agreed that you, my dear Vincent, are the only one to do it 
justice."

"But, Catherine, my appearance?"

"Your .... appearance blends in perfectly with the story. Jenny will introduce you and people will
think you're just an actor in make-up playing a part."

"That's assuming a lot."

"Considerning the circumstances and the whole theme of the event, it's not really. Just think 
about it. We could spend a whole day out with the children in the sunshine, just like a normal 
family. Vincent, you've always longed for a chance like this. It can be done."

He thought about it, no, he fantasized about it. Perhaps this was the one opportunity. "Do you 
really think it's possible?"

"We'll never know unless we try."

"But the risks?"

"Will be weighed carefully. If we all put our minds to it, we can come up with a safe, viable 
plan. What do you say, handsome?"

Vincent laughed at her remark. "I think it's worth considering."

"Great, we'll get right on it." She stood up quickly, but found her hand being tightly held by 
Vincent.

"Can it wait until tomorrow?"

She watched him rise to stand impressively in front of her. "What did you have in mind?"

"The hour is late, the children are asleep, and I wish to ... express just how proud I am of you."

There was that ever-present touch of shyness in him still, Catherine noted. Even after all they 
had been through together and all they had experienced in each other's arms, he still 
occasionally had difficulty expressing his desires. "Then we shall retire to the privacy of our 
chamber."

After checking on the children, Catherine walked up behind him as he was pulling off his 
undershirt. Quickly maneuvering her small hands around to his rib cage, she tickled the 
sensitive area. He tried to avoid her hands, but soon found himself entangled in his own shirt 
and unable to escape his tormentor.

"Cath-er-ine!" he managed to get out between fits of laughter.

"You're mine," she laughed.

Suddenly he managed to get free of the fabric, grab her hands, and hold them behind her 
back. "Now who's the prisoner?"

He looked down into her defiant eyes and was again awed by her strength and passion for life.



He kissed her soundly and felt her bite his lower lip in retaliation.

After she finally relinquished her hold on his lip, he released her hands and eased her into a 
loving embrace. They enjoyed those few moments of tender intimacy until Vincent pulled back 
to again look into those green eyes. 

"I was very proud of the way you presented your argument to the community tonight. You truly 
earned their respect."

"I may have gained theirs, but I may have lost Father's."

Vincent slid his hands up into her hair. "Father does not accept change very easily. He 
distrusts the world Above so much he does not always use reason. You should know that from 
past experience."

"Yes, but I still hope I haven't lost all the ground I've gained with him."

"No, Catherine, whatever hurt pride he is feeling now, he will get over it. Believe me, he loves 
you as a daughter. It's just that the both of you are very headstrong, independent people. You 
two are bound to clash from time to time. It's inevitable."

"Like our love?"

"Definitely."

She playfully ran her fingers up and down his bare back. "You said something earlier about 
'expressing' your pride in me?"

With his most innocent look, he answered, "I just did."

Reaching down and firmly grasping his buttocks she responded, "That's not what I had in 
mind."

He felt her pull his hips into her then caress him. "Need I ask?"

"If you'd rather not............." she said as she removed her warmth from his longing body. "But I 
was looking forward to trying out page 36."

His thoughts whirled as he tried to recall that page. Then suddenly he remembered and his 
face flushed. "Catherine, I'm still not so sure about that. If you don't mind, could we not think 
but just let it happen?"

Her expression changed suddenly. "Vincent, why didn't you tell me the book was bothering 
you?"

"No Catherine, I have enjoyed the .... variety it offers, but at times I just like to revel in the 
emotions of it, not just the physicality. Do you understand?"

"Of course I do and I agree. Vincent, that's what I've tried to teach you about your sexuality 
from the beginning. You don't have to be afraid to express yourself. This book was just to show
you that there are many ways to do it."

He couldn't help but be touched by her sincerity. "Oh, I know, Catherine." With one step, he 
closed the distance between them and let his fingers begin to undo the ties of her gown.

She watched his eyes as his fingers revealed her body to him. The look of adulation she found 
there at these moments never ceased to arouse her. It was astonishing to think that after the 
many times they had made love over the last few years, he could still make her feel like it was 



the first time all over again with that look.

He sensed her arousal as his eyes travelled her body. He remembered as a teenager, finding 
an old copy of Playboy magazine and spending hours studying the pictures, but no one was 
more beautiful to him than his Catherine. She might not possess the attributes of those 
women, and she showed the signs of bearing his children, but she loved him completely and 
gave herself totally to him. As far as he was concerned, the would could have all those 
voluptuous women, all he wanted was within his reach.

Catherine's hands found the waistband of his pants, quickly unfastening and unzipping the 
restraining article of clothing. In seconds, he was completely free and it was her turn to admire 
the view.

Although physically he was a little different from the other men she had known before, he was 
stunning. Just the sight of his perfectly proportioned muscular frame could send shivers up her 
spine. But it was more than the physical, his unrestrained love for her and his eagerness to 
fulfill her every whim created an incredible rush. There was no typical male ego to deal with. 
He was never more interested in his own gratification than his belief that the act of love was 
one of complete fulfillment for both parties.

Vincent broke her revery. "Why don't you lie down and let me rub your back." She tilted her 
head as if trying to figure out his method, but quickly followed his suggestion. The sight of her 
stretched out on the covers completely nude and very comfortable with him always moved him 
and he was soon stroking and massaging her.

To her surprise, he lifted himself up and lowered his body onto her back. "Vincent, what are 
you doing?"

"Just enjoying myself," he answered as he fit his body to hers then began to nuzzle her neck 
and shoulders. With precise movements, he worked his way down her spine, over her hips, 
and down her thighs.

"That feels wonderful, don't stop."

He crawled on his hands and knees back up over her shoulders and kissed between her 
shoulder blades. Lowering himself again, he slipped his hands underneath her so that he could
fondle her breasts as he moved his hips gently against her.

"Oh ... Vincent," she moaned.

After a few minutes of simple enjoyment, he pulled back and gently rolled her over onto her 
back. "You do know how to make a girl feel good, don't you?"

"I've had an excellent teacher," he said and lowered himself onto her body, as she opened her 
legs to embrace him. He propped himself up on his elbows and looked into her eyes. "Have I 
told you lately just how much I love you?" Then he lowered his face to her breasts and nuzzled
the space in between.

"Yes and have I told you just how much I enjoy the way you tell me?" It was then she felt him 
take her nipple into his mouth and begin to suck gently.

The catch in her breath told him his sudden impulse was correct. She was still nursing Mary 
Catherine and would be for a few more months, so his actions brought the taste of milk to his 
tongue. His next impulse elicited a loud groan as he took as much of her breast into his mouth 



as possible.

He did the same with the other breast then simply nuzzled them both with great tenderness. "I 
just love the softness of your breasts," he murmured as he continued his enjoyment.

She smiled wickedly. "That's strange because I simply adore your hardness."

They both laughed, then Vincent responded, "Then I'll waste no time in giving you all your 
heart desires."

"Believe me lover, I'm not talking about my heart," she answered, as she slipped her hand 
down between them and stroked him firmly.

He grunted and let his body move to the rhythm of her hand. "Catherine ... you have .... 
great ... hands."

"You have a great ...." she didn't finish because she felt his hand meet hers then begin to 
stroke in rhythm with her.

Nothing else was said as their concentration became focused on the pleasure of the moment. 
Vincent gave into instinct and moved over her in preparation of his entry. Catherine moved her 
hips upward to meet him.

His penetration was slow and shallow at first, but his next few thrusts and Catherine's 
instinctive upward moves allowed the deeper, more satisfying rhythm to begin. Each thrust 
both satisfied and heightened their need as they continued to let their bodies and their bonds 
guide them. There was no thought to technique or acrobatics, there was only one mind, one 
body, and one heart seeking fulfillment.

They continued for as long as possible at this pace then their bodies began to move frantically 
in search of release. The sound of harsh breathing and moans of pleasure filled the chamber 
until their bodies tensed for the final act. He thrust as deeply as possible just as her orgasm 
took control of her body and then felt his own cleansing release. She moved a few more times 
in an effort to prolong his firmness, but soon he slipped slowly from her then lowered himself 
into her waitng arms.

It took a few minutes for them to calm their pounding hearts, but soon he felt her relax beneath
him and heard her contented sigh. She then lowered her legs and began to finger comb his 
hair softly.

He lifted his weight slightly then moved his mouth next to her ear and whispered, "I don't need 
a book to tell me how good that was."

"If you did, I'd be worried about you," she answered and they both laughed. After he kissed her
neck, he rolled them both over so that she lay on top of him and again she stared into his 
contented face.

They silently looked at each other until he commented, "We're going to catch a chill unless we 
pull the covers up."

"I must be losing my touch."

"What?"

"Being nude in your arms used to keep you hot. My charms must be slipping."



"Believe me Catherine, nothing you have is slipping."

She smiled charmingly and wiggled. After getting the desired effect, she reached down and 
pulled the covers up around them, then snuggled up comfortably on Vincent's hairy chest.

"Good night, Vincent."

"Good night, Catherine." Looking upward toward the heavens, he whispered, "Thank you." He 
then closed his eyes and they both found each other in the land of dreams.

*****

The next two weeks passed quickly. Excitement ran rampant among the members of the 
tunnel community as they prepared their individual contributions to the festival. Rebecca, 
Sarah, Mary, Olivia, and Fiona were preparing a quilting and weaving exhibit with the hopes of 
selling their wares. William was preparing fresh bread to be sold, the children were deciding 
what to do first, Jamie had decided to enter the archery contest, and Vincent was getting 
nervous, trying to learn his lines. Father, however, was a different matter.

The patriarch of this incredible world had withdrawn entirely from the preparations. Not only did
he refuse to take part in them, but he refused to even discuss them. Everyone honored his 
decision, but it put a damper on the otherwise joyous activities. Pascal had taken over planning
the safety precautions needed and things had become tedious, at best, between he and 
Father.

Catherine had worked very hard handling all the arrangements and tons of paperwork that 
needed to be done. She organized the community's efforts and still managed to help Vincent 
with his lines and keep up with Jake and Katie. Even with all the activity, Father's lack of 
involvement and his continued coldness bothered her. She had not meant to hurt him and she 
missed the closeness they had finally found. Inwardly, she hoped Vincent was right when he 
said Father would come around in time. She also prayed all of this was not a mistake.

One afternoon as Catherine nursed Katie and watched Jake playing with the small children in 
the nursery, Mary noticed her distant look. She walked over and sat down on the stool beside 
Catherine's rocker. She gently patted her leg and smiled, "What's wrong, dear?"

Catherine looked up at her and smiled back, "It's Father."

"Yes, I suspected as much," she responded as she smiled at Katie and played with her fingers.
"He can be quite a grouch sometimes."

Catherine looked up and laughed at the unexpected remark. "I guess you would know."

They both laughed warmly.

"I have to admit, my dear, that this time he's being unusually adamant about this, but it comes 
from fear, you know."

"And pride I think."

Mary nodded, "Yes, and pride too."

"Any suggestions on how to handle him?"

She looked into Catherine's concerned eyes. "Don't give in."



Catherine was somewhat shocked by the answer. "Mary?"

"Look dear, for too long Jacob has been used to getting his way, especially when it came to 
Vincent. You showed him he could be wrong, that he didn't know all the answers. That 
frightened him a little. If it were up to him, that poor child would be living a life of solitude with 
only his memory of your meeting to ease his loneliness. If he had his way, no one would go 
Above to live and no one would be allowed Below. No dear, the time has come for him to let all
that anger and fear go. He's clung to it much too long."

"I don't want to push him away, Mary, it took too long to win his trust."

"You won his trust by your strength and honesty, Catherine. He respects the fact that you 
stood by Vincent and stood up to him. To compromise or back down now would do more 
damage to that relationship than this little test of wills could ever do."

"Are you sure, Mary?"

"I've known him for a long time. Besides, the women of the community are behind you all the 
way."

"Uh oh, I didn't intend for this to become a battle of the sexes."

"It's not a battle, merely a confrontation."

Just then Katie stopped nursing and Mary lifted her up. "May I?"

"Of course." She watched as the older woman burped the baby. She also thought about their 
conversation.

*****

Down in the lower tunnels where the more open spaces provided the proper setting for the 
athletic pursuits of the tunnel dwellers, Jamie stretched the bow and sighted down the arrow to
her makeshift target. She had been at it for hoursl and her arms were aching, but she had to 
be perfect. She just had to.

Exhaling her breath slowly, she let go and watched in satisfaction as the arrow found its mark. 
"Yes!" she shouted.

"Good. Better than good. Best," Mouse rambled on as he approached.

"Thanks, Did you bring more arrows?"

"Yes, brought plenty." He walked over to the target and studied the placement of the arrows. 
"Could be better. Let me fix."

"I can't, Mouse. Catherine gave me a copy of the rules for the contest and the specifications for
the bows. If you 'fix' it, they won't let me compete. No, I have to go by the rules."

He watched as she removed the arrows and prepared for another round. "Must be tired. Been 
here for hours."

Jamie eased off the bow. "Yeah, you're right. My arms are tired and I'm hungry. Let's clean up 
this mess. We'll start early in the morning."

"Practice, practice, practice. Why all the practice?"



"Because I have to be perfect. Mouse, this is a chance to prove myself. It's a chance to have 
them accept me for me. Everyone here has something special they do, or they're just special 
like Vincent. Father leads us, Mary cares for is, William cooks, Catherine is a lawyer, Pascal 
has his pipes, but I don't fit in anywhere."

"Mouse doesn't either."

"Oh yes you do. You're just Mouse and that makes you special. Besides, what would we do 
without your gizmos?"

Mouse blushed and lowered his head shyly.

"Winning this contest means a lot to me, Mouse. A lot."

"Okay good, okay fine. Mouse will help."

"Good. I knew I could count on you. Come on now, we'd better get back."

It seemed most of the community was putting the final touches on their contributions to the 
festival. Just apart from it all, stood a lonely figure unhappily watching all the activities. "Fools!"
he muttered as he walked back to his lonely chamber.

In another chamber, a nervous figure paced the floor as another tried to calm him.

"Vincent, please!"

"I'm sorry, Catherine, but this is impossible. I can't even remember by name!"

She dropped the book on the bed and took his hand in hers. "Vincent, I've seen you perform 
scenes from Shakespeare for the children and you did it beautifully. Just think of it as just 
another class."

"It isn't, Catherine. The classes are filled with children that know and accept me as I am. These
people will be strangers."

"Then just think of me and the children as you read."

He threw back his head and exhaled the breath he had been holding. "I could very easily ruin 
everything. Catherine, if anyone suspected ... ?"

"They won't," she finished. "We've been over every possibility and have carefully planned for 
any emergency. Now please, calm down." She took a deep breath. "I don't think I've seen you 
this nervous since the first time we make love." She gently kissed the tips of his fingers. "And 
look how well that turned out."

He couldn't resist the calming effect she had on him. It was true, if they could survive the trials 
their love had put them through, they could endure anything. "Catherine, if you continue to do 
that, I won't be able to concentrate on anything but ....."

"I'm well aware of that. Perhaps that's what you need right now, a little diversion."

"I'd hardly call you a little diversion."

"Is that a crack about my weight?"

"No, my lovely wife. It is a testament to the power of your charms."

"You sweet talking devil, you."



*****

 

Finally the big day arrived and the community was alive with activity in the early hours of the 
morniing. Everyone quickly made their last minute preparations and all met in Father's big 
study for a final word.

Pascal took charge of the meeting. "Does everyone remember their appointed exits?" He 
scanned the crowd for any negative response. "Okay, now remember, we've posted extra 
lookouts around the exits closest to the park. If we get any curious topsiders poking around, 
they won't go unnoticed. Remember where the emergency pipes are in case you get in trouble.
Catherine?"

She had been standing beside Vincent holding Katie. "Please remember what we discussed. 
Always know where other members of the community can be found. Don't let anyone see you 
exit or return through the entrances, especially the ones in Central Park. Don't tell anyone a lot 
about yourselves. You might not even want to use your real names. Be careful with whatever 
money you might have. And always be prepared to help each other in case of trouble. And 
have a little fun, too."

The crowd of anxious faces smiled and laughed in eager anticipation then quickly dispersed. 
Father watched from the corner of his private study, his sense of impending doom 
overwhelming him. At first, it had been his anger at Catherine that dominated his feelings, now 
it was fear that all he had worked so hard to create was about to be destroyed by these 
people's poor judgment.

Vincent was still very nervous about his part in all this. He had never let himself be seen by so 
many people before. The Halloween party he had attended with Catherine was mostly 
comprised of her friends and co-workers. The people he would face today were total strangers 
and the risks were great. Catherine did all she could to comfort him but this was something he 
had to overcome. After all, wasn't a day in the sun with his family worth his minor discomfort?

Catherine was busy preparing the diaper bag for the baby. Packing diapers, bottles of juice 
and water, extra clothes, and all the other necessary baby things resulted in a very heavy bag. 
After placing the baby in the handmade carry-all and doing a last minute check on Jacob, she 
turned to Vincent.

"I think we're ready, what about you?"

"Catherine, are you sure .... ?" he couldn't finish because the sight of his family anxiously 
awaiting their day up top caused his heart to skip a beat. One look at Jacob's happy face and 
Catherine's loving smile was all that was needed to bolster his sagging resolve. "Yes, I'm 
ready. Let's go." He scooped Jacob up in hi arms and led the way to their appointed exit from 
Catherine's building.

Jamie was also having a bad case of nerves as witnessed by Mouse. On the way up, she had 
droped her arrows at least half a dozen times.

"What's wrong? Suddenly clumsy. Can't hold anything."

"I know. I guess I'm just nervous. It's just so important. Mouse, what if my hands start shaking 



so bad I can't hold the bow still?"

"Jamie is best there is. No need to get all shaky. Winning is a cinch," he proudly answered. 

"Yeah, a cinch," she cynically responded.

Down the passageway toward the main living areas, Mary was finishing her preparations 
before her scheduled departures. She had some time, so she decided to give it one more try. 
She slipped quietly down the tunnel to Father's chamber. There she found him sitting in the 
loneliness of his pride.

He raised his head as she entered. "Well, why are you still here? Why aren't you off on this 
foolish quest?"

She shook her head. "I was hoping you had, perhaps, changed your mind."

"No. I shall retain my senses, thank you."

"Jacob," she commented harshly, "one day your pride will devour you."

He looked shocked at the indignant tone he heard in her voice. In all the years he had known 
her, she seldom ever used that tone with anyone and certainly not with him.

"At first I felt sorry for you, but now...... I have lost all patience. The people you profess to love 
have found a way to simply enjoy a day up top and instead of taking part in their joy, you go 
out of your way to instill your own fears into them."

"Mary!"

"We have tried to help people here, to heal the wounds of their lives Above, not to feed their 
fears. Our children will someday go in search of lives Above. How can they prepare for that if 
we refuse them contact with that world?"

"The risk is too great. What if Vincent is caught Above?"

"We have planned for such an emergency, Jacob, he will not be alone up there. He will have 
Catherine and his friends there to protect him if necessary."

"That is of little comfort."

"Then think about this. You have always said how much you have longed to see Vincent 
experience life as fully as possible, but yet you have consistently reminded him of his 
limitations. Not until Catherine came into his life did he begin to live, Jacob, and not just in your
shadow. She was the one to show him life's possibilities, not you. I think that is what bothers 
you the most."

"That's ridiculous!"

"Is it? You fought her every step of the way, but she won, Jacob. She gave Vincent a taste of 
life you could never give him. She loved him, she gave him two children, and she changed his 
life forever. She has introduced him to the beauties of life not found in books.

"Today is a very important day in your son's life. Jacob, you were there when his son was 
born, you were there at his wedding, and you were there when his daughter was born. He 
needs you there today to share with him his triumph."

"You mean tragedy."



"The only tragedy I see is taking place before me now."

"Mary, please."

"Jacob, if you care for your son and his wife, if you care for the people you say you want to 
protect, you will get off your ..... " she stopped and blushed furiously. "You will get up top and 
show your support if not your approval."

There was a heavy moment of silence as Father appeared to consider it, but he lowered his 
head and did not move from his seat.

Mary's hopes faded with his continued silence. "Well, if that is your decision," more silence, 
"then I shall be on my way and I shall enjoy Vincent's moment of triumph while you sit here 
and stew in your anger."

Father felt her anger as he listened to her familiar steps echoing down the passageway. He felt
the despair descending on his heart.

*****

Vincent had to admit that it felt really strange leaving Catherine's apartment by the lobby in the 
early hours of morning. He did notice a few strange looks, but Catherine made a point of 
mentioning the festival and an understanding nod would follow. It seemed just getting there 
would be the most difficult part of the day.

They walked the short distance to Central Park as any family would. Vincent carried Jacob and
the baby's bag while Catherine carried Mary Catherine in a sling tied to her chest. She slipped 
her hand into his as they walked and he turned to smile his gratitude for her reassurance.

Upon their arrival at the park, they saw Mary and several of the women setting up their quilting 
booth, William unpacking bread and cookies, and hordes of children running about watching all
the props being set up. Jacob immediately began squirming to get down to play.

"Hello, you two, you're right on time," Jenny shouted. "Vincent, you look simply wonderful. Hell,
you look like you just stepped out of the story."

"That's the whole idea," Catherine said, as she smiled appreciatively at Vincent.

"You're going to be the hit of the festival."

"I just hope I can do the job."

"Don't worry, you'll be fine." Just then the baby caught her attention. "Katie, don't we look pretty
today and, Cathy, your costume .... perfect."

Vincent and Catherine cast a secretive look at each other.

"Well, we'll be starting in about an hour. Vincent, meet me behind the podium in about forty-
five minutes."

"Okay."

"Great, enjoy yourselves."

Catherine saw his look of fear. "Would you like to go for a walk?"



"No, I think running after Jacob is in order right now." It was then she saw their son toddling in 
the direction of the older children.

Almost an hour later, Catherine found a spot directly in front of the podium and held Jake's 
hand as they waited. Looking around, she noticed almost all of the tunnel children and several 
of the adults scattered throughout the audience in a show of support.

Jenny appeared to welcome everyone to the festival then she began Vincent's introduction. 
When he first appeared on stage, Catherine heard a hush fall over the crowd and she held her 
breath. For a moment, she feared he was too afraid to speak, but then tentatively and 
eloquently, he began to read the story.

The crowd grew silent as the beauty of Vincent's voice mesmerized them. The one time 
Catherine averted her eyes from Vincent, she saw a look of rapture on everyone's face as they
listened to his enchanting story. With a broad smile of victory, she looked back at thim and let 
herself be swept away as well.

Just before his introduction, Vincent had almost fled in terror. All those people staring at him, 
what if they found out the truth, could Father be right? All those questions and fears were 
battling inside of him as his heart pounded.

The silence as he stepped out onto the stage filled him with terror until he found Catherine's 
face. The acceptance he found there was all he needed to continue. What really surprised him,
though, was how easy it became. It was just like reading to the children Below and he found 
himself really enjoying it.

When his reading was finished, Vincent nervously awaited the audience's reaction. In the 
silence that followed, he forgot to breathe.

In the audience, Catherine was in much the same condition. She knew what happened next 
would affect Vincent for the rest of his life and the waiting was unbearable.

But in one spontaneous explosion of sound, the crowd applauded and cheered enthusiastically
startling Vincent. Catherine joined in the response as did Jacob and Vincent's surprise turned 
to embarrassment at all the attention. "Thank you," he awkwardly mumbled as Jenny stepped 
up to the microphone.

"Vincent will be here all day, taking part in many of the scheduled activities we've planned. 
Later this evening, he'll be reading some of Shakespeare's sonnets for your enjoyment. Once 
again, welcome to the festival and enjoy yourselves."

Applause rang out again as Vincent and Jenny left the stage. Catherine took Jake's hand and 
led him behind the stage to meet her husband.

When he saw her, the pride in her eyes and the smile on her face told him everything. She 
raced into his arms and hugged him as tightly as Katie's presence would allow. Beside them, 
Jacob jumped up and down excitedly saying, "Daddy, Daddy."

Vincent lifted his son up into the air and asked, "Did you like Daddy's performance?"

The little boy nodded and hugged his father.

"Vincent, you did a great job. Cathy, didn't I tell you he'd be perfect?" she asked.

Catherine smiled at her. "Yes, you did."



"Look, you go enjoy yourselves and mingle. Vincent, we'll need you at the archery finals at 2 
o'clock and then meet me over by the stage at 4 o'clock for the sonnets. The play will begin at 
7 o'clock. You two will like this one, it's 'Romeo and Juliet,' "

"Perfect," Catherine purred.

*****

At the other side of the festival grounds, the archery contest was about to begin. Jamie found 
herself seated by a nice looking young man apparently preparing for the contest. She studied 
him for a brief moment then began her work.

"Are you competing with that?" the young man asked as he looked at Jamie's crude hand-
made bow.

Somewhat offended, she answered, "Of course."

"Then I have nothing to worry about," the arrogant young man answered. He stood up and 
removed a shiny new state-of-the-art bow from its new cover.

She stared back at him indignantly. "Don't be so sure."

Just then Mouse, who had overheard the conversation, sat down beside her. "Don't worry. 
Fancy topsider stuff no good. Stuff made by hand better."

"Sshhhhhh!" Jamie answered. "Don't say topsider. Remember?"

"Okay, right. Forgot."

The young man turned to her again and noticed Mouse's unusual behavior. "Where'd you get 
him?"

"He's a friend of mine."

"Really? I bet you found him the same place you got that old bow of yours," he said and began
to laugh. "See you around, Einstein."

Jamie was fuming. "You .... !"

Mouse stopped her response. "Not nice. Mean. You beat him."

"I'd like to use this on him."

"No, not a good idea. Father would get mad."

Jamie had to laugh at his innocence. But her moment of relaxation ended quickly as the 
contestants were called to the target area.

Vincent and Catherine had walked through the crowds without fear for the first time since they 
had met. Adults would walk up to Vincent and tell him how much they enjoyed his reading and 
the children would run up to him and stare in awe, not fear. It was a strange and intoxicating 
experience for Vincent and Catherine could see he was having the time of his life.

They stopped by the quilting exhibit and Mary cried as she congratulated him. "Father should 
have been here for this," she told Catherine.



"It would have meant a lot to Vincent if he had," she answered. "But it's Father who has been 
cheated the most. He has missed Vincent's one day of sunshine and acceptance."

"A great loss," Mary agreed.

Back at the contest, Jamie had surprised everyone, except Mouse, when she won the first 
round. The young man's finishing in second place had turned his arrogance into anger.

At lunchtime, Vincent stopped by William's booth to pick up their picnic lunch. "How are things, 
William?"

"We're almost all sold out and you wouldn't believe all the people asking about my recipe."

"Congratulations, my friend."

William handed him the basket. "Here, enjoy."

"We already are," Vincent responded.

They found a nice out-of-the-way spot under a tree and Vincent spread out the blanket. 
Catherine sat down and discreetly began to nurse Katie as Vincent prepared their lunch.

It was perhaps the most enjoyable meal he could ever remember. The sunshine, the fresh air, 
the sound of happy children playing, Catherine nursing their beautiful daughter, and their son's
excited babbling couldn't have been a sweeter experience.

After his lunch, he changed the baby's diaper as Catherine finished her meal and Jacob played
on the grass nearby. After the change, Vincent let his eyes caress his wife's beautiful face. 

"Have I told you today how much I love you?"

"I don't think so."

"Well, my lady, may I say that I simply adore you. No, I worship the very ground you walk on."

She leaned over and they met in a kiss filled with promise. A kiss that was broken as Jacob 
jumped onto his father's back.

"Jacob, please!"

"Come on, Daddy, play," he begged.

Catherine could only smile and nod. "Go on you two. I'll watch Katie while she naps. You two 
have fun."

He leaned over and kissed the baby's head then did the same to his wife's lips. Jacob pulled 
his father's hand and guided him to his feet and off they went.

Catherine sat back and watched the two of them. How many times had she witnessed this 
scene in her dreams? She wanted time to stop so that she could forever savor this moment. 
But no, there were too many special moments still waiting to be realized and she didn't want to 
miss a single one. She laughed heartily as she saw Vincent lift Jacob over his head and twirl 
him around in the air.

*****



At 2 o'clock everyone gathered for the archery finals. Vincent was to present the medal and he 
and his family were quietly pulling for Jamie as the competition grew intense.

Jamie and the arrogant young man she had encountered earlier were tied for first place and 
there was only one round left. The young man scored high points, but did not manage one 
bull's eyes in his last attempt. Now it was Jamie's turn.

She stepped up to the line nervously. As she fought to regain her calm, her eyes searched for 
and found Vincent's calm ice blue eyes staring back at her. Then he softly smiled and in so 
doing, sent his encouragement and faith in her to calm her fears. She took her position, drew 
back the bow, and exhaled slowly as she released the arrow.

The points racked up as each arrow found it's mark, but now it was time for the last shot. Her 
opponent led by just a few points. She needed a bull's eyes to win. Once again she found 
Vincent in the crowd and felt his belief in her wash away the doubts. As long as she could 
remember, it had always been Vincent listening to her dreams, believing in her no matter what.
Today, she would prove him right.

She focused on the bull's eye and let out her breath as she released that last arrow. Everyone 
stood in silence and watched as it found its mark. Jamie didn't remember much of what 
happened after that. She was swept up in the cheers of the crowd as she was ushered to a 
podium and Vincent was suddenly standing before her. In his eyes, she could see the pride 
welling up as he placed the medal around her neck. She hugged him tightly and was soon 
embraced by Catherine and Mouse.

After the crowd had dispersed and Vincent and Catherine had moved on to prepare for the 
sonnet reading. Jamie and Mouse began to pack up the equipment. She heard something 
behind her and turned to see a not-so-arrogant young man staring at her.

"Congratulations."

"Thank you."

He stared down at his feet. "I don't remember seeing anyone shoot like that before. I'm 
surprised I haven't seen you compete before."

"I don't get out much."

"Oh, too bad. I'd like to shoot against you again uh .... what was your name?"

"Jamie."

"My name's Brad."

Mouse was standing close by, but felt very much like an intruder.

*****

Later that afternoon, Vincent walked out in front of a small crowd of adults sitting on the spring 
grass. In his hand, he held a copy of Shakespeare's sonnets. He was simply to open the book 
and read, but somehiw that wasn't enough. He walked over to where Catherine sat holding 
their sleeping baby and extended his hand. 



"My lady?"

Catherine felt her face flush as she took his hand and sat beside him as he opened the book.

He stared at the pages for a moment then decided to recite them from his heart. He took 
Catherine's hand and began reciting a very heartfelt rendition of Shakespeare's most moving 
love sonnets. The last one he recited had special meaning for them both. His voice, rich with 
love, recited Sonnet No. 29 while looking lovingly at his wife. As he repeated the last lines:

"For thy sweet love rememb'red such wealth brings,

That then I scorn to change my state with kings."

He looked down at his daughter.

Catherine was moved to tears and leaned forward to caress his cheek then kiss him.

At the back of the crowd, one lone man stood and began to applaud loudly. Vincent turned and
felt his heart almost burst. There stood Father, with tears streaming down his face. Vincent 
made his way through the applauding crowd and embraced his father openly and without 
embarrassment.

*****

A few hours later, Vincent sat with his arms around Catherine as they watched "Romeo and 
Juliet." Father sat next to Mary and other members of the community were scattered about the 
audience. Sarah and Rebecca had returned to the tunnels with Jacob and Mary Catherine.

The couple walked hand in hand enjoying the beautiful moonlit spring night long after the 
festival and the play had ended. They stopped at the entrance to the drainage tunnel and 
leaned against the wall, savoring the romantic mood. 

"It was a wonderful day, wasn't it?"

Vincent lifted his eyes to the brilliantly shining moon. "It was a day I only dared dream of. And 
as always, you made it come true. Thank you, Catherine."

"My reward was sharing it with you. Did you see how much the children enjoyed it? And 
Father?"

"Yes," he could hardly speak. "His approval meant so much to me."

"I know. His presence meant a lot to the whole community."

He paused for a moment and stared into her green eyes. "I will cherish this day forever. I love 
you, Catherine."

She slid her arms around him. "I love you."

He lowered his mouth to her ear. "Catherine, If you're ready to return, I think I'm ready for page
36 now."

She pulled her head back and laughed heartily. "Vincent!"

Using his most innocent look, he said, "If you'd rather not ...."



"Oh, Vincent, you are the sweetest, sexiest man alive." She kissed him passionately. "Then 
after page 36, we'll try page 38, then 41, then 45, then ...."

"Catherine!"

 

THE END


