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There was no other way, despite everything Catherine had tried. Elliot's tower would lead to 
the destruction of Vincent's world and possibly Vincent himself. As much as she knew how her 
decision would devastate the man she loved, it was the only avenue left open to her. If 
marrying Elliot would stop the construction of the tower, she was willing to make the sacrifice.

She sighed painfully. Telling Vincent of her decision would be the hardest thing she would ever
do. She loved him, damn it, and he loved her. Why couldn't they be together? Tears filled her 
eyes as once again she realized he would be denied what he so truly deserved - and so would 
she. She would spend her life in a loveless marriage of convenience until she simply died 
inside.

As she walked down the stairs and into the basement, every step was like a dagger in her 
heart. Desperately, she wanted to simply go to Vincent and offer him all her love and receive 
his - but fate apparently had other plans for them. She stopped a moment and forced herself to
push those painful thoughts aside. She had to do this.

He was there, waiting for her, as always. "What is it, Catherine? I feel your resolve. Have you 
found a solution?"

Catherine leaned back against the cold rock wall. Its solidity was welcomed. She would need 
the strength.

"Vincent, I haven't been able to find a way to legally stop the tower. Luz and her group were 
our only hope and now that's gone."

A defeated sigh escaped Vincent and he fell back against the wall dejectedly. 

"You did all you could, Catherine. Do not feel bad."

"I can't help it, Vincent. This isn't fair! I feel as though I've failed."

"You haven't failed. If there is no other way then we will rebuild our community somewhere 
else."

"No, there is another way but..."

"Tell me, Catherine."

"The other night, Elliot - asked me to marry him." Catherine watched Vincent's reaction closely.
The pain she saw reflected in his eyes broke her heart. She was doing the one thing she 
swore she would never do and that was leave him for another man. "If I say yes, I can get him 
to stop the construction."

"Catherine, NO!"

His voice was quivering and so was hers. She was on the brink of losing control and breaking 
into tears.

"I have to," she explained. "It's the only way. With Luz discredited, nothing stands in the way of
the tower. Elliot leaked the story, I'm sure of it. Luz stood in his way so he removed her and 
used me to do it." To hear the words disgusted and angered her even more.



Vincent leaned closer and looked deeply into her eyes. "How can you even consider a union 
with such a man?"

Trying her best to counter his arguments with as much logic as she could, she used his own 
words. "He's a human being, strong and weak, good and bad. You said so yourself, Vincent. 
And he loves me. As much as a man like Elliot can love."

Vincent was aghast. "But you do not love this man."

"No. But there is more at stake than me here. The painted tunnels, Elizabeth, Father and 
Mouse, all the children who have found safety Below and you. You, most of all.

"Vincent, you have risked your life for me a hundred times. How can I stand by and watch your 
world be destroyed when I have the power to save it."

"I can't allow you to sacrifice yourself in such away," Vincent protested.

Once again, she had to gather all her resolve and determination to do what had to be done. 
"I'm sorry, Vincent. But it's not your decision. I'm going to marry him. I have to."

She had to get away as quickly as she could before her courage failed her. Without giving 
Vincent time to argue further, she turned to walk away. Vincent's reaction, however, caught her
totally off guard.

Before she stepped into the sub-basement, Vincent grabbed her by the arm and spun her 
around. He stared at her with tears streaming down his cheeks. "I can't..."

Her own tears dampened her cheeks as pain and grief ripped her apart. "No, Vincent…"

Something happened then that Catherine would have never expected from Vincent. He 
maneuvered her backward until she felt the basement wall stop her retreat. His eyes seared 
into hers and he held her firmly but gently. 

"Vincent, please..."

"Catherine..." he pleaded then leaned toward her. The next thing she felt was his mouth 
pressing awkwardly but tenderly against hers. She couldn't control her response. She kissed 
him back passionately.

Whether it was the emotional turmoil they were caught up in, or just two desperate lovers 
trying to cram a lifetime of passion into one final parting, she wasn't sure. All she knew was 
that their sudden burst of passion had left them both breathless and unsure of what would 
happen next.

Pulling back from her, Vincent appeared confused and helplessly lost until a strange look of 
calm returned to his features.

"Please, Vincent. This is hard enough," Catherine pleaded.

"I cannot allow you to do this, Catherine. Your happiness is more important than a few painted 
tunnels and chambers."

"Vincent, I've made my decision."

"No, Catherine. You deserve better than a loveless shell of a marriage."

Fighting the urge to simply give in, Catherine gathered her wavering courage and focused her 
most convincing gaze at him.

"I won't argue this with you, Vincent. I must go," she said as she turned toward the ladder.

Vincent grabbed her arm again. "Not until we work this out," he declared with authority.

"Vincent!"

He blocked her path of escape.



"I'm not letting you out of my sight until I'm sure you've given up on this idea you have of 
saving us."

"Get out of my way. Vincent," she ordered angrily. "You can't hold me prisoner here."

"I am prepared to do what I must to keep you from destroying us both."

"I have to do this to save you and these tunnels. There is no other way."

"Tell me, Catherine. Do you really want to marry him?"

"No. Of course not. I love you."

Vincent's expression softened considerably. "To marry a man you do not love just to stop the 
construction of a skyscraper would destroy us both."

"Why do you keep saying that? If it saves your world..."

"That's not the point, Catherine."

He stepped closer to her and she backed away. To allow him to touch or hold her would break 
her resolve. 

"That's all that matters," she answered.

"No, it is not. Your friends and family here would forever bear the guilt of your unhappiness. Is 
that a burden you wish to place upon them?"

"They would be alive and this world would be safe," she replied with conviction.

'"We are never safe here, Catherine. If we survive this, there will be some other threat. There 
always is. As long as we live as we do, we will be in danger. Your sacrifice won't change that."

Briefly, she struggled to free herself from his grasp but it was a futile battle. When she gave up,
he gently but firmly pressed her up against the wall. 'She has to be made to understand,' he 
adamantly told himself.

The look he was giving her awakened something deep inside her so powerful it frightened her. 
He placed one palm against the wall beside her head. His body was intimidating in its sheer 
size and barely harnessed strength. But intimidation wasn't the only thing she was feeling as 
he leaned closer.

"Catherine, how can I make you understand the consequences of this action?"

"I know the consequences," she sadly admitted. Her lip began quivering as she thought about 
all the cold, lonely years that lay ahead of her.

"No you don't. I FEEL what you feel. When you lie beside him at night, I will feel your 
aloneness. Every time he touches you or possesses your body, I will know it. What do you 
think that will do to me?"

She gasped. The thought of hurting him tonight when she told him was bad enough but to 
spend the rest of his life being tormented by what he couldn't have was - unbearable. Tears 
filled her eyes and she began to tremble.

Vincent moved closer and rested his forehead against hers. Rarely had he ever displayed such
emotion with her.

"Catherine - I love you more than my own life. If you left me because you were truly in love with
someone else, I would find a way to live with it by knowing you had found love. To know you 
had traded your happiness for my life would be impossible to bear. I could not live with that. 
What you sacrificed yourself for would no longer be worth saving. Don't you understand?"

"Don't you understand that I would do anything to protect you?"

"Would you destroy me to protect me?"



"I... I don't know what to do," she moaned in anguish.

"Yes you do."

Tenderly, Vincent nuzzled into her hair until he found her ear, then tentatively rubbed his nose 
against her cheek. Without realizing what she was doing, she began nuzzling his cheek. It was
then something magical and long overdue happened. In the midst of their emotional turmoil, 
their hearts and lips sought each other with passion. Once the connection was made, the walls
began to crumble and no more thought was given to either world or the consequences of their 
actions.

Their first kiss had been impulsive and quick. The tenderness of this kiss, led to another and 
then another until their passion escaped its confines and took over their minds and bodies. Her
arms pulled him against her in desperation. Vincent's hands found their way down to 
Catherine's shoulders. He needed her close to him closer, closer!

Her hands slid from his waist to the curve of his buttocks and began to clutch the already tense
muscle. His hand slid down her shoulder into the opening of her jacket and found its way to 
one of the intriguing mounds he so often dreamed of exploring. An ancient instinct took over as
he began to knead the small mound. The action elicited a moan of pleasure from Catherine 
that Vincent misinterpreted as a sign of pain. Disgusted with himself, he pulled away from her 
so fast it frightened them both.

Catherine's breath came in gasps as she fought to understand what had happened. "Why did 
you stop?" she asked in confusion.

He paced back and forth several times before attempting to explain. When he stopped, he 
stared at his hand. "I... I hurt you."

"Hurt me? No - you didn't hurt me. I loved what you were doing. Haven't you ever heard a 
woman moan in pleasure?"

Vincent looked at her shyly.

"I guess you haven't," she surmised. "Look Vincent, I wanted you to do what you were doing. I 
want you to touch me. I want to touch you!"

He looked at her in astonishment. "You want to - touch me?" He couldn't believe her words.

"Very much. And I've longed for you to touch me like that. I want it. I..."

"How can you feel this way about me and consider marrying another man?"

"Oh, Vincent..."

"Catherine - look at me."

Slowly, she met his intense gaze as he walked over to her.

"Could you marry me? Could you - give yourself to me? Could you lie next to me at night? I 
need to hear the words."

She could have lied to make their parting easier to bear but when he looked at her in that way,
it was impossible. "Yes, Vincent. I want to be with you in every sense of the word. I want to 
give you everything."

"Are you sure? We don't know what may happen. I might not even be able to..."

"Whatever we can share is worth the price."

"Would you pay with your faith?"

"What?"

"Is the possibility of what we could share worth your acting on faith now?"



She sighed in exasperation. "I don't understand."

"Do you have enough faith in our love to keep fighting to find a way to save this world and not 
do something - drastic?"

She suddenly realized just what he had been trying to make her understand. "You're right. I 
owe us at least one more try. But if I can't come up with anything..."

"Then have enough faith in us to let us decide our own fate. This community has survived 
worse than this and will continue to do so, as long as we have faith in each other and our 
dream."

Gently, he held her hand in his. "If you had not come into our lives, we would still be faced with
this problem. You must not feel it your responsibility to sacrifice yourself. "

"Helping is not a responsibility - it is a gift I willingly give," she corrected him.

"I know that. Your kindness and generosity to us is greatly appreciated. It is why you are so 
well -loved by all."

She smiled slightly.

"Especially by me," he quickly added.

"It's nice to finally hear the words."

"I should have said them long ago," he confessed.

"I must get back to work," she reluctantly stated.

Vincent studied her intently.

"I won't go to Elliot, I promise."

He stepped out of her path and allowed her to pass. Just before she stepped onto the ladder, 
he guided her into his arms for a hug and a brief, innocent kiss.

"Be strong, Catherine. Have faith."

"Take care, Vincent. I'll return soon."

* * * * * *

The next morning, Catherine sat at her desk going over the latest computer printout trying to 
find - anything. 

"What was that about the Cayman Islands?" she mumbled as she flipped through the printouts.

Suddenly, it all fell into place. "Damn it!" she swore as she bundled the printouts together and 
ran into Joe's office. When she came out some time later, Burch Tower was no more.

* * * * * *

Because of the paperwork involved with putting their case together, Catherine was very late 
getting home that night and she could only speak with Vincent briefly on her balcony. Her news
was greeted with a smile and a hug.

"You see, Catherine. Faith can indeed move mountains."

"And an occasional skyscraper?"

"Yes, even a skyscraper."



* * * * * *

The next day, Catherine climbed down into the sub-basement carrying a garment bag over one
shoulder. She had already dropped her suitcase down to the floor.

"What have you there?" a familiar, sultry voice asked as she stepped off the last rung.

"Just a few things a girl needs for an extended stay."

"How extended?" Vincent asked as he lifted the heavy suitcase.

"Let's take a walk through the painted tunnels and we'll talk about it."

After leaving Elizabeth, who was working on her latest addition to the walls, Vincent and 
Catherine embraced each other in silence. Relief and joy resounded through their bond.

A little later, Catherine lifted her head and smiled at Vincent. 

"When is the big day?"

"I beg your pardon?" Vincent asked.

"Our wedding day? Vincent - I'm taking you up on your proposal. You're not backing out are 
you?" She chuckled softly at the shocked look on his face.

"You - really want to - marry me?"

"I said yes as I remember. Didn't you believe me?"

"I didn't think you took me seriously."

"Hmmm - are you saying you didn't mean it?"

"Are you saying you will?"

Catherine sighed. "Sometimes, Vincent, I don't think you've heard anything I've said since I 
met you."

"Catherine!"

"You always told me to follow my heart. Do you have the courage to do that?"

She was right and he knew it. Despite the fit Father would throw, he had to be true to his heart.

"I should do this properly I guess." Carefully, he dropped down on one knee and took her 
hand. "Catherine - I love you with all my heart. Will you marry me?"

"Well - this is so sudden. I just don't know."

His stunned expression made her laugh. "I'm only kidding. Yes, Vincent. I will marry you - 
tomorrow."

"Tomorrow!"

"You're not changing your mind, are you?"

"No. But why so soon?" he asked as he rose to full height.

"I don't want to give Father time to change your mind."

"I hadn't thought about Father."

"I think you'd better. In fact, while he's still in a good mood over the news about the tower might
be the best time to hit him with it."

"Catherine, I'd rather not think of announcing our plans to marry as hitting someone with it."

"I know but that's going to be the way Father will feel."



* * * * *

Father's reaction was not as Vincent or Catherine expected. He was sitting at his desk when 
they came in and made their announcement. He slowly took off his glasses and rubbed the 
bridge of his nose. He looked at both of them for a long moment then placed his glasses on the
desk. The calm look on his face revealed no emotion. 

Finally, he spoke. "I have to admit that after the events of yesterday, I rather expected as 
much."

"You did?" Vincent asked in an amazed tone of voice.

"As much as I have fought your relationship in the past, lately I have learned that I have been 
trying to swim upstream. Trying to stop destiny when it concerns you two is much like trying to 
stem the ebb and flow of the tide. I have decided it is wiser to just simply, as they say, go with 
the flow."

"I can't believe this." Catherine stammered in shock.

Father stood up and walked over to Vincent. "I still fear for you, son but I can't keep you from 
experiencing all of life that you can. I'm glad you found someone to love you for the beauty in 
your heart."

"Thank you, Father."

He moved over to Catherine next and hugged her warmly. "Welcome to our family, Catherine. 
We owe you so much. And - thank you for the precious gift you have given my son."

"It is I who should be saying thank you. I owe all of you so much."

"And you have given so much," Father responded. "You both deserve all the happiness fate 
will allow. Now, tell me about your plans."

* * * * * *

The wedding was held the next day-in the Great Hall. Catherine wore her mother's wedding 
dress and Vincent wore his ruffled shirt and suede vest. Father was the best man and one of 
the helpers presided over the ceremony. The candlelight wedding, followed by a reception to 
end all receptions, would be the talk of the community for years to come. In fact, most party 
goers didn't notice that the guests of honor had slipped out early and simply disappeared. 
When their absence was noticed, Father simply smiled and offered a toast. "To faith in dreams 
and to the strength of love."

CHOICE

By Emily Dickinson

Of all the souls that stand create
I have elected one.

When sense from spirit files away,
And subterfuge is done;

When that which is and that which was
Apart, intrinsic, stand,

And this brief tragedy of flesh
Is shifted like a sand;

When figures show their royal front
And mists are carved away, --
Behold the atom I preferred

To all the lists of day!

END


