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Catherine was heading below. Today, it seemed right to walk through Central Park.

“Spring is approaching,” she thought, taking a deep breath.

She turned down a pathway lined with Japanese cherry trees, all in full bloom.

“Wow, how wonderful. What a overnight change,” Catherine murmured, absorbing the 
beauty of this scene.

 “What a few warm spring days can do! I understand why the Japanese celebrate such 
wonders.” She hit on an idea and backtracked to continue her intended path.

Arriving below, she directly approached William's empire in a determined manner.

She set foot in the kitchen chamber and looked around for William.

“William are you there?” she asked, but heard no sound, nor any reaction. Catherine was 
turning to leave when she heard a rumbling noise accompanied by a loud curse. 

Arthur flew by her, followed by William holding a roasting pan.

“That damned raccoon,” he cursed. “When I get you, I promise....”

Suddenly aware of Catherine's presence, Arthur having successfully escaped, William 
hemmed, and put away the pan.

“ Uh,...Catherine. What can I do for you?” 

“William, how are you? Is Arthur playing pranks?” Catherine asked, giving him a look of 
commiseration.



William suppressed myriad curses for Arthur and Mouse, as he was in the company of a 
lady. He collected his thoughts and nodded.

“William I need your help. I want to surprise Vincent with an picnic like the traditional  
Japanese festival. They sit under the trees, in parks and gardens, after work. Whenever 
possible, they have a picnic and share their joy, as I recall,” she explained.

“Do you have something special in mind?” William asked. 

“I don't know. What treats would you suggest?” Catherine answered.

“Let me think. I have some pastries and an apple pie,” he replied.

“Oh William, that would be so fine. You always have such wonderfully tasty, delicate 
dishes,” Catherine raved, then added. “But please tell me with what goodies I can buy to 
replace anything.” 

“I'm sure I'll think of something, and then I'll let you know,” William assured her, while he 
packed up the picnic basket. “ Have fun.”

“Thank you so much,” Catherine said, bidding him goodbye.

“You are welcome. Your compliments make me proud,” he replied finally. 

Laden with the basket Catherine continued her way to Vincent's chamber.

With a radiant smile she greeted Vincent as she entered.

“Look, William prepared this wonderful basket for us and I want to invite you for a picnic 
under the blooming Japanese cherry trees.” 

She put the basket aside and hugged Vincent.

“And maybe you would like to refresh my memory about this festival,” she suggested, 
rising on her tiptoes to kiss him.

He returned the kiss, being sweet on her. Oh, how much he loved her and how much he 
liked her smile. Caring emotions flooded the bond. Then they began to talk about their 
day's events. After a while, they prepared themselves for the picnic.

“Let me carry the basket,” Vincent suggested, grabbing his cloak.

“Fine, then I can link my arms with yours,” she agreed, kissing him again and passing him 
the basket.

They went on a walk and finally found a sheltered place, hidden from view and protected 
from the wind, where they stretched out a blanket.

They sat down and ate their meal.

“Look isn't it wonderful? Please tell me what you know,” Catherine asked.

“Then let's talk about Japan. The famous cherry blossom (sakura) is Japan's national 
flower and there are about 200 different species, many more than here. Each year, the 
cherry blossom festival is celebrated throughout the country. The flowers vary from region 
to region. The cherry trees in the south are always the first to enchant with their blossoms 
and the people do what we are doing now,” Vincent explained. “I love you.”

They set silent for a while, absorbing the beauty of this special moment. Later, a balmy 
breeze came up, showering down clouds of myriads of petals. Catherine reached out her 
hand and sampled some of them.

“Look how tiny they are and so fugacious,” she whispered handing the hump of blossoms 



carefully over to Vincent.

“You are an acute observer, Catherine,” Vincent commended her, adding. “Because of 
their short life, cherry blossoms were always compared with Samurai. Flowers that fall 
from the trees are a metaphor for fallen warriors who bravely defended their country and 
died for it. Thus, the cherry blossoms can also be found in the emblem and flag of the 
Japanese military, as a sign of loyalty.”

“I didn't know. I would never come up with the idea, imagining something like a tiny, virgin 
blooming nature in this connection of man of arms,” Catherine told, shaking her head in 
astonishment.

“Every culture has it's own symbols and tales about growth and decay, becoming and 
passing away. The old circle..... you know.... and the Japanese are well known for being a 
folk of proud people, which were deeply ingrained in their traditions. Japanese cherry 
blossoms symbolize also the new, the emergent. They are therefore almost everywhere 
used as decor and are always a welcome gift!” Vincent finished.

They sat silent again for a while, absorbing the complexity of something which seemed  so
simple as a blooming cherry tree.

“Would you like to share the last piece of apple pie with me,” Catherine asked. Vincent 
nodded and she split it carefully, then handed it to Vincent. They enjoyed the cake as 
Catherine grinned broadly.

“I have to tell you a funny scene I saw - an escaping Arthur followed by William wielding a 
roasting pan,” Catherine explained, telling the story. Vincent smiled too.

“I agree, those two will never be real friends,” Vincent remarked.

They sat silent for a while, dwelling on the scene.

“I think it's getting cold now, so we should pack up,” Vincent suggested with a sigh. 
Catherine nodded.

As they were about to leave, a small branch of blooming cherry broke and sailed down in 
front of them. Vincent bent over and picked it up.

“May I offer you this branch as a thank you for your beautiful idea and this wonderful 
evening, in the tradition of Sakura?” he asked, handing the branch to Catherine.

“Oh Vincent,” she proclaimed, nearly speechless with joy. “I will cherish it, I promise.”

“I know that,” he replied.

They walked back hand-in-hand. Before they parted they hugged and kissed again.

Catherine had walked away a few steps, but then turned.

“Please give William my thanks and my compliments,” she told Vincent, then whispered, 
“sleep well and sweet dreams.”

The bond sang with magical emotions.

Once  home, she cared for the cherry branch, delicately touching the blooms.

“So perfect,” she thought.

A few days later, before the branch was past its prime, she removed it from the vase, dried
it, then pressed it carefully between some heavy law school papers.



“This is what the papers are finally good for,” she smiled, satisfied.

After it was pressed, the branch was placed in a poetry book, which she kept with other 
treasures, safe from public view in a wooden chest. From time to time she retrieved one of 
them, remembering the special magic of those moments.
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