
Behind the Stained Glass Window
By The Ren Girls

“Tonight… this night…
I can write and describe the entire world.

Two green eyes. Her brown hair.
Behind the window, through the glass…”

G. P. Moci

Judith Nolan



This question is one that has always intrigued me. What does lie behind the 
glowing, stained glass window, at the back of Vincent’s chamber? 

Some have speculated that it could look down into the dining hall. That is a 
reasonable idea, given the warm glow that never seems to diminish. But would that
not be too noisy for a bed chamber, to be situated above such organised chaos? 
And if this was so, then would we not have heard some of the goings-on in that 
busy place, when Catherine was lying in Vincent’s chamber? All she heard was the 
tapping that never stopped, and the sounds of the overhead trains.

Maybe the glow of the window is simply a reflection from the lights hung all around
Vincent’s room. They never seem to be extinguished, even though Vincent can see 
perfectly well in the dark.

When Vincent lost patience with life and broke the window in Remember Love, all 
that could be seen through the shattered glass was a sparse, stone corridor. This is 
feasible, it could simply be a lit pathway behind the chamber that leads to 
somewhere else. But then, that was in a dream, or a vision, so can we rely on such 
information? We simply saw what Vincent was seeing.

All these are valid arguments. But, I prefer to think that perhaps it’s Vincent’s 
private bathing chamber hidden behind the window. We never quite see into that 
back, left-hand corner, where a door or a curtain could easily be hidden. Perhaps 
there’s a simple fold-back in the rock wall. 

Then, the window could be lit from behind, from within the bathroom. It would 
make sense. It would take a brave man indeed, who would go stumbling around in 
the dark of a lightless back chamber, trying to find the commode in the middle of 
the night!

It would be very sensible to have a lantern or two burning in the night. And, if this is
so, then Catherine could have used it, perhaps with help from Mary. It would have 



been wise to have her kept close, and away from the attention of the others who 
lived Below. Father had stipulated that order.

In this hidden chamber then, there would be a huge, claw-foot bath-tub, fit for a 
king. As befitting such a tall man. This would have been a cast-off that would have 
been *found* somewhere Above, or in between. It would have been smuggled 
down, to keep it from Father’s critical eyes. Perhaps there is also a stone-walled 
shower room, again created in just the right proportions for a large man. This may 
have been a later addition of Vincent’s own design, useful for a someone who has 
so many duties to perform, and very little time for himself.

There would be an antique, Victorian porcelain hand-basin of huge proportions. 
And then the commode… again that type of over-the-top Victorian melodrama, 
over-burdened with blue florals and heavy porcelain design. Like the bath, it would 
also be valuable, but who would care? It was useful, and that was all that mattered.
Warm water in winter was always better than bathing in the chill of the Great Falls.

It would also make sense that there wouldn’t be any mirrors in this hidden 
bathroom, as there were none in Vincent’s main chamber. He had no use for 
mirrors, he knew what he looked like. If there had been a mirror, perhaps a great 
gilded glass contraption, Vincent would have gifted that to someone else in the 
tunnel family. 

Then, we turn to another slant on the story of that mysterious stained glass 
window. It has been speculated that this large, well-appointed chamber may have 
once belonged primarily to Devin. Unlike the other children of the tunnels, Devin 
would have decided, very early on, that he and Vincent would need their own 
space, their own chamber. 

Vincent stayed on when Devin disappeared. Maybe he wished to remain close to 
the memory of his vanished brother, despite the memories the chamber would 
invoke. Who knows what plots and mischief were hatched under the covers of a 
cold night, by the light of the brazier, flickering in the glass of the window? Was the 



daring carousel adventure that could have gone so very wrong, been invented in 
that room? 

Who knows? But Devin seems to have been a young man of large ideas, which he 
often determined to put into action. Surely his own bathroom would be a nice 
addition to their place of residence. He would have set about creating it with his 
usual vigor. No doubt his father disapproved of such extravagance, so it would have
been done in secret.

Who truly knows how it came to be, or what is truly behind that glass window? It 
keeps its own counsel, and so far, has not be willing to share any of its secrets with 
us… 

Until now…

Judith

Cindy Rae

What’s behind that stained glass window? How is it lit up, from behind? Ah, the 
things that used to torment my little brain, especially back when I first started 
writing fan fiction!

We do get a hint, in Remember Love, when Vincent hurls his luggage through the 
glass, and breaks it. (There was just an empty-looking stone passageway, back 
there.)

But since the glass of the window was intact when he woke up, we all know (wink) 
that shattering the glass was part of the “dream” he was having. So even that visual
clue is suspect. (Vincent was having a nightmare. He was seeing all sorts of things 
that never were. Moving on…)



From a practical aspect, (and this question used to get raised on Star Trek, too) the 
man needs a place to tend to some of life’s messier bodily functions. So, cheers to 
those who have said it’s a private bathing chamber, and double kudos to those who
have fished up pictures of luxury marble/granite bathrooms, and posted them, 
some complete with candlelight. Good on you! You’re combining the practical with 
the very lovely, and that’s always a good thing.

But for my part… (and for that matter, the part of me that tends to combine the 
impractical with the very lovely, because in fan fic, you can do that), it’s not a 
bathroom, a “bathing chamber” or any such like. (Which isn’t to say there isn’t one 
back there, and it’s not magnificent, in its way, just that it’s not the main draw.)

No, for me, it’s actually the most impractical of all spaces, especially when you 
consider what’s in front of it.

It’s a bedroom. Which is to say it’s a bedroom behind a bedroom, the thing he 
already has one of, so that makes it the MOST impractical suggestion of all.

But THIS (of course) isn’t just “any” bedroom. (Otherwise, why have two of them?)

No, this is a secret place, one other eyes don’t see. This is the space behind the wall
of glass, a private place where Vincent can put anything he wants, and do so 
knowing it will never be seen by anyone.

Not anyone.

Except his bride.

This is the “Marriage Chamber,” the place that puts Kanin Evans’ Anniversary 
Chamber to shame. Years in the making (and added to after he met Catherine), it 
contains small touches of grace, and even some of opulence, all there for one 
theme: A wedding night. A honeymoon. A bridal bower, one fit for an everlasting 
love. A place for a long, slow, beautiful tryst. Or several days worth of those. Maybe
more.

The bed is huge, a cast-off king-sized mattress head-boarded by a heavily tufted 
couch, made over in off-white and silver brocade, a discarded thing with threadbare
places hidden by mismatched throw pillows, some plain, some embroidered, all 
chosen with care. The couch is there just for the extra length it provides Vincent, 
and the extra pillows. The remains of old, cast off/ruined wedding gowns make up 
the dust ruffle on the bed, some of which still have parts of the lace train attached.



The sheets and blankets were rescued from one of the old high-end hotels, prior to 
demolition. The coverlet, also gotten from there, was an impossibly large swatch of 
drapery velvet, one gleaming with inset pearl “buttons,” and it’s trimmed with the 
silver and gold rope that was once used to hold the drape, attached there by 
Vincent’s own hand. The edges are scalloped. The drape just came that way.

A lady’s vanity set, old ivory and tarnished silver, polished and made to gleam, sits 
on a sturdy table. The candles glimmer in mismatched cut glass bowls, with an 
occasional treasure of crystal thrown in. A glass pitcher for water sits beside the 
bed, and a pair of plain glasses, a way to get a drink, “after.” It’s sitting on a circle of
glass that’s suspended from the ceiling by a macramé “planter,” repurposed to hold
the table. The heavy, off-white twine has held up well, and the originally brown 
beads have been repainted white.

And unlike any other place in Vincent’s private world, there is a mirror in this room, 
one for the bride, one he can’t escape. That’s just how it is.

The dominant color in the room is white, and even the tunnel candles look ‘dark’ by
comparison to some of the pieces here. There’s a mismatched tea service (Royal 
Dalton, Spode, and Limoges) which is unchipped and perfect, in its way, chosen for 
its loveliness, rather than its coordination. Old Country Roses cups sit on plain, 
white porcelain (which is to say that there are roses behind the roses), with a bone 
china white sugar bowl trimmed in fading gold. The set is waiting to be used, and 
content to just sit and look pretty, while it waits. Vincent rescued each cast-off 
piece, over the years, and added it to the set. The napkins are old damask, from a 
nice restaurant that went bankrupt in the fifties. The few pieces of scattered 
silverware came from there as well. The handles are heavy. The pattern reminds 
Vincent of the shell Catherine gave him.

There’s a steamer trunk at the foot of the bed, grey, originally, but painted the 
palest shade of blue. It holds an extra quilt which will probably never be used, since 
the occupants will keep each other warm.

There are no clocks in this room, no “24 hour candles,” for why measure time when
you have all the time in the world?

Even tunnel song is muted, here, where the thick rock and an ancient Persian rug in 
shades of white, light blue and dark blue, absorbs the sound. The rug lost a corner 
to fire, years ago, but it doesn’t matter. The damage was trimmed away, and that 
end sits under the huge bed. There are scattered braided rugs on top of that, 



tunnel-made pieces of art, meant to keep your feet from touching the cold morning
ground. 

Vincent isn’t sure that he’ll ever use this trysting place. Part of him is sure he never 
will. But there’s a book of Tennyson’s poems on the bed, and a pretty, cut glass 
bowl just large enough to hold a few dozen rose petals, perched importantly atop a 
white-painted dresser… just in case.

Vincent (of course) built it all, or arranged for it to be sewn/braided/made, then 
brought it in. He adds to it only rarely, and only when he finds something truly 
lovely, something he instinctively feels would look “just right” in there.

He sits in there sometimes, alone, and simply looks at it, and wonders. He toys with
the idea of rearranging the items on the lady’s vanity now and then, but he just 
ends up moving them back. Everything is already in “just the right place.”

He wants to offer the room to someone. Or die, keeping it’s secret, the one he 
himself can barely whisper: that he wishes to one day be a bridegroom. Somehow. 
Someday. Some magical, almost unthinkable way.

And yes. There’s a bathroom just through the back. With a claw-foot tub and a 
dozen wall niches for votive candles. Also just in case. (See? I’m not completely 
impractical.)

That’s my story and I’m sticking to it.

As ever,

Cindy

Barbara Anderson



What is literally behind that beautiful stained-glass window?

Truthfully, I have never spent much time thinking about it. But I have always 
wondered what the window’s backstory was, where it came from, and how Vincent
came to have it. 

How did something so valuable find its way Below in the first place? And why does 
it belong to Vincent?

I have never written a story about it, but in the Beauty and the Beast universe in my
head, it was one of Vincent’s very first found treasures. 

As a young boy, Vincent often found himself alone, as his friends went Above in the 
daylight. He learned to fill the lonely hours exploring parts of his subterranean 
world. Parts that most of the Tunnel denizens were either afraid to explore, too 
busy trying to survive their hard-scrabble lives to search, or merely uninterested in. 

On one such underground adventure, Vincent found himself in the tunnels beneath 
the Old Tweed Courthouse, on Chambers Street. There were heavy wooden doors 
along both sides of the tunnel, with rusty, cobweb covered padlocks. They were 
clearly long forgotten, by time, and the world above him. 

After cutting the locks and opening the doors, Vincent discovered they led to 
abandoned storerooms that were a treasure trove, filled with dust-covered statues,
abandoned portraits of stuffy looking men, and odds and ends of broken 
bookshelves, desks, and chairs. 

Vincent kept his find a secret, knowing instinctively that if Father and the Council 
found out about them, they would come and scavenge them for the community, 
and Vincent would not be able to keep the best of the lot.

Vincent had never been a selfish child, but for the first time in his life, he had found 
something that belonged only to him, and he was reluctant to share it. 

One by one, he began bringing some of the treasures back to the chamber he 
shared with Devin. A small bronze statue here. A dilapidated tiffany lamp or two 
there. Over the period of months, he brought his favorite pieces home, hoping they
wouldn’t be noticed by any of the adults in the community. 

But they didn’t go unnoticed by Devin. With each new piece, Devin became more 
and more suspicious of Vincent. Where is all this great stuff coming from? he 
wondered. So, one day, when his friends went Above to play or go dumpster diving,
Devin stayed behind and followed Vincent.



Vincent was angry when he was discovered, but then he realized, Perhaps Devin 
can help me get the heavier treasures back. 

So, in the middle of the night, while the Tunnel world slept, Devin would help 
Vincent bring them home, until finally they brought a filthy, dirt-caked window back
to their chamber. They both agreed that it would fit almost perfectly into a large 
hole they had in one wall that made their chamber very drafty.

Vincent painstakingly cleaned and polished each individual piece of glass, until it 
slowly revealed its stunning beauty to him. He had never seen, let alone owned, 
something so stunningly lovely.

That’s when it was discovered by the community at large, and members of the 
Council attempted to take it from him…

… but that is a whole other story.

Barbara

Janet Rivenbark

What’s behind the window? I’ve imagined a lot of things, and possibilities, back 
there. 

But there is also a story about where the window came from. How did it get where 
it is? 

I’ve imagined Vincent relating the story to Catherine. 



“There was a fire that nearly destroyed a house on the northeast side of 
Manhattan, back in the 60s,” Vincent told Catherine. “The house was 
restored, but workers gutted it before they started the work. Devin found 
that window, there. He swore that it was in the discard pile, but since it 
hadn’t been damaged and was obviously quality work, Father doubted that 
story. 

“Devin and I had just moved into this chamber, and there was a hole in the 
back wall that made it hard to keep the chamber warm. We’d hung a rug in 
front of it, but it didn’t do much good. This window was just a little larger 
than the hole. Devin and I went to work making it bigger, so the window 
would fit.”

And did anyone notice how loud the subway sounds were, in the pilot? There had 
to be a track somewhere close, and I like to think that what might be on the other 
side of that window, and what might be the source of the light, is an old, 
abandoned, but still lit, subway station. Maybe trains don’t actually use those tracks
any longer, but the tunnel would conduct the sound to the old station, anyway. 

And I also like to think that there is a way into that subway station. It’s behind the 
armoire that is on the left wall, as you are looking at the bed. No one but Vincent 
and Devin know about that short tunnel that leads into the subway maintenance 
tunnel; not even Father.

It’s been Vincent’s secret way in and out of the tunnels for years. 

Janet



In Theory of the Stained-Glass Window

By JessicaRae

The mystery of the beautiful stained-glass window. It has always intrigued me, as I 
too, had a stained-glass window in my bathroom. One that my mother made with 
frosted glass, forming pink flowers with green-shaded leaves and black leading. 
They were intended to be roses, although they looked more like tulips. The sun 
shined through the colors, casting brilliant shadows across the room, beyond. 

In Vincent’s room, of course there is no feasible way for sunlight to reach the 
depths of the tunnels, and certainly not into a chamber. Yet, the warm glow shines 
from behind the glass, as if lit by an eternal, unmoving flame. It does not flicker as a
candle, and never dims in its strength. We are never allowed a solid answer for this 
phenomenon and can only speculate, as to its source. 

Perhaps we were given a glimpse of the purpose behind this one-of-a-kind window 
in Remember Love. In a moment of anguish, at the dreams and hopes that are 
swirling in heartbroken symphony inside his head, Vincent momentarily gives way 
to the painful frustrations, and the beautiful window is shattered, revealing what is 
perceived to the viewer to be an empty, lonely corridor. This was perhaps meant to 
mirror the emptiness of hope that was troubling Vincent. 

His purpose is unclear to him now, and he feels that all good things are beyond his 
reach, and that somehow, he is to blame for their unattainable nature. 



Once the window shatters, things change, and he is visited by an angelic figure who,
when he mistakes her for Catherine, states “I am the image of her within you. I am 
your heart, your mind.”

The window is now gone. His heart and mind are broken. The symbol of light, of 
hope, is gone from his room and symbolically, from his life. 

The specter makes it clear to him that it is indeed his room… the room that would 
have been left behind in the tunnels if he had not lived to occupy it. The window is 
nowhere to be seen in this ‘world’. After viewing the terrible state of the tunnels 
without someone good and brave to stop the evil, the figure in his dream says, 
“Knowledge and beauty are fragile things. They need protection.”

The origins of the window are unknown. We may never know how it got into the 
tunnels. Is it possible that, although the viewer sees the window, it is never actually 
a tangible object? The breaking of the window symbolized the breaking of his heart 
and mind. Is it merely a reminder to the viewer, that although the gentle giant 
looked dangerous, he was capable of enjoying beauty and love like anyone else?

If it was an actual window, the loss of the window appeared to create another 
entrance to the room, in his dream, in addition to the one they typically used. 
Perhaps the window, intentionally or unintentionally, was a symbol of ‘that’ side of 
Vincent (the romantic, gentle, loving side) that he had sealed away, as something 
he could view and cherish, but never quite attain. 

With the breaking of the window, he lost hope; that thing inside all of us that makes
us glow. Hope that makes us dream and reach for stars. The window was lost 
forever, as his life faded from existence, and never was.

When he finally awakens, the window has returned, along with his hopes and 
dreams, and Catherine is there to greet him. His life, a life as fragile and beautiful as
the window, is lit again, with hope. 

That hope is what keeps the dream alive for all of us, no matter what time and fate 
try to throw at us.

Who or what is your ‘stained glass window’?



Allison Duggins

This small chamber which has a half-furnished feeling... a simple writing desk upon 
which lies a hatbox… a single night-stand, beside a patchwork-covered Quaker bed 
with lots of pillows, a dresser, crowded with all manner of ribbon-wrapped gifts and
folk-art trinkets... Candles cover various surfaces, waiting to be lit.

This hidden chamber is lit from the glow of a stained glass window, hiding in a little 
niche, in the far corner of the room. Its light doesn’t extend very far, but the 
kaleidoscope of colors can be seen on the walls of its tiny hollow. It had been an 
empty room for a long time. It’s too small to be a regular chamber.  

From time to time, it was used for storage, when the other chambers near it 
needed a space. The furniture was slowly brought in by loving hands and carefully 
refurbished. Each piece chosen, with the occupant it eventually was given to clearly 
considered. The window knows who this chamber is being prepared for, and hopes,
one day, that an opening between it and the window's current, larger chamber is 
created, so that a family may reside there. 

The day came when the occupant this room was created for finally came. She was 
brought Below, grieving the loss of her father. Catherine always stayed in one of 
the other guest chambers, at Father’s insistence, whenever she stayed Below, on 
her too-infrequent weekend visits. This time, Father had no objection. He knew that
Vincent would want Catherine close, to surround her with his love, when her grief 
overwhelmed her. Surprisingly, Father even assisted the others in furnishing the 
untidy, hidden room. A small pile of books sat on the shelf in the niche where the 
window sat. There was also a pitcher of water and a vase of flowers, hastily picked 



from Above.

The window saw the relationship between Vincent and Catherine become as deep 
as it has, and knew it was only a matter of time before Vincent's courage allowed 
him to give it to her. It felt the grief which brought Catherine Below, as it heard her 
crying during the night for her lost father. In time, the grief will pass, and then the 
room will be shared with joy. Until then, the window will continue to bring a small 
glow into what is now known as “Catherine’s Chamber.” 

Skippy Flink

I am not a story writer, and I have never claimed to be one. I leave that to the 
experts among our Ren Girls, who, I think, are far more skilled than me with words! 
They tell me this isn’t so, but I know it is. Such is life!

But, I am a story teller. I really enjoy bringing words to life, recording my thoughts 
and feelings about a show I have loved for more years than I care to count. Ask me 
to recite a poem, or a story, and I’m ya Roo! Preferably with a glass of Rough Red in 
hand! It’s always helped to open my mind and grease the throat, if you know what I
mean. I also like to do things with my hands, even though they’re also trying to let 
me down, these days! Nothing lasts forever, it seems…

But, when I was asked to contribute to this interesting topic, the whole idea of 
wondering about what actually lies behind Vincent’s stained glass window intrigued



me. I’ve attended many conventions over the years, and there are still new topics 
of conversation that come up. Ideas that none of us ever thought about until 
someone wrote it, or asked the question. I go, “Huh, now why didn’t I think of 
that!?”

I seem to remember reading a story once, quite a while back, that there used to be 
a candle behind Vincent’s window, so that there was always light. Maybe even a 
whole bunch of candles. My thinking was about Rebecca making such candles, that 
would burn for quite some time – maybe 24 hours – and what an honour it would 
be to be the one who places those candles behind Vincent’s window.  

But, how the heck you would get behind the glass to renew them when they’d 
melted down, I don’t know. There has to be a way to get behind the window from 
Vincent’s chamber. Maybe a hidden door, a rock cut-back, or an entrance we’ve 
never seen, but we know has to be there. Surely, that’s the only explanation.

In Remember Love Vincent smashed the window, in his despair. We saw there was 
a bleak stone corridor behind it. This has to have been from Vincent’s own 
imagination, because there had to be more behind that glass than stark 
nothingness. I like to think so. I couldn’t bear it if there was just nothing.

Therefore, I go back to my idea that there are candles behind that lovely window, 
and their light shines through, to show that all’s right with the world Below. 

Of course, if I had my way, I’d be the one who owned the privilege of replacing 
those candles, when they’ve burned down to stubs. As I said, I’m good with my 
hands, and that would be such a fun job to have. Of course, those stubs would be 
recycled into new candles. Nothing is ever wasted.

Think about that idea, for a moment, and smile. I’d be getting to see Vincent every 
day. Talking to him, reciting poetry with him, reading his books when he’s not 
around. Lying on his bed, and just dreaming. Now, there is an idea!

It’s my story, and I’m sticking with it! Dreams are free, right?

Much love’n’hugs from Skip, Your Roo…


