Forever Yours
by Angie
My time is yet to come ...
- Nightwish

Diana waited for Vincent, knowing he would come tonight, and wanting to try some music out
on him. A (much) younger colleague at work had suggested the group as one up-and-coming.
Diana liked to introduce both herself and Vincent to her finds. She knew he did not get
exposed to it below, and she loved to see his reactions.
They had become something of a ritual, these nights of music. Vincent's hair was gradually
turning from gold to silver, while her own had streaked into that of a cartoon villainness – if
any had had red hair.
She sighed. How many years had they been doing this now? She refused to count. She had
once hoped .... Well, what was that old saw ... live in hope, die in despair? She had, belatedly
perhaps, realized that Vincent gave his heart only to one, once, and would not again. If she
pushed it, he might leave and make excuses not to return. She wouldn't, couldn't, do that – to
herself, or him.
She looked at her roof through the window, something alerting her - and there he was.
Vincent arrived in cloud of black cloak down her attic stairs, not bothering to knock on the
window. She had left the door open for him. It was a lovely April night and the fresh air was
needed in her apartment. She breathed it gratefully, as it followed her guest in. He always
smelled as if he had been in the Park – and perhaps he had. She had never asked.
He smiled at her as he removed his cloak and her heart rose. He was the perfect guest.
Never demanding, giving everything he could. He approached her and enveloped her in a
hug.
“What have you got for me tonight?” he asked. “I can sense you're excited.”
I must be projecting more than usual, she thought.
“Something different, I hope,” she admitted, pulling away from him to look at his face.
“Supposed to be something they call 'metal'. European.”
Vincent nodded.
“Would you like a beer?” she asked.
Vincent shook his head. “Not yet. I would like to listen first.”
This too, was part of the ritual. Diana moved to the stereo and looked at the CD cover. Yes,
that one seemed a good choice. Some sounded a bit depressing. She entered #6 and then
sat down to wait with Vincent.
There was a silence and then a deep, lush woman's voice oozed out of the stereo. The words
immediately captured both their attentions.
Fare thee well, little broken heart

Downcast eyes, lifetime loneliness
Whatever walks in my heart will walk alone
Oh lord, Diana had time to think. Not a good choice perhaps.
The song continued. Vincent was listening with eyes closed, rapt.
Constant longing for the perfect soul
Unwashed scenery forever gone
Whatever walks in my heart will walk alone
Diana closed her eyes. Why hadn't she vetted this disc before playing it? But she never did
that. Discovering it together was part of the ritual. She was afraid to look at Vincent now.
No love left in me
No eyes to see the heaven beside me
My time is yet to come
So I'll be forever yours
Whatever walks in my heart will walk alone *
The song was beautiful, though, and the woman's voice was extraordinary. Diana risked a
look at Vincent and saw tears falling down his cheeks. Oh lord, she thought again. What have
I done?
The song ended with the chorus, sung slowly with passion. Diana grabbed the remote and
paused the disc, considered changing it, but Vincent put his hand on her arm and she looked
at him.
“Don't,” he said. “That was a beautiful song. Thank you. It put into words what I find most
difficult to say. Please don't regret playing it. I feel better for the tears, Diana. Even after all
these years, it is not easy.”
“I didn't know,” Diana admitted, ruefully. She had known of Catherine, of course, and that he
would likely never love another, but she had not realized he was still in pain. He had not
shown her that for many years. But neither had he shown her more than friendship.
Diana, you did not put two and two together as you would in any other circumstance, she
berated herself.
“Are you .....?” She stopped thinking of the words from the song. It wasn't a fair question, but
she wanted to know.
“Am I waiting ... forever hers? Yes. I had not thought of it that way, but it's true. My time is yet
to come ... but I cannot count the days, Diana.”
He paused, obviously uncertain whether he should continue, then sighed.
“I have no eyes to see the heaven beside me, as the song says, Diana. No one else can walk
in my heart. It isn't fair to you. Do you wish me to leave?”
Diana took a moment to reply, then looked him in the eyes.
“No, Vincent. You are always welcome here. I'm glad now that I played that song, if it helped
you at all. I hadn't played it before – and probably wouldn't have, had I known what it was. But
I'm not sorry. You come here because we're friends. We can always be that, Vincent.”

Vincent sighed. “I know it is not all you want, Diana, but I can give you no more. Can you
accept that?
Diana smiled. “I think I have, Vincent, even if I didn't quite admit it. Nevertheless, I am forever
your friend.”
Vincent dropped a soft kiss on her forehead. “Thank you, Diana.”
Diana nodded, grateful for the kiss, wondering how she could earn another, so rare as they
were. That made them special, she decided. So don't be greedy.
“Now would you like a beer?” she asked, keen to change the subject.
“Yes. Thank you, Diana. And I want to hear the rest of that disc.” He gazed at her with a slight
smile on his lips.
He knows me too well, she reflected. She couldn't fool him. She clicked the remote to start
the disc again, sure now that anything else would be anti-climactic.
Then she got up to get them beer.
END
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