
12. Shades of Grey

There is no doubt that this crisis has changed our friendship, made it richer. I felt Vincent’s danger! I 
have never been so frightened. I knew I had to do something - anything - to free him and Father. Even 
to ask Elliot for help. I owe Elliot, and he won’t forget it, but I know now that I could never love him. I 
love Vincent - and I told him so.
When I talked to Vincent at my threshold, both of us still covered in dirt, I could tell he was still stunned 
by what had happened, how close he had come to death. He praised my courage, but I knew it was 
much more than that. My admission that I loved him silenced him.
Of course, he can feel my emotions, especially the strong ones. I think I can feel something of what he 
feels now too, although he is one of the most serene people I know. I may only be able to feel his strong 
emotions, but I cherish that ability.
When I walked towards the ladder, I could feel him looking at me, and when I risked a glance back, he 
was watching me with an expression that I could only call longing. He was vulnerable then and the look 
in his eyes could have drawn me back - perhaps to give him a kiss. But I just couldn’t take advantage 
of his vulnerability that way. But I’m sure he knows I wanted to. And perhaps he also knows I will wait 
until he is ready, because he must have felt my desire and resolve both.
This incident has made us stronger. Our love - dare I call it passion? - is worth ... everything.

Here in my chamber, clean and in my bed, I can think again.
Words are inadequate for what Catherine’s admission at the threshold made me feel. I was tired, dirty, 
perhaps confused - but those words changed everything. Nothing mattered except the look in her eyes. 
I felt emotions I had never expected to be part of me - passion, desire, longing, gratitude ... and yes, 
love.
Catherine’s love for me has warmed me many nights when I was alone here in my chamber, trying to 
sleep. But this was different. I felt her passion, just as I had felt her fear and determination when she 
was working to free Father and I from the cave-in.
She didn’t try to mask her feelings for me, and I could not deny my own as she stood in front of me, 
gazing up at me. She must have felt my love too, or sensed it in my expression, yet did not pursue it 
further. I do not think I could have denied her anything then - and perhaps she knew that too.
I do not want to deny her anything, but I am not a normal suitor. I fear to tie Catherine down, to distract 
her from her work above. But most of all, I fear the passion I feel growing between us. I have never 
known anything like it and I do not know what will - or can - come of it, or if I can control it.
But I know I must come to terms with it. There is now no doubt that this passion exists. Catherine, I 
know, will be patient with me. Can I be as patient? I do not know. There are too many unknowns. But 
now I know we must face those unknowns together. There is no other way.
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