
Note to the reader: This is an expansion of the episode A Children’s 

Story as it appeared in the episode airing order.  

 

Better than a Dream 
by Barbara Anderson 

 

It was nearly midnight when Catherine began her return walk home 

through the park. She wished Vincent had invited her below, even if only to 

walk her back to her threshold, but he hadn’t. No matter, he had finally 

reached out to her after a long silence. She had begun to worry that he had 

decided their friendship was not worth the risks they were taking to pursue 

it… or that perhaps he couldn’t forgive her for letting Laura out of her sight 

long enough for someone to kidnap the young woman.  

Have I done something to hurt him? she wondered. Something that would 

make him stay away?  

When she found his note on her balcony, she didn’t hesitate. It didn’t 

matter how late it was, or that it was dangerous to walk in Central Park 

alone after dark. All that mattered was Vincent had reached out to her, and 

that he still wanted her in his life.  

He had told her he had information regarding children who were being 

harmed. He needed her help to find out if this was true.  



 

He needs my help, she thought. I’ll do whatever I can to help him… to show 

him that he can trust me.  

She had come to realize that she wanted Vincent in her life, needed him in 

her life, more than she had ever wanted or needed anyone else. She was 

willing to do whatever she could to earn his trust.  

Safely in her apartment, she continued to think about him as she prepared 

herself for bed. There are so many things I wish I could tell him, she 

thought. Things I’m afraid would frighten him away. 

She sighed and sat at her dressing table. Opening the drawer, she saw the 

growing stack of letters she had written to Vincent. Letters that confessed 

her deepest dreams of him… letters she knew she would never send, 

because she was afraid that revealing her true feelings would be the end of 

their dream. 

Laying out a piece of new stationery, she began another letter. 



 

  

Dear Vincent, 
 

It’s been so long since I ‘ve seen you. I’ve missed you so 
much. I’ve been worried that something I said, something 
did,, or didn’t do, has made you feel the need to distance 
yourself from me. I’m still so ashamed of the way I acted 
while under Professor Ross’s influence. Mortified is a 
more appropriate description. I know I must have hurt you 
deeply. I hope you know that I don’t really feel that way… 
that the cruel things I said weren’t true.  
 

I know it’s only been a few months since you began 
coming to my balcony, but I find myself looking forward 
to the end of each day, longing for the darkness. I come 
home every night, hoping against hope that you might be 
out there on my balcony, waiting for me, hoping that you 
might need me for something, anything. Wishing you 
might give me a chance to help you, or do something to 
repay, in some small way, all that you have done for me. I 
want to make up for the way I let you and Laura down, 
when you were depending on me to protect her. 
 
 



 
 
Thank you, for trusting me again… for trusting 
me enough to ask for my help. I hope you are mistaken 
about Ridley Hall. I hate to think that anyone is 
harming defenseless children or exploiting them in some 
way. 
 

I promise you, Vincent, I will find the truth. I will not let 
you down again. 
 

When I found your note on my balcony tonight, I rushed 
to meet you with wings on my feet! Then I saw you there, 
standing in the shadows as if you were reluctant to be 
near me, and I was worried again. When you finally 
spoke, your words were so heartfelt… so true… apparently 
for both of us. Our hearts, our souls are drawn to each 
other, Vincent… needing each other… Whenever we meet it 
truly is with both happiness and pain.  
 

What will we do? 
 

 You say we must endure the pain and savour every 
moment of the joy. But what if we find we can’t endure 
 
 



 
  
the pain? What if we aren’t strong enough? What if 
I’m not strong enough? When you are away from me, all 
I can do is think of you. And when we are together, I 
wonder how we can ever move forward. I don’t know what 
will happen. What I do know is that I only feel complete 
when I am near you. 
 

I know you believe that we are dreaming of a life that can 
never be. You have made that very clear. But how do you 
know that, Vincent? How do you know?  
 

How will we ever know, if we don’t even try? 
 

Catherine 

PS: I wish I had the courage to send these letters to you… 
to tell you the deepest feelings in my heart, but something 
in me is afraid, Vincent… afraid that if you had any 
inkling of how deeply I feel for you, you would turn me 
away and I would never see you again. I couldn’t bear 
that. So, I write these letters, and hope that someday I 
will find the courage to tell you these things in person…  
  that one day, you will be able to hear them. 



Vincent stood in the Tunnel 

entrance just beyond the 

bridge.  

I should have brought her 

in, he thought with regret. It 

isn’t safe for her to be alone 

in the park at this hour. I 

should have walked her 

home through the Tunnels 

to her threshold below.  

But he was afraid, afraid of 

the feelings he had for her. 

He was afraid to even name 

the emotions he felt when 

he was near her… afraid of 

forbidden desires that he might not be able to control... afraid he might 

frighten her… afraid he might not frighten her enough. 

So, he stood alone in the Tunnel entrance as she walked alone through the 

park. Tuning himself to her emotions, he stood ready to run to her if any 

danger approached. If I cannot walk beside her, he decided, I can at least 

be prepared to protect her if she needs me. 

He waited there until he was sure she had safely entered her apartment. 

Finally turning, he began the long walk to his home Below. He walked 

slowly, considering the conflicting feelings he had about his friendship with 

Catherine, knowing it was much more than that. He pondered all of the 

things he wished he could say to her but knew he never would. For weeks 

he had been wrestling with these things, as he tried to stay away from her. 

It was important to him that she continue to live the life she was meant to 

live. He was determined he would not rob her of her destiny in the world 

Above… but he was beginning to realize that it wouldn’t be easy. 

I should sleep, Vincent told himself as he finally entered his chamber. Yet, 

knowing sleep wouldn’t come until he was able to purge his mind of the 

thoughts that plagued him, he took a seat at his desk and began writing a 

letter he knew he would never send. 

 



Dearest Catherine, 

I meant what I said to you tonight. When I see 
you, I am filled with a happiness sweeter than 
anything I have ever known. At the same time, I 
am reminded of a life that can never be, at least not 
for me. It is true that this causes me great pain, but 
I regretted the admission the moment it crossed my lips. 
I have no right to burden you with such things. 

I find myself constantly drawn to you, Catherine. 
There is a hunger in me that I cannot fully control, 
a pull so strong that I have no power to resist, though 
I keep trying. 

Can you imagine my surprise when you expressed the 
same feelings? What joy it brings me to know that you 
have missed my presence in your life. At the same 
time, it gives me cause for great concern.  

I never supposed, never dared to hope, that you would 
know this pain or feel the same way about me. I am 
afraid to think about what this means. I know I 
have no right to want it. I know that I cannot ask 
it of you. You must continue to live the life you were 
meant to live, Catherine. Do not allow me to take that 
away from you. 



I have tried to keep my distance... truly, I have. I 
do not want to abuse our fragile friendship or take 
advantage of your generosity. I came to you tonight 
because we had nowhere else to turn. Innocent children 
are being harmed and I knew you would do whatever 
you could to help.  

Please be careful, Catherine. Please be safe. Please 
forgive me for imposing on you in such a way. 

 

Sleep well my dearest Catherine. Sleep well. 

Vincent 

 



After a stressful and chaotic week, Catherine and Vincent succeeded in 

rescuing several children who had been exploited by the system that was 

supposed to protect them. Two of the children, Ellie and Eric Peterson, were 

reunited, and taken in by Vincent’s family Below. 

They walked quietly hand in hand as Vincent returned Catherine to her 

threshold, both relieved that everything had turned out so well. 

As they reached Catherine’s building, she turned to him. “Vincent, I’ve been 

all over the world, met people, done things,” she said, smiling. “I’ve lived in 

luxury most people could never imagine, but I can’t remember a time when I 

felt as good or complete as I do right now.”  

Vincent closed his eyes and breathed deeply, internalizing her words. She 

fairly glowed with joy in the darkness of the tunnel below her apartment 

building. 

He was fill with its warmth from head to toe. “Hmmm… I feel it in you… 

through you,” he said, allowing it to wash over him.  

She looked at him in amazement. “You really can.” She was still astonished 

that he could feel her emotions so clearly.  

“It’s very beautiful,” he whispered. 

“Sort of… like a dream?” she asked, with an impish grin. 

“Better…” he replied, with a smile. 

Catherine turned toward the ladder that led to her apartment.i 

“Be well, Catherine,” he whispered to the shadows, as he turned toward his 

home far Below.  

As he walked home alone through the dim tunnels, he could still feel her light 

walking with him. He marveled at the determination and courage Catherine 

had shown in her quest to save children she didn’t even know. At one point 

she had despaired of succeeding, but she had bravely persevered, taking great 

risks, not only to herself, but to her career.  

As he often did, Vincent went straight to the desk upon his return to his 

chamber. His heart was overflowing with gratitude and awe for what he had 

seen Catherine do. There were things he needed to say to her… things he knew 

he never could.  

His pen and paper waited, ever faithful and ready to receive his confidences, 

his deepest thoughts, his deepest fears, his deepest wishes and dreams. 



Dearest Catherine, 
 

You did it! You saved the children who were being 
hurt by the very ones who were supposed to be protecting 
them.  
How can I ever thank you for the risks you have 
taken to help me and those that I love? Your courage 
and your generosity seem to have no bounds. Sometimes 
I fear that your courage will one day bring you to 
great harm. At the same time, I am in awe of you for 
standing up so bravely to those who would harm the 
innocent and the helpless.  
I have never witnessed such courage in anyone I have 
ever known, Above or Below.   
You say you learned it from me, Catherine, but that 
cannot be true. I live in a world that survives because of 
fear. 
I survive because of fear.  
If I had your courage, I would walk beside you in 
the sunlight. If I had your courage, I would buy you 
ice cream on 5thAvenue, and not care who might see me, 
or what they thought.  
My fear may be justified, Catherine, but it is fear just 
the same. 
Yes, we try to help those who need our help, and we 
accept help when it is offered. Yet we live in constant 



fear of many things. We fear being discovered by those 
who live Above, in your world. We fear harsh winters 
and food shortages. We fear cave-ins and flooded tunnels. 
We fear our own poverty and the outbreak of disease 
without the proper medications we may need. 
No, Catherine, you did not learn it from me. Such 
courage cannot be taught. It lives in you. It was born 
in you. Perhaps you did not realize it was there until I 
pointed it out to you, but it has always been there, waiting 
for you to discover it.  
I know this. 
It is the thing I love the most about you.  
Did I really say that? Yes, it’s true, I do love you, 
Catherine, as I have never loved anyone, as I should 
never... MUST NEVER... love anyone. This was 
something Father dreaded from the moment I found 
you. But the dream of you was so beautiful that I 
found I could not help myself. And though I can 
never confess it to you, or to anyone else, I cannot keep 
the truth of it from myself. It would destroy me to deny 
something so wondrous and so beautiful... even though I 
am sure this very love will one day destroy me.  
That is why I sometimes disappear, why I stay away 
from you for so long. I need to bring my feelings under 



control, so they don’t consume me... so that I won’t 
frighten you.  
Thank you, Catherine, for helping us and for saving the 
children.  
Tonight, at your threshold you said you have never felt 
more complete.  
How can this be?  
I have so very little to offer you, and yet you act as if 
I have given you something precious, something that 
matters, something that you have never found in all your 
travels and experiences.  
Could it be possible that I have something... something 
you might need? 
I cannot even allow myself to hope that I do... 
I have nothing to offer you except my friendship. And 
I know friendship is a poor substitute for all that you 
need, all that you deserve, all that I can never give you. 
Nevertheless, Catherine, there are no words for how 
grateful I am that you have the courage to be a part of 
my life. 
 
Sleep well my dearest Catherine. Sleep well.ii 

 

Vincent 
 



Catherine looked around cautiously before entering the storage 

room. She didn’t want to have to explain to anyone why she was in 

the sub-basement below her building.  

With the stacks of boxes restored to their place in front of the small 

door, she turned to walk up the service stairs. It wouldn’t do for the 

doorman to see her coming out of the storage room, when he hadn’t 

seen her go in.  

Once in her apartment, Catherine breathed a little easier. She was 

happy that things had turned out so well for the children. Those 

involved had been arrested and the children were safe. All was well 

again, at least in some small way.  

The only thing that continued to weigh on Catherine’s mind was 

Vincent.  

She headed for her balcony to consider the state of her relationship 

with this incredible man. When we are together, he acts as if he 

enjoys being near me, she thought. But then he stays away for 

days, even weeks at a time without any word. Why? she wondered. 

Even tonight when we parted, he made no move to touch me. I told 

him how I was feeling and yet he showed no inclination to 

reciprocate.  

She stayed on the balcony for several minutes staring at the city 

lights as if the answers to her questions lay hidden somewhere 

behind one of them. The lights, the sounds, and the rhythm of the 

city sometimes had a way of soothing away the worries of her day, 

but the questions about her relationship with Vincent continued to 

plague her. 

“I know you care for me, Vincent,” she whispered to the night. “What 

is it that keeps you from trusting me? What is it that continues to 

keep us from moving forward?” 

At length, the evening chill forced Catherine to go inside.  

She sat at her dressing table and opened the drawer. Perhaps if I 

write it all down, she thought. I might be able to sleep. 



 

 
 

Dear Vincent, 

How can I ever thank you for believing in me… for 
trusting me to help you after the times I have hurt you 
and let you down?  
When I lost Eric and Ellie, I was so distraught, so sure 
that I had done more harm than good. I was so afraid I 
had failed you again. I was even more distraught that I 
had failed them, that they might be hurt because of me. 
But you never gave up on me. You wouldn’t let me give up 
on myself. You gave me the courage to keep going. Your 
confidence in me, made me realize that I couldn’t give up 
on them. I want so badly to live up to the image you have 
of me.  
I never could have imagined that people who were 
supposed to be advocates for children would exploit them in 
such a cruel and unimaginable way. How can such evil 
exist in this world? They will pay for what they have 
done. But what about the children? Will they be safe?  

Or will they just fall prey to some other unscrupulous 
people who would exploit them? I wish they could all find 
a safe place to be, like Ellie and Eric. Is that asking too 
 much? Am I a naive idealist? 
 



 
 
Thank you, Vincent, for showing me time and time again 
that I can do some good in this world… that there are 
things in this world that are worth fighting for. I know 
you see my world as one that is separate from yours, and 
in many ways it is. But what you did, what we did, 
together, changed the lives of children in this world… the 
world Above. In this instance you reached out and 
became, if only for a moment, a part of my world, a force 
for good in my world, and our worlds became one. 
That is what you did the night you saved me. And because 
you saved me, we were able to save Ellie, and Eric, and 
even a few more. 

What you did for me, Vincent, is sending ripples of 
goodness through both of our worlds. Maybe that is all it 
takes for us to make a difference in this world, even if only 
a little.  
It gives me hope that maybe one day there will be a place 
for you in my world after all. 
I went on a date with an old friend this week. The Friends 
of the Museum Benefit. It was lovely. But all evening, 
all I could do was think of you.  
 



 
 
You tell me to find someone, Vincent, someone to love, 
someone to be a part of. But how can I do that, when 
every man I know, every man I meet, pales in comparison 
to you? The world I live in, the world I used to be so much 
a part of, feels so foreign, so shallow to me now. 
I don’t want to find anyone else to love or to be a part of.  
I want you, Vincent! I want you in my life. Can’t you feel 
that you are already in my heart?  
One day, I will have the courage to tell you how much. 
I meant what I told you tonight: I have been all over the 
world. I’ve met people and done things. I’ve lived in luxury 
most people could never imagine. But I have never felt as 
complete as I did tonight… as I do when I am with you. 
You complete me, Vincent. I hope my admission didn’t 
frighten you.  I don’t know what it means for us, or for 
our future. All I know is that it’s true. Knowing that 
gives me hope, that perhaps one day our “dream” will come 
true.  
Perhaps it will be even better than a dream. 
         Yours,  

          Catherine 



Days later, Catherine arrived home late and exhausted from a long day in court 
and hours of catching up on files she had neglected while pursuing the Ridley 
Hall investigation.  

“You’re a glutton for punishment, Radcliffe,” Joe had teased. “You’re the only 
one here who actually makes extra work for yourself.” But he made no effort to 
relieve her of the extra burden she had created for herself. 

I guess he wants to discourage me from making a habit of it, she had 
surmised. 

It had been several days since she and Vincent had rescued Ellie and Eric 
Peterson, and brought them below. She wondered how they were doing, but 
there had been no word. 

As she often did, she headed for the balcony to unwind. Looking out at the city 
skyline, she wondered, Where are you Vincent? I wish you were here so we 
could talk.  

It was then that she noticed a rose lying on the bench. Reaching to pick it up, 
she retrieved the envelope that lay beneath it. Perhaps he wants me to meet 
him again, she hoped.  

Opening the envelope, she found three separately folded notes.  

The first read: 
 

 

Dearest Catherine,  
 

Ellie and Eric asked me to deliver these messages to you. 
They are settling in wonderfully. They are getting to 
know the other children. I believe they finally feel safe. 
And it’s all because of you. 
I knew you would not give up until you found the 
truth... until the children were safe. Please forgive me 
for putting you at such risk. Your courage inspires me. 
Always. 

Vincent 



Catherine looked around the balcony and then above to the roof, wondering 

how long ago he had been there, wishing he had waited for her. She sighed, 

hoping one day soon, he would.  

Opening the other notes, she smiled as she read… 

 
 

 



 

Dear Catherine, 

I told Eric we should write you a letter and 
tell you “thank you” for what you did for us. 
I didn’t trust you at first because you are a 
grownup and most of the time grown ups only 
pretend they are helping us, but they never do. 
They only make things worse. At least that’s 
how it always seemed until now. Vincent says 
that all those bad people are going to jail. I’m 
so glad. They can’t hurt kids like me and Eric 
anymore.  
You are a good person, Catherine. I never met 
anyone as brave as you before. I think you are 
very pretty too. Samantha and I want to be 
just like you when we grow up.  
Thank you for bringing Eric and me here. 
Everyone is really nice and they don’t make us 
do bad things or make us cry.  
We hope you will come to visit us again soon. 
      

Sincerely, your friend, 
Ellie 
 



Catherine looked out again to the city skyline and whispered, “Thank you, 

Vincent. Good night.” She turned to go inside, holding the rose and the 

letters to her heart. 

Vincent watched her from the safety of the shadows on her apartment 

rooftop until she went inside.  

“You’re welcome, Catherine,” he whispered. “Sleep well.” 

 

 

i Dialog in this scene was taken directly from the BATB episode, A Children’s Story. Season 1 
Episode 11, which originally aired on December 18, 1987. 
ii I have used the same sign off in Vincent’s letters that were used by Ron Koslow in the letters he 
wrote for the BATB DVD’s, in order to maintain the consistency with Vincent’s character. No 
copyright violation is intended. 

                                                           


