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Joe seemed in a particularly good mood, as he breezed about the office. Catherine wondered 
if now was as good a time as any to ask if she could slip out to the store close by to get 
Vincent a Valentine's card. Gathering up a few papers off her desk that needed Joe's signature
she headed for his office. Tapping the door she entered and saw Joe smiling as she faced him.

"What?" she inquired.

"I know that look, Radcliffe, you want something."

"Joe, you know me too well," she smiled knowingly.

"Give, come on, you are playing safe today, it's my birthday, so ask away." 

He made to sit down and signalled Catherine to do the same.

"I had no idea, Joe, 'Happy Birthday'.............21 again eh?" she laughed.

"Ya, something like that."

He picked up his rubber band and started playing with it, a sure sign he was nervous, a habit 
he had with rubber bands.

"Well, first I need these papers signed, and second.......can I slip out for half an hour, I'll make 
up the time, but I need to buy a card."

"Hey kiddo, no need for that, I'm a big boy now, I don't sulk if I don't get cards," he laughed.

"Well, maybe I'll get you one, if you let me go, but it's a card for Vincent. I'm shopping for a 
Valentine card," she explained.

"For Vincent, the guy we never see."

She nodded her head. "Vincent has never had a Valentine's card and I need a special one 
because of this."

"Never had a Valentine? Where has this guy been, hiding somewhere, underground maybe?" 



his disbelief apparent.

"He's never had a real girlfriend before me," she went on.

"Cathy, are you sure this guy's for you? Hey pal, you're the girl your daddy launched into high 
society to wine and dine the New York elite, so where does........?"

"Vincent!"

"Vincent fit in, if he's so unworldly. How come he gets all your attention.....when Joe Maxwell is
here," he laughed.

"Oh Joe, he is so special, but so different. It is his differences that makes him so special."

"Differences? You've mentioned that before. What differences..............come on, Radcliffe, 
you're wasted on this Vinny."

"Joe, please sign the goddamn papers and please, give me a break........I need to shop!"

"Fine, okay, back off, I'm 40 today, take 40 minutes. I'm generous to a turn."

Getting up, Catherine slipped round to the back of his desk, and with both hands on his 
shoulders bent down and planted a kiss on his cheek.

"Happy Birthday Joe. You're the nearest thing I'll ever have to a brother, thanks."

"I don't want to be a brother," he said sadly.

"I know, but you are. Bye Joe, see you."

"In 40 minutes, starting.................now!"

"Slave driver."

With that she hurried from his office, picking up her purse and coat and was gone in moments.

Catherine tried every store around and even though the Valentine's cards were lovely, some 
very funny, some cute, some sexy, none of them were quite right. Purchasing a card for Joe, 
she made it back to her office only five minutes late!

"Get fixed up?" he asked from his office doorway.

"Nope."

"After 45 minutes, Radcliffe, you could have done better than that."

"I know, but I did get one for you," and she handed it to him.



"Thanks, pal." He opened it and chuckled. "To my dear brother," he read aloud, much to the 
amusement of the others in the office.

"Have a nice day, Joe," came the reply as she returned to her desk. Later that evening, 
Catherine rang Jenny and asked her if they could go shopping this coming Saturday, which 
was just two days away.

So big plans were made and by 10:30am on Saturday, Jenny and Catherine were having two 
black coffees and cinnamon toast at 'The Four Seasons'.

"How come you can't find this special card?" Jenny asked, amused.

"Oh, I don't know, Jen. I want it to be so special and all I've seen, cheap or expensive, and all 
are wrong," Catherine explained.

"Girlfriend, I've never seen you like this. When do I get to meet........Mr. Wonderful?"

"At the wedding."

"Wedding!?" Jenny nearly choked on her coffee. "Excuse me, did you just say wedding?"

"Yes, but Vincent doesn't know that yet. I have to work on him.

"You and marriage - I can't believe it."

"Me neither, Jen, but I love him so very much."

"You must and that has to be the first. So drink up, shut up and let's go shopping!"

Laughing together, the two college friends, now grown women, set off to buy the impossible 
card.

*****

As the light streamed through her balcony doors onto Catherine's face, a sigh was heard as 
realization of her lack of availability to get a card for Vincent invaded her waking thoughts. 
Lying there, she pondered what to do. Then, realization set in and her mind and thoughts went 
into overdrive. Why hadn't she thought about it before? A commercially-made card would 
never do for Vincent, and she saw how wrong it would have been to buy one. It would have 
looked out of place amid all his treasures in his chamber.

If a tunnel person wanted something like those Above had, they made it. And with that thought 
in mind, she jumped out of bed, showered, dressed and then set to work. Catherine had 
always been creative at school and now she needed to re-kindle those talents and make her 
ideas work.



It took her over an hour to find all she needed and when she sat down to access her collection 
of items on the coffee table, she was keen to make a start. Ripping up writing paper into small 
pieces, she put them to soak in water. Then her old blue lace blouse was cut up and using the 
back of it, wet it and starched it, then laid it out to semi-dry. An hour or so later in its damp 
state, she cut it to size and folded it, leaving it to dry fully, as the outside of the card it would 
soon be. To hurry things along, she plugged in her hair dryer and soon the lace card was 
looking stiff and good.

The following day the paper was a pulp and she sieved the water away. She then lined her grill
pan with tinfoil and then placed onto this surface the paper pulp. Once the surface was 
covered, she pressed it down with the base of her breakfast mug. Then tipping it sideways with
care, ran off the rest of the water. It took the pulp a couple of days to dry and when it was dry, 
Catherine eased the handmade paper out. It was perfect.

Using great care, she cut it the same size as the starched lace, then married the two together. 
The effect was wonderful. Finding a piece of blue ribbon from a Christmas gift, Catherine 
threaded the ribbon through the lace and the paper, tying it in a bow in the front. Then with her 
old school in pen, she wrote inside with great care:

To Vincent

Made with love

Given with love

To the man that I love

With all my heart

Catherine XX

With only one day to go now to Valentine's day, Catherine longed for Feb. 14th to arrive. As 
predicted, the two met at the tunnel entrance, close to the witching hour in the moonlight.

"Vincent, I have something for you. Something I wanted you to have, a part of me, for you,. A 
card for Valentine's day," and she handed it to him.

"Catherine, you made this.........for me?" his eyes filled with tears.

"Yes, Vincent, for you."

"It is beautiful, so very, very beautiful."

"No, Vincent, it is you who are beautiful."



"You honour me, but this is beyond anything I have ever had." His fingers caressed the card. 

"It's only a card, a symbol, but I made it like our friends Below would do. I wanted it to be 
special and I've had such fun doing it for you, Vincent."

"You could so easily have bought it, but you made it for me. I felt your excitement and I know 
you were doing something that made your heart sing, that gave you so much joy - but I didn't 
know it was for me."

"Valentines are once a year, a time when we can express ourselves," Catherine went on.

"Yes, you're right."

"Well, Vincent, not only is it Feb 14th, Valentine's day, but it is also leap year!"

"Leap year! Oh yes, every four years is leap year. I remember Father told me about this when I
was a little boy," he smiled.

"Will you wait till the end of this month, Vincent, when you can expect another surprise from 
me." 

"Another?" he quizzed.

"Go and ask Father, but be prepared to get another card of me again then," she laughed.

"Really!?"

"Yes, I had better get busy, it's not long now Vincent, and this one will have bells on it and two 
wedding rings."

END


