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"Father, tell me, am I going mad ... please, put my mind at rest," Vincent urged.

"Come, sit beside me, Vincent, open your heart, tell me your fear. I want to help you." His voice was 
strong and true, echoing that deep love he felt. Patting the worn but comfortable old chair, Father 
signalled to Vincent to sit near him. With a sigh, he sank into the softness of the upholstery, then, 
leaning forward, placed his large hand over that of his father's.

The light from the candle on the locker by his bed, reflected in the spectables, as Father leaned 
across, to place them in their usual spot, at the end of his nose. Then, looking directly into his son's 
face, saw a sight that filled him with sadness. Gone was the calm protector of the tunnels, gone was 
the fearless warrior, this fine figure of a man was reduced to a shaking wreck, his face wet with 
endless tears shed, hands and body contorted with shaking, a wild look of fear in his eyes.

"Tell me, Vincent ... please," he urged.

A few moments passed before Vincent lifted his head, to look into the old man's eyes, there he found 
a safe harbour to put his anchor. 

"Father." He hesitated. "Once again, the hours when I sleep, have been invaded with dreams that 
haunt me, they will not let me be, they play games with my heart, seeing my very soul on fire. It is all 
so real, Father. I can feel, I can see, I can touch, I can smell, I believe it to be true. I rejoice at such 
fortune, my heart sings with the pleasure it brings me, of all people, me ... then I awake, in my 
chamber, alone ... then I weep for my lost dream of hope."

"Vincent, how long have you had these dreams?" Concern was now paramount in his voice.

At first, he didn't think Vincent was going to confide in him. Then raising his head, Vincent whispered, 
"Over two months."

"That explains your restless sleeps of late, I've woken up often to your moans and cries, wishing I 
could help you," he sighed.

"Father ... I don't know what to do, I'm lost in the abyss of my inner soul."

"Can you tell me, Vincent, anything about these dreams? Maybe by sharing your burden, together we
can solve the mystery ... try ... please," he sighed. Then taking off his spectacles, brushed a tear from
his eye.

The air hung with desperate heartache, then slowly Vincent sat back in the chair, allowed his tense 
body to relax, stretched his long legs, then cat-like, sprang upwards, pacing the floor, searching for 
the right words to begin his explanation.

"There is this apartment block."

"Where, Vincent?" the old man interrupted.

"Here, near Central Park, quite near our tunnel entrance .... She lives there," his hand stressed the 
point.

"She, did you say SHE, Vincent?"



"Yes, she is very beautiful, a talented corporate lawyer, who works for the DA's office.” Excitement 
mounted, as his explanation became easier to tell.

"How did you meet such a person, can you remember?"

"No, I only know that every evening, when I close my eyes to sleep ... I'm there, with her. She feels as
I do, her thoughts and feelings, reflect mine, there is a bond, a connection between us."

Sitting down, and leaning near to Father, he continued.

"We spend each evening together, from nightfall to dawn. She accepts me as a man. She has no fear
of me, my appearance doesn't scare her. Father, she loves me for what I am, she desires me and 
needs me ... as I do her," he sighed.

"Dear God, Vincent, this is very serious. Is it the same dream every night?"

"No, but it is the same balcony and the same woman, sometimes we just sit and talk about her day or 
mine, other times I read sonnets of poems to her, our time together is precious." 

A small smile now lingered on his lips, of the happiness such evenings brought.

"Does she have a name ... this woman?" His voice was eager for facts, in order to sort this out.

"Her name is ... Catherine," the way he said her name, in the velvet voice, spoke volumes.

"Father, each evening on my walks Above, before I go to my chamber to sleep, I retrace the path I 
travel in my sleep and dreams. When I get there, to where it should all be, there is no sign of it, no 
building, no balcony ... no Catherine." 

Lowering his head, his shoulders shaking, a few sobs left his body and Father knew how this was 
tearing at his son's heart. To have the impossible handed to him in a dream, then cruelly taken away 
from him on waking.

"This is very strange indeed, Vincent. Have you thought of asking Narcissa's help and guidance? She
is the wise one on such matters, where thoughts defy answers."

Father hoped Vincent would see his old friend, the wise woman of the tunnel world, with her potions 
and witchcraft.

"Maybe I'll seek her out, when all else fails. Until then, my heart is breaking, Father. It's dying. I want 
to stay with my Catherine, not leave her with the dawn, to make her mine. The torment I feel on 
waking alone, Father ... it's heartbreaking." A tear rolled down his cheek.

Reaching out his hand, Father clasped Vincent's huge clawed hand.

"We'll work something out, trust me, we've weathered many a storm in the past, and lived to tell the 
tale," he smiled.

"Thank you for your counsel, Father."

Then standing up, he lowered a kiss on the old man's head, wished him goodnight, then quickly left 
his chamber.

The air was still warm, from the heat of the July day, now at almost midnight. The heavy scent of the 
blossoming trees filled his nostrils as Vincent left the tunnels. Pulling his hood over his golden mane 
to hide his face, he took the now familiar route. In search of his lost dream.

Hours later, Vincent found himself near the warehouses that dominated this rundown area of New 
York. One warehouse that pulled him to it, revealed on inspection, a small side door. Vincent felt it 
beckoning him, so checking no one was about, he entered.



Using the torch he always carried in the pocket of his cloak, he aimed the beam of light ahead. 
Walking with care, he passed crates, boxes and rails of clothes. Finally, he came to a control box 
near some ladders.

Flicking the first switch, the whole floor lit up, allowing Vincent to survey the place in more detail. A 
door across the vast expanse of floor caught his eyes, so with cat-like grace and speed, he went 
towards it. Above the door it said: SOUNDSTAGE 6.

It wasn't locked and opened under his hand. A switch on the wall was flicked, this revealed a room full
of cameras, microphones, sets and endless miles of cables criss-crossed the floor. Fascinated, 
Vincent strolled around, taking in the delights of his find. Two chairs of canvas stood to one side, 
names clearly printed on the backs, PRODUCER, DIRECTOR. The L-shaped room veered to the left,
and as Vincent turned into it, he stopped dead in his tracks, he couldn't believe his eyes.

There, in front of him, was a balcony - her balcony. Behind were two sets of doors. Quickly, he scaled
the balcony wall, falling silently on the balcony. Here was the wrought iron furniture. He ran his 
clawed fingers lovingly along it, the plants, everything. Looking through the doors, past the net 
drapes, he could just make out the furniture and fittings.

Turning with his back to the apartment, he placed his hands on the balcony wall, in front was a 
painted backcloth of the New York skyline. Dropping his head, he let out a deep, deep sigh and 
murmured.

"Oh, Catherine, Catherine, where are you?"

"I'm here," came the soft familiar voice.

Spinning round, his black cloak swinging, Vincent saw the apartment, now bathed in lights, the doors 
were open. Invitingly, there silhouetted against the doorway ... was his Catherine.

"How can this be?" he whispered.

"I didn't know if you'd come," she cooed.

"You expected me?" he asked, unable to believe what was happening.

"Come, we can sit by the fire, you can finish "Great Expectations," she smiled warmly.

Taking his hand in hers, she led him through the door, into the warmth of the apartment. Beethoven's 
"Moonlight Sonata" was playing on the stereo, reminding him of Rolley. Vincent felt at peace.

The night watchman, on his rounds of the T.V. studio and sets, shone his torch into the pitch black 
studio, called SOUNDSTAGE 6. 

As usual nothing amiss here, he closed the door, and continued his nightly inspection.

END


