
LOVE AND HOPE
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Joe tapped the pencil nervously on his desk, waiting patiently for Cathy to wind up the report on the 
Miller case. Everyone else had gone home and the office had taken on an unfamiliar silence, broken 
only by the tick, tick of the office wall clock, which revealed the time to be 5:20.

The office lights seemed brighter now, as darkness pushed against the windows. Like a cloak 
surrounding the building and isolating it from reality. Joe and Cathy worked well together and had 
laboured hard and long on this case -- testing the to the hilt. But at last, a witness had come forward, 
following their last line of inquiry. It had been their last hope and it had worked. Now, this person was 
the final link in their investigations; all loose ends were now coming together like a jigsaw. Cathy's 
determination and Joe's dedication had finally paid off. Justice could now be done, by putting that ... 
animal behind bars. He, who stalked young defenseless women as they walked along along badly lit 
streets and alley ways; who took a sick pleasure from their terrified screams and refusals, to feed his 
lust and desire.

"That's me finished, Joe."

Cathy's words brought him back to reality with a start.

"Thanks, Radcliffe. You've done a great job there... What'ya doing tonight? I was thinking we could 
maybe celebrate with a bite to eat and drink?"

"Not tonight, Joe. Thanks, but I'm bushed. I just want to get home, shower and curl up with a book." 
Cathy smiled as she made to leave his office and head for home.

"You want to curl up with a book....? Radcliffe. I think I'm working you too hard. You have to go out; 
meet people; enjoy life; live a little. You get my meaning... ?"

Cathy smiled again. "Another time, Joe. Goodnight."

Picking up her purse and coat, she hurriedly left the office, missing the hurt look on Joe's face in 
response to yet another refusal to take her out. He was beginning to wonder if she would ever accept 
his invitations.

Joe had fallen in love with her the very first time he had seen her, almost two years ago now, when 
she had sat outside his office, waiting for her interview, nervous and apprehensive. Joe had prayed 
hard she'd get the job and his prayers had been answered. As the weeks passed by, he slowly got to 
know her as a person; sensitive and caring. He loved every single thing about her, including her 



impish little smile when all was going well. He also liked it when things didn't go all that well, because 
it was then she would come to him for his help and advice, or, just for a shoulder to cry on. This made
up for all his rejections at attempting to date her; being able to be there for her, when she needed 
him.

Her bed felt warm and inviting as she settled herself against the many lacy pillows to read from her 
beautiful old leather-bound book of poems Vincent had given her. These pages, now so worn and old,
had given her much comfort when she lived Below, following her father's death. Vincent had read 
passages from them night after night; the words and his gentle voice offering her comfort and hope 
when she had needed it most. She read them now, slowly, enjoying and savouring the memories they
brought back, of time spent together day after day, until she was healed enough to return Above. But 
sadly, she missed Vincent more and more when they were apart, now living only for the times they 
shared together, which brought them much joy.

A tapping on her balcony door sent her heart beating faster. She jumped out of bed and ran to open 
it. Holding back the net curtain, she saw Vincent standing there, tall and noble against the night sky, 
his cloak and hair blowing out in the light breeze. Their eyes met in a knowing look as he stepped 
forward to wrap his arms around her. She snuggled up to him, enjoying the feeling of the rough fabric 
of his cloak, the softness of the leather on his tunic against her face. A happiness enveloped her and 
she cuddled up even closer.

"I didn't mean to disturb you, Catherine. I'm sorry, but it is such a beautiful night; the park looks so 
magical by moonlight. I wanted so much to share it with you."

Catherine looked up at Vincent and smiled lovingly.

"Oh Vincent, that sounds lovely. I'll get changed. I won't be more than a few minutes." She hurried 
inside.

As Vincent waited for her on the balcony, he looked down to the cars below -- so small from 18 floors 
up; then to the skyscrapers in front which silhouetted the night sky. He could see Central Park 
stretching out ahead of him; below, all that flora and fauna was his home. He could only safely come 
Above as night fell, so the time he and Catherine shared was very limited. Oh, would that it could be 
different! He sighed.

"What's wrong, Vincent?" Catherine asked as she joined him on the balcony. "I heard you sigh. I 
didn't take that long, did I?" she teased.

Vincent made his own way down to the car park whilst Catherine took the elevator. He was already 
waiting for her there, as the doors slid open and she walked towards him.

"Shall we go?" Vincent held out his hand.

They walked arm in arm through the park, following the path down to the river. The moonlight danced 



on the rippling water. Above them the moon was full; a perfect night for lovers.

"I treasure nights like these," he whispered close to her. She glanced up at him.

"I know. So do I."

As he looked down at her, an overwhelming desire enveloped him. He needed her closer. He put his 
arm around her shoulders, drawing her nearer, and sighed. He could feel her hair, soft against his 
face, her perfume filled his nostrils, tantalizing and teasing. Oh, what joy these stolen times brought 
them; but also such pain. He prayed this night would never end.

Suddenly, a blood-curdling cry rang out through the clear night air, shattering the peace that had 
surrounded them. Vincent and Catherine looked at one another in horror. Then they heard a muffled 
cry for help, followed by distant running footsteps.

Each knew what the other was thinking, as they set off together in the direction of the trees and 
bushes. Even though Catherine ran fast, she couldn't keep up with Vincent's long strides. But when at
last she reached him, he was already crouched over the body of a young girl who was crying and 
shivering with fear.

Catherine bent down close to the girl to comfort her while Vincent looked around for any clues as to 
the way the attacker had disappeared. But the person had vanished into the night.

Disbelief crossed Catherine's face, as the light from the park lamp lit up the girl's frightened face. It 
was Beth, her witness in the Miller case.

"Oh no. My God! Beth, are you all right?"

"Oh, Miss Chandler, I'm so glad to see you ... I thought he was going to kill me. He would have if you 
hadn't come when you did."

"Did you see who did this to you?"

It was then that Vincent returned to them, his cloak flowing out behind him. He had been unable to 
track down the attacker who had managed to get away. Vincent overheard the girl telling Catherine of
the man's description. Vincent's eyes grew wide with amazement at what he heard.

"Yes I did, I know him. He's tall, thin and walks with a heavy limp."

Vincent bent down behind the girl so that she couldn't see his face, now in the shadows. He spoke to 
her.

"Have you seen this man before tonight then? Do you know anything about him?"

Cathy helped the girl sit up, she took a deep breath, then in a slow upset voice she said: "Yes. I know 
he lives where he can, down by the river where it bends, near the disused warehouses."



"How do you know all this, Beth?" asked Cathy. She was very puzzled by all this intrigue.

"Oh, Miss Chandler," she sobbed. "He's my step-brother."

"Your step-brother?" Cathy whispered. "Why would he want to kill you? I can't believe this."

Vincent reeled in shock at this revelation.

"It's true, really it is. I found out by accident. It was him who was doing all the attacks in the park. I 
begged him to stop, said that the law would catch up with him, but he beat me, and wouldn't listen to 
me, ever. He threatened me so often and said if I told anyone he'd carve me up. Then he found out 
that I'd been to see you with my statement and that did it! I managed to run from him. He lost me 
twice as I headed for the park, but he wouldn't give up and when I stood on a twig, he heard it, turned
around and saw me. That's when I screamed, and you heard me."

Vincent walked to the shadows as Catherine and Beth followed the winding path to the iron park 
gates. Vincent saw Cathy's signal to stay out of sight, now they were within safety of the yellow cabs 
which lined the road near the park gate entrance. Cathy and Beth climbed into the first one, telling the
friendly old driver to go straight to St. Vincent's Hospital accident department.

***

The following morning, as Cathy arrived at work, she couldn't help but notice everyone standing in 
groups; unfamiliar commotion and whispered conversations taking place as they observed three 
police officers and Joe in deep discussion.

"Joe, what happened here?" Cathy asked in amazement, as she noticed the burnt out filing cabinet.

"We've had company. Someone kindly removed the file on the Miller case and set fire to the cabinet, 
destroying all the other files to cover up any clues. All our work gone down the tube, Radcliffe. And, 
as if that wasn't enough, there was another attack in the park last night. Of course, it had to be our 
only witness, didn't it? She was badly beaten up and is now in St. Vincent's Hospital."

"I know, Joe," Cathy blurted out.

"How do you know that?"

Cathy, realizing what she'd said, tried to look calm as she replied: "I...er, heard it on my way in, Joe."

"Oh!" Joe looked satisfied with her answer and carried on with what he was doing.

***

Later that night when Cathy was reading on her balcony, Vincent came up behind her. She didn't 
hear him, yet, when he slipped his hand in hers, she wasn't surprised. Catherine was so pleased as 
always to see him! Getting out of her chair to embrace him, she noticed a troubled look on his face.



"What's wrong, Vincent? I feel your sadness."

"That person, Beth described to you, her step-brother, I believe we know him. He used to be one of 
us, living Below. It's many years ago now, but he betrayed us all and was banned from our 
community. I was only a teenager at the time. Father tried to help him, but some people thrive on evil,
so helping them isn't easy, because they can't face their own fear."

"Do you know where I could find him, Vincent? Beth said he lives rough near the bend in the river."

"Yes, I know of this place. It's not a safe place for you to go alone, Catherine. I'll come with you and 
be close by."

Catherine once again found herself getting dressed to go out, even though it was well past midnight, 
but this was the life style she now chose. Together they entered the ill-lit tunnels and seemed to walk 
for miles. Vincent knew all these tunnels so well, but they all looked the same to Catherine, who 
followed Vincent, hand-in-hand. 

At last they came to a stop, with Vincent pointing to a small doorway.

"This leads to where he'll be. Take care, Catherine," Vincent whispered as he held her hands in his. 
"I'll be very close." 

She smiled up at him, then Vincent held her close, as she said, "I know."

The street was dimly lit as Catherine approached it from the warehourse tunnel doorway, groups of 
youngsters huddled together, some sleeping, some talking. Older men sat around small fires here 
and there along the roadside trying to keep out the cold night air, all seemed to have the same look of
disillusionment on their faces. The world had no use for these dropouts who lived outside the 
mainstream of society. It was a big problem, which seemed to overwhelm everyone with its enormity.

Catherine felt very uncomfortable as she walked amongst them. Their eyes following her; some of 
them offering to keep her warm, laughingly. Her heels echoed on the street, drawing even more 
attention to her being there. Two girls were screaming at each other like alley cats.

Suddenly, Cathy's heart missed a beat. Coming towards her was Beth's step-brother - she 
recognized his awkward walk.

"We meet at last, Miss Chandler," he said in his chilling, mocking voice.

"Please, I want to help you. Would you let me try?"

He laughed uncontrollably. Then his mood changed. He produced a flick knife, waving it about he 
baited her.

"Sure you do, pretty lady," he snarled.



"Please," Cathy tried to remain calm despite her fear. "I can help you, please let me try."

He lurched forward placing the steel blade against her throat.

"You know too much already - I can't take the risk."

Sheer panic seized her now. As she tried to turn away from him, to release his hold on her, Vincent 
sensed his need to help her. A roaring filled the air as he ran, his cloak flying out behind him, toward 
the man. He grabbed him by the shoulders, throwing him to the ground. Then as he tried to get up, 
Vincent hit him and sent him reeling into the line of battered old trash cans and boxes piled high. 
Vincent moved over to him, snarling. He looked up into Vincent's face and recognized him.

"Vincent!" he exclaimed in disbelief.

A patrol car, passing through the district on its nightly beat, saw the disturbance. It swung towards 
them, stopping just inches away from them in a screech of brakes. Both officers jumped out.

"Everything all right, Miss?" asked the senior of the two men.

"It is now, thank you. Thank God you were there. Take this man downtown and book him," she 
ordered as she pulled her ID card out of her purse and showed it to him. "It's all right, I'm with the 
D.A.'s office."

The handcuffs now safely locked on his wrists, he was pushed roughly on to the back seat of the 
patrol car. Both officers prepared to leave.

"We'll take you safely downtown, Miss Chandler. Get in," the younger one offered in a deep drawl.

"Thanks all the same. I have my own car there. I'll be fine, Good-night."

And with that the car sped away down the alley, disappearing into the shadows.

Once the car had gone, Cathy turned to the old warehouse behind her with the tunnel door. As she 
approached it, Vincent stepped out of the shadows and put his arms around her.

"Catherine," he sighed. "This work you do puts your life in danger so often. I wish you didn't take so 
many risks. You could have been killed tonight."

"I know....."

"I couldn't live without you. You're my life. You must take more care, Catherine, please."

Cathy looked lovingly into Vincent's face and stroked his cheek with her hand.

"You are my life too, Vincent. But some times I have to take risks, because some are worth taking."

Vincent let out a deep sigh. "I know."



He took her hand in his and together they entered the warehouse door, closing it behind them, 
shutting out the world above them of hate, greed, lust, anger and envy. In their world Below there was
only love and hope, which had so nearly been denied them tonight.

 

END


