
THE BOND
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Catherine called in the grocery store on her way home from work; she needed a few items, like milk, 
coffee, and... biscuits.

The milk and coffee was easy, but the biscuits were another matter. She felt like a change from the 
ones she normally got. Vincent was coming to supper, so she wanted something he would enjoy. 
Nothing on the shelves seemed to appeal. She was about to abandon the idea when a packet of 
biscuit mix caught her eyes. "Chocolate Chip cookies", Vincent's favorite. Turning the packet over, he 
read the instructions. They seemed easy enough, even by Catherine's standards. So, armed with all 
three items, she made her way to the cash out.

After parking the car quite near her apartment block, she quickly made her way along the busy street 
to the entrance. The doorman greeted her warmly, then turning left she headed toward the lift, joining 
the others already waiting. A few familiar faces smiled back at her, then as if by public demand, the lift
arrived, heralding its arrival by sounding a bell.

Once inside the lift, all stood in silence occupied with their own thoughts. One by one, they left at 
different levels, until finally Catherine was alone. She stood, gazing up at the number grid above her, 
15, 16, 17, 18. At last the lift made its silent halt, the door opened as if by magic, and Catherine was 
able to step out into the familiar corridor. As she walked along to her door, she fumbled in her purse 
for the key, then once it was found, door number 21E quickly flew open.

The lingering smell of spray polish and air freshener still hung in the air. Everything looked 
immaculate. What a godsend the fleet of cleaning ladies were, that descended on these luxury 
apartments daily. The rent was astronomical but, to get everything done for you, this to Catherine was
bliss and worth every cent. It was at times like this, when she was glad she was the daughter of a 
very wealthy and successful corporate lawyer, who spoiled her constantly. Even the apartment Daddy
paid for - and he took care of all the big bills.

Dumping the shopping down on the gleaming white work surface, she made her way across the 
dinette, switching on the stereo, then went on into the bedroom. Tossing her purse on the chair, her 
coat on the blanket box at the foot of the bed, she fell with a sigh onto the edge of the bed. Kicking off
her expensive high-heeled shoes, she took each foot in turn between her hands, encouraging life into
each foot, then with a quick wiggle of all toes, stood up and made for the bathroom, starting to 
undress as she went.

After a quick refreshing shower, she substituted her designer clothes for a pair of well worn jeans and
favourite tee-shirt. Then with a quick flick of her hair brush she was ready. Humming to the music, 
she made her way to the kitchen.

First she put the milk away, then she unscrewed the jar of coffee, emptying it into the coffee canister 
she treasured. It was earthenware, hand-made, given to her a few months ago after Winterfest. It was
a small Christmas token from Father, on Christmas Eve. To Catherine, this gift was more like an 
acceptance of her. She so wanted him to like her, but always felt he didn't really like Vincent getting 
too deeply involved, thinking one day she would find someone else, leaving Vincent heartbroken and 
inconsolable.



The packet of biscuit mix stood alone now on the surface, as if to offer her a challenge. Catherine 
wasn't in the least bit domesticated, but this looked like fun, so, armed with keen enthusiasm, she 
picked up the packet and prepared to do battle.

She switched on the cooker, whose lack of use echoed its immaculate appearance, then following all 
the clear instructions, quickly had the chocolate chip cookies ready to cook.

Opening the cooker door, she realized it was cold and dead.

"Damn it!" she said. Then, leaning over, she pushed gently at the plug, checking it was fully in.

There was a blinding flash of light, a loud bang, then everything went dark.

How long she lay on the floor she didn't know. She must have been thrown there. Hardly able to 
breathe for the thick choking smoke which surrounded her, the only light she could see, came from 
the burning plug. Everything seemed to go further and further away, like a dream, as Catherine finally
passed out.

*****

Deep below the city, through a maze of tunnels, was Vincent's home, in sharp contrast to Catherine's.
Here, everything was not new, or all 'mod cona', but it was just as beautiful, with a warm feeling of 
love echoing in every candlelit corner. It was a haven of unimagined beauty.

Here in the kitchen chamber, sat around the table were Mary, Father and Vincent, talking and 
enjoying each other's company, over a cup of hot herb tea.

Father was reminding them of a day long ago, when Mouse had lost his raccoon, Arthur. No one 
could find him. All the tunnel children had been called in to help search for him, but still he remained 
missing. After some hours had passed, Arthur reappeared, apparently none the worse for his 
adventure... but his paws gave the game away. Quickly, Father and Mouse set off to retrace the small
pale blue footprints which finally led to Elizabeth's tunnels...Yes, the prints started here, at the 
upturned pot of paint. Elizabeth was upset, but Father was very cross with Mouse, telling him, never 
to let this happen again.

"Mouse, I hope a lesson has been learnt here."

Mouse scratched his head, giving the question some thought, then he mumbled, "Yes. Teach Arthur 
to like dark paint, so footstep won't get Mouse in trouble."

They all laughed as they remembered, when suddenly, Vincent stopped. His expression changed to 
that of concern and fear. Almost dropping his cup on the table, he pushed his chair back, sending it 
spinning to the floor, as he dashed at great speed from the kitchen, saying only, "Catherine," leaving 
Mary and Father speechless.

As Vincent descended to the balcony, the stench of burning rubber filled the air. Opening the balcony 
door without a moment's hesitation, he sprinted inside.

"Catherine... Catherine," he called as panic gripped him. Why couldn't he sense her? What had 
happened?

Once inside the kitchen, all was revealed. Catherine lay unconscious on the floor. Scooping her up in 
his arms, he carried her at top speed to the fresh clean air of the balcony. Sitting her down carefully in
the wrought iron chair, he bent over her.

"Catherine, speak to me... please." Then holding her hands in his, kissed her gently on the cheek.

Slowly, her eyes flickered open, then as it all came back to her, her eyes opened wide, panic filled 
her; then taking in deep breaths, tried to control the coughing and the retching that the smoke had 



done to her, as it filled her lungs.

Vincent put his arms around her shoulders, as he knelt in front of her. He held her shoulders firmly as 
her body shook in wave after wave of coughing. Finally she stopped. As Vincent looked lovingly into 
her pale face, she started to cry.

"I'm here," he murmured, in his beautiful velvet voice, then folded her in his arms. She felt safe again. 
"Stay here, Catherine, while I go inside and see what needs to be done." Catherine nodded in 
agreement.

It seemed strange to Catherine to see Vincent quickly disappear through her door into her apartment. 
A smile crossed her face... it was nearly worth all this trouble, just to have him here in her home, 
taking care of her. Oh! That it could be so, one day...

Once inside, Vincent put his hand deep into the inside pocket of his cloak, bringing out his tunnel 
torch. Flicking on the switch, he directed the beam in the area of the kitchen.

The tiles near the plug were blackened with smoke; the plug a melted mess. Uncooked biscuits lay 
dejected. Everywhere was filthy with the smoke.

Returning to Catherine on the balcony, he knelt on one knee beside her. "It's quite safe now, but the 
mess and stench is awful. You cannot stay here tonight, you must come below." Vincent inhaled 
deeply, enjoying the clean air in his lungs also.

"Vincent, I'll be all right, I have work to catch up on for Joe tomorrow, w..."

"Catherine, I must insist!" Then placing his clawed finger ever so gently on her lips to silence her, he 
continued. "Ssssh. Get your coat. Meet me below in a few moments. Please don't be worried. I'm 
here."

As Catherine descended the last few rungs of the iron ladder, Vincent took her arm to steady her. 
Once she had both feet on the ground, she turned to face him in the circle of light.

"Our bond saved me," she murmured.

Vincent nodded agreement, then a smile crossed his lips.

"What?" she asked, puzzled. "Why are you smiling?"

"Because, my dear Catherine, you have a black smudge on the tip of your nose." Both exploded into 
laughter as the tension of earlier eased away.

Then gently, with his large thumb, rubbed the offending smudge away. This intimate touch caught 
them both a little off guard. The moment hung in the air as if charged with electricity and endless 
possibilities. They stared at each other, their bond reaching out to both of them; longing to have more,
their love consumed them. 

Vincent took her hand in his, then speaking in a whisper, trying to control the longing within him said, 
"Shall we go below?"

They walked in silence for quite a while, unable to find the right or appropriate words. At last, 
Catherine broke the silence, by telling Vincent how her day had been a total disaster. She woke late, 
skipped breakfast to make up time, and dropped all her notes in the lift. The work load Joe had given 
her was unbelievable, then the mess in the kitchen was the last straw.

As they approached Father's chamber, they tried to creep past unnoticed, because of the late hour, 
but Father's hearing was extraordinary, so it came as no surprise to either of them, to hear his voice 
call out.

"Vincent, is that you?"



"Yes, I'm here."

The shadows on the tunnel wall announced his approach.

"Is Catherine all right, only when you..." his voice trailed off, seeing her standing there, hand in hand 
with his son. "Are you all right, tell me, what is it?" he urged, waving his hand in a gesture to sit down.

Vincent eased his heavy cloak off his broad shoulders, then placed it on the back of Father's old 
leather chair. Stepping forward he pulled a chair out for Catherine, then himself. Father crossed to the
other side of the table, letting himself down heavily on his stick.

Leaning forward, Vincent added more candles to the two already lit on the table. This lit up the room 
beautifully with dancing light filling every corner of the chamber.

Catherine retold her tale of woe to Father. Her eyes filled with tears, as a single tear overflowed down
her pale cheek. Vincent leaned forward, sliding his hand over hers, squeezing it gently, offering her 
comfort through their bond... their eyes met.

Father saw this show of affection, over the top of his horn-rimmed spectacles, which seemed to live, 
perched on the end of his nose. Never had he seen them exchange such a look before. A puzzled 
expression crossed his face, but Catherine and Vincent had eyes only for each other.

A tapping on the pipes quickly averted Father's attention. All three listened to the coded message 
then, with a sigh, Father raised himself. "I must go. Pascal needs me. It must be about Old Sam. He's
taken a turn for the worse over the last few days," and with that, hurried out down the passage and 
out of sight.

Vincent stood, holding his hands out to Catherine who took them, pulling herself up, she felt his arms 
go around her shoulders, sending a shudder through her body.

"Come, I'll walk you to your chamber."

The rough stone of the passage walls looked dark; lit at intervals with burning torches, reflecting 
strange shadows. Their footsteps sounded hollow as they walked the short distance, until the 
entrance of the familiar bed chamber presented itself.

Catherine eagerly went inside. She knew it so well, for it was here she had hid from the world, four 
months ago, allowing herself to heal, after the sudden death of her father, Charles Chandler.

Vincent lit a taper, then walked round the room, lighting all the candles dotted around the walls and 
surfaces, until the chamber came alive. It all felt so warm and welcoming, she felt at home, at peace 
here. Looking up she saw Vincent was watching her every move. He knew what she was thinking and
feeling. They once again exchanged meaningful glances.

"It's better you stay with us below tonight, Catherine." He spoke as if explaining it to a child. Catherine
nodded in agreement.

Walking over to her, hands outstretched he said "I'll leave you now... sleep well."

"And you, Vincent," she replied.

"Good night, Catherine," then turning he left, not daring to glance back at her sad face.

Left alone, she slowly walked around the familiar chamber, touching items as she passed. Mary kept 
everything so beautiful, they had so little, yet it seemed so much when love was the centre of 
everything. The small posy of wild flowers got her special attention; they smelled lovely. She ran her 
fingers along the well-polished night stand, then finally, got undressed and slipped between the clean 
white cotton sheets.

Vincent returned to his chamber. Sleep was the furthest thought from his mind, so taking a taper, he 



proceeded to light some extra candles, then settled himself at his table, and opened his journal to 
record the happenings of the day.

For once, words didn't come easy for him; his mind was in turmoil. Catherine's presence here below 
disturbed him, like when she was here before, but this time, more so. Her nearness sent waves of 
emotion through him, that normally he could control, but somehow, tonight was different. He felt a fire 
in his very soul, eating away at him. 

What was he to do? Pushing away the journal, he laid the pen down, then with a deep sigh he stood 
up, stretched and started pacing the room. He always paced when a problem presented itself. After a 
while he sat down on the bed and bowed his head. A sadness filled his heavy heart. There seemed 
no answer to this nightmare of desire.

Catherine lay awake in the near darkness. She tossed and turned then finally gave up trying. Turning 
back the sheets, she slipped out of bed, picking up the gown at the foot of the bed, put it on, tying it 
firmly at her waist, then taking a deep breath, headed for Vincent's chamber.

He sensed her nearness and looked up as she entered, standing in the doorway, silhouetted, looking 
like a small child, so helpless and needing attention.

"I couldn't sleep."

"I know. I felt your unrest; I felt your thoughts. Come, sit down beside me," he spoke gently.

Catherine walked over to him, putting her arm around his neck as she sat down, then resting her 
head on his shoulder, Vincent drew her to him. There was no need for words, he felt he was melting 
in their embrace.

"I think a little tea, Catherine, don't you? Come, we can make it together."

The kitchen was the one place Catherine had never been in, all the time she'd known Vincent, there 
had never been a need for her to go there, but she wondered often what it was like, especially when 
the smell of cooking filled the air, that William was preparing in his domain.

The difference of the kitchen was in sharp contrast to her own; this she noticed as she stepped 
inside. Vincent set to at once preparing the tea while Catherine took in the new surroundings.

It was smaller than she imagined, and was impressed by its clinical beauty - very sparse and 
immaculately clean. Only the bare essentials were here, no luxury items graced this kitchen.

The pans, all cast iron, hung on nails, two large bulbous ones. One medium and two smaller ones. 
She expected more than that. Her eyes travelled along the nearside wall. Here an old whitestone sink
was spotless, with its scrubbed draining board, almost white with years of endless scrubbing. Even 
the taps hadn't been forgotten, they shone from years of loving care, even if they weren't a matching 
pair!

A dresser stood opposite, full of colorful pots. What an assortment. Some pot, others china and very 
few matching, she noticed. Above her head, bunches of herbs, strung together, hung in groups, 
drying, filling the air with a lovely aroma.

Catherine's thoughts were interrupted abruptly.

"Your herb tea, it's ready," Vincent handed it to her.

"I feel at home, isn't that strange."

"No, Catherine, because you are home."

They sat down, then with an impish smile, Vincent passed her a plate of his favourite biscuits.



"Would you like some chocolate chip cookies?"

Both burst into laughter as the significance hit them.

They talked for a little while. Catherine confided it would have been better if she's stayed in bed all 
day, seeing that everything had turned out a total disaster.

"Maybe the end will be better than you think," he smiled at her. "Come, I will walk you back. I think 
you will sleep now. It's very late," he said, taking her hand.

"Vincent, I love you so much. Hold me, never let me go, please."

His arms tightened around her, she melted in his embrace,

END


