
MASQUERADE

 by Jennifer Thompson

Masquerade!
Paper faces on parade!

Hide your face so no one will ever find you!

– Phantom of the Opera

–

Catherine was sitting on her bed with her head resting against a pillow. Her eyes 
were closed as she listened to her new Rod Stewart record. Crying softly, she 
buried her face into a pillow. Why did they have to break up? Why did this have 
to happen to her? It wasn't fair. Taking a deep breath she sat up again. No! She 
couldn't do this to herself. She had to get over him, had to act happy. Even if she 
didn't want to.

Standing up she looked at herself in the mirror. Her eyes were bloodshot and her
mascara had streaked down her cheeks. Walking into the bathroom, she rinsed 
off her face and reapplied her mascara. Then she walked into the dining room 
where her father was waiting for them to have dinner together.

"How was your day, honey?" he asked looking up from the papers he was 
reading.

"Miserable," she replied. "Johnny broke up with me.'

"Oh no, honey. What happened?" her father asked. His face looked concerned.

"We were walking to lunch when he told me that he kissed Mira at the party we 
went to on Saturday. He said he decided that we needed to see other people," 
Catherine replied. Her eyes were tearing up again.

"I'm so sorry, honey," her Dad said reaching his hand out. "But you will be better 
off without him if that is how he feels."

"I know, Dad," she said, looking up with a sad smile. "I know."



Later that night Jenny called her. Jenny had been her best friend since third 
grade. They had been though everything together, the death of Catherine's 
mother, when Jenny's parents got divorced, everything.

"You know you'll be better off without him," Jenny was telling her adamantly. 
"He's a total creep."

"But he was my creep," Catherine said dramatically.

"You are too much!" Jenny said giggling. Hearing Cathy's laughter over the 
phone, she began to smile. Cathy would pull out of this okay.

"But what about the masque?" Catherine groaned. "I need a date now."

"Why do you need a date?" Jenny prodded. "I'm sure there are going to be plenty
of cute, available guys there."

"Plenty of the kind my Dad would want me to marry," Catherine said with a sigh. 
"All rich, all good-looking and all looking for one thing."

"Well, maybe you can hook up with someone between now and then. You know 
you have two weeks," Jenny said confidently.

"I don't know. I'm not really interested in looking so soon. I need some time to 
myself," Catherine replied. "I've been with Johnny for so long that I forgot who I 
was."

"Two years is a long time," Jenny agreed. "But don't worry, you'll be grand even if
you go solo."

The next day Catherine awoke early to get ready for school. She wanted to look 
her best today. Johnny couldn't know how upset she was. Walking into the 
kitchen she poured a glass of orange juice and popped a piece of bread into the 
toaster. Her father was sitting at the kitchen nook reading the morning paper.

"How are you, honey?" he asked, looking up.

"I'm okay, Dad." Catherine replied, spreading a glob of butter on her toast. "It's 
just I don't have a date for the masque now."

"Halloween is two weeks away, honey. I'm sure you can find a date by then. The 
boys must be lined up by now," her father said confidently.

"I wouldn't be so sure, Dad," Catherine said with a sigh. "I've been with Johnny 
for a long time."

"Well, maybe I could set you up with one of the lawyers' sons. A lot of them are 
single. How about Tom? He's in college now. Going for his MBA," her father said 
excitedly.

"Oh, Dad!" Catherine whined. "I don't want to date one of them."

"Okay, Cathy. Maybe Peter knows of someone. I have to go for a check-up 



today. I'll ask him."

"Oh, Peter would know someone just great!" Catherine said excitedly. Peter was 
the doctor who delivered her and also a very good friend of the family. He knew 
her as well as her own father. But he wouldn't set her up with a lawyer's son. He 
knew her too well for that.

****

Dropping Cathy off at school, Charles Chandler headed downtown to Peter's 
office. Finding a parking space, he quickly climbed the three flights up to Peter's 
office.

"So, is Cathy looking forward to the masque?" Peter asked, checking Charles' 
heartbeat.

"She was until she broke up with her boyfriend," Charles replied with a sigh.

"Oh no! When did that happen?" Peter asked, concerned. 

"Yesterday. Apparently he confessed to kissing another girl at a party they went 
to last weekend."

"That son-of-a-bitch!" Peter exclaimed.

"I know," Charles replied with a sigh.

"How's Cathy taking it?" Peter asked.

"Surprisingly okay," Charles replied. "I tried to set her up with Daniel's son, Tom, 
but she wouldn't hear anything about it. Do you know of anyone who would like to
take her? She doesn't want to go alone. She says it's because she doesn't like 
any of the sons of my friends, but I think it's that she doesn't want to be lonely 
that night."

"Isn't Jenny going with her?" Peter asked.

"She is, but she got a date last week," Charles replied.

"Well........." Peter said, thinking a moment before a light shone in his eye. "I think
I have the perfect person."

"Really?" Charles asked. "Cathy already said that you would find someone 
great."

"She'll really like this boy," Peter replied. "I'll find out if he is available and let you 
know tomorrow morning."

"Okay," Charles replied. "That would be great."

"Now, about that prostate exam," Peter said, putting on a pair of gloves. 

****

At school, Catherine breezed through all of her classes until sixth period. She 



had Geology with Johnny that period. Taking a deep breath she saw Jenny 
walking down the hallway out of the corner of her eye.

"So, are we ready for Geology?" she asked, putting her arm around Catherine.

"I guess I am," she replied softly. 

"Don't worry. With me by your side, what could go wrong?" Jenny asked with a 
smile.

Walking into the room, Catherine saw Johnny talking to some of his football 
buddies. He was the quarterback of the team. Taking a deep breath, she sat 
down in her seat with Johnny right next to her.

Glancing over where he was sitting she could see that he was gossiping to his 
friends about her, but ignoring her at the same time.

"Don't worry about it," Jenny said, touching her arm. "In a few weeks you'll have 
found someone new and he'll just be a distant memory."

"I know," Catherine said quietly. "I know."

****

Later that evening, Peter took a walk in the park. Stopping briefly to make sure 
no one was watching him, he walked swiftly into a drainage tunnel. Once he was 
in there, he appeared to be at a dead end, but then he opened a grate, pushed a 
lever, and a door seemed to magically roll away.

Stepping inside. he pulled another lever to close it and made his way through 
candlelit tunnels. After walking for about twenty minutes he made his way into a 
chamber. It was a large chamber with a spiral staircase leading to a loft. Books 
were piled high and on shelves. A bed and several chairs and tables were also 
set up throughout the room.

"Peter!" a man called, looking up from his chess game. a teenage boy was 
playing with him. But this boy was not ordinary. He had furry hands with nails, 
and a long mane of hair. His face resembled a cat, as well as a human.

"Hello, Jacob," he declared walking into the room. Looking at the boy he said, 
"Hello Vincent."

"Hello Peter," the boy said with a smile.

"So, what brings you down here?" Father asked getting up to shake his hand.

"Actually it is a pretty crazy story," Peter said sitting down on a overstuffed red 
velvet chair. "I want to set up Vincent with my friend's daughter."

"You what?"  Jacob asked with his eyebrows raising. "That is impossible."

"Who is this girl?" Vincent asked with interest.

"Vincent, please let Peter and I talk alone for a moment, okay?" Jacob asked, 



putting his hand on Vincent's shoulder.

"Okay, Father," he said, getting up and leaving the room.

"I cannot believe you even suggested that!" Jacob said, turning back to address 
Peter.

"Before you dismiss this idea, let me tell you about it," Peter replied calmly. "On 
Halloween, the firm my friend works with is holding a masque ball. Well, my 
friend's daughter just broke up with her boyfriend and does not want to attend 
alone. She's afraid that her fatrher will try to set her up with lawyers' sons and 
she doesn't want that. I've known her since birth; I was the doctor who delivered 
her. She's a wonderful girl. Very smart, beautiful. She's be perfect for Vincent. 
What do you say, Jacob? It is only for one night!"

"What if they hit it off and she wants to see him again. Then what? How will we 
explain to her that he is not dressed up in costume?" Jacob asked concerned. As
much as he delighted in the idea of Vincent being able to spend a normal night 
Above, and live like a real teenager, he couldn't bear to put his son through the 
misery that would follow.

"We can cross that bridge when we come to it," Peter replied with a smile. "Trust 
me, Jacob. This girl is extraordinary."

"But is she as extraordinary as Vincent?" Jacob asked with a sigh.

After much prodding Petrer was finally able to convince Jacob to allow Vincent to
go above for the masque. Now all he had to do was tell Vincent.

"Vincent, Peter wants to ask you something," Jacob said walking into his 
chamber.

"Certainly," Vincent replied looking up from the book he was reading, Great 
Expectations.

"A friend of mine is having a masque ball on Halloweed night. His daughter just 
broke up with her boyfriend and she doesn't want to go alone. He asked me if I 
knew of anyone who might like to take her-  and I instantly thought of you," Peter 
explained. "Would you like to?"

"Oh, Father, could I?" Vincent asked excitedly.

"I think it's a great idea," Jacob said, trying to convince himself at the same time.

"I'd love to," Vincent said looking up at Peter with a smile on his face.

"Okay," Peter replied. "I told her father I would get back to him tomorrow 
morning. I can iron out all the details with him and I'll let you know later. 
Meanwhile, I brought a picture of her with me." Peter said pulling his wallet out of 
his pocket. Flipping to her sweet sixteen picture, he turned it to show Vincent.



Looking at the young woman with wavy shoulder-length light brown hair and soft 
green eyes, he smiled. She was wearing a soft blue floor-length dress and 
smiling proudly.

"She's beautiful," Vincent said looking at her. "What is her name?"

"Catherine," Peter replied.

"Catherine," Vincent echoed.

The following day Peter contacted Charles to let him know that Vincent had 
agreed to take Catherine to the masque.

"He's very well-educated," Peter said trying to convince Charles that he would be
a good match. "He's very nice and will treat Catherine like a princess."

"Oh Peter," Charles said with a sigh. "I trust your judgment."

"Okay," Peter replied. "I will let him know immediately. He's looking forward to 
this."

"Catherine will be very pleased," Charles responded. "I will let her know tonight."

That evening Catherine came home with Jenny in tow after the football game. 
Jenny spent every Friday night at the Chandler's home. It had been a tradition 
since Junior High School, when her parents were getting divorced.

"How was the game?" Charles asked his daughter when she walked in the door.

"Tiring," she replied. "We lost 12-6."

"I'm sorry to hear that," Charles began.

"It's okay," Catherine said. She began to pull out her ponytail and kick off her 
shoes. Her feet were tired from cheering all night.

"I have some wonderful news for you," Charles said with a smile. "You have a 
date for the masque."

"Are you serious?" Catherine asked with a smile. "Peter set me up?"

"Yes."

"So, what's his name? Where does he go to school?" Catherine askd excitedly.

"His name is Vincent, but I'm not sure where he goes to school. I didn't ask."

"Well, what does he look like?" Catherine asked with a smile.

"I doubt that will matter at a masque," Charles replied.

"Of course it will," Catherine said adamantly. "If I continue to see him."

"Peter said he was very tall and has light brown hair and blue eyes."

"He sounds dreamy," Jenny exclaimed with a smile.

"He does, doesn't he?" Catherine replied grabbing her hand.



"Okay, girls, what are you planning tonight?"

"We were just going to hang out and listen to records," Catherine replied over her
shoulder, as she steered Jenny toward her bedroom.

"Sounds fun to me. I'll be in the living room," Charles replied waving them off with
a laugh.

"Vincent sounds so cute?" Jenny said as she jumped onto Catherine's bed.

"I know, he does, doesn't he?" Catherine replied. "I can't wait to meet him."

"Only a week away," Jenny reminded her.

"It's going to be like an eternity," Catherine said putting on a record. 'Benny and 
the Jets' came on loudly through the speakers. Soon both girls were singing at 
the top of their lungs and laughing wildly.

****

The next Monday, Catherine walked into school with a new attitude. Smiling 
broadly as she entered Geology class, even Johnny took notice.

"How're doing?" he asked sliding up to talk to her.

"I'm doing great," Catherine replied with a smile.

"So, are you busy this weekend?" he asked, putting his arm around her.

"Why would you ask me that now?" she responded, pushing his hand off her 
shoulder. 

"What, baby? All couples fight. It's more fun to make-up," he said with a 
suggestive smile.

"I don't think so, Johnny," she said hotly. "Besides, I have a date on Friday 
night."

"A date!" Johnny exclaimed. "Why, I'll............."

"You'll what?" asked Catherine. "You can't touch him. He's above all that."

Getting up, Johnny walked back to his heat and sulked in the chair. "What a 
bitch," he told his friends, looking at them with cold eyes.

"Don't worry about him," Jenny replied. "He's a jerk. Didn't you see how he was 
snuggling up to Mira after the game on Friday?"

"I know," Catherine said. "I can't believe I went out with him in the first place.

****

Vincent was alone in his chamber on Friday night. Some of the teenagers had 
gone Above to see a movie. Stephen had offered to stay behind with Vincent but 
had been encouraged to go ahead. He needed some time to himself. 



Taking out his journal, he began to write:

October 28, 1972

I'm going on a real date on Friday night. I can't believe it. I never 
imagined anything like that could happen to me. Her name is Catherine 
and she is beautiful. She has green eyes and curly brown hair. Peter 
told me that she likes to read and listen to music. I hope she likes 
me. I'm taking her to a masqued-ball that her father is having. It 
should be a lot of fun.

Closing the book, he smiled to himself. He had a lot to look forward to.

****

The night of the masque Catherine and Jenny got ready in her bedroom. Giggling
excitedly, they applied makeup and fixed each other's hair.

"I think we look really good," Jenny declared looking at herself in the mirror. They
were both wearing 19th century dresses in the style of Jane Austin. Their hair 
was up in curls cascading down their shoulders. Catherine had an owl mask and 
Jenny had a peacock mask. Putting on their shoes they giggled as they walked 
into the living room.

"My, my, you ladies look beautiful tonight," Charles declared with a smile. He was
wearing a tuxedo and a mask that looked like the cover from the book The 
Phantom of the Opera.

"You look good too Dad," Catherine said giving him a kiss on the cheek. Hearing 
the doorbell ring, Catherine jumped to answer it.

****

Vincent carefully combed out his long wavy hair and brushed his teeth. 
Scrutinizing his face he decided that was the best he could do with what he had. 
He was wearing a white medieval shirt and a pair of blue trousers with leather 
boots. He wasn't sure what he was supposed to say he was dressed as, but he 
figured that would come as the evening pressed on.

"You look wonderful, Vincent," Jacob said walking into his chamber with a smile.

"Thank you Father," he said grabbing his cloak. "I'll return later tonight," he said 
giving him a kiss on the cheek before leaving. His stomach churned with 
butterflies as he walked through the tunnels and into the park. Calmly, he walked 
onto the street and up a few blocks to Catherine's apartment building.

Smiling confidently, he entered the building. "I'm here to see Catherine 
Chandler," he told the man at the desk.



"You must be her date for the masque," the man said with a smile. "She's in 
apartment 20-A."

"Thank you." Vincent said walking to the elevator. Getting on he laughed to 
himself. This was the first time he ever rode an elevator like a normal person.

****

Answering the door, Catherine's face fell as she realized it was Jenny's date. 
"Hello Mark," she said putting on a smile.

"Glad to see you too Cathy," he said walking in the door.

"I'm sorry Mark," Catherine said hanging her head.

"Don't mind her Mark, she's just a little over-excited about meeing her date."

"Oh yeah, the guy you were set up with," Mark said. "He'll be here."

"I hope," Catherine said, walking over to the couch and sitting down. Jenny and 
Mark stayed in the doorway talking. Mark was dressed like a pirate and Jenny 
was feigning a damsel in distress. 

Watching them, Catherine had to laugh. She had known Mark McCullen since 
grade school. He was part of the gang. Lately, he only had eyes for Jenny.

****

Vincent stood in front of the apartment in a quiet debate with himself. He couldn't 
bring himself to ring the doorbell. Crossing a threshold he never imagined was 
scary and intimidating to him. Finally, he took a deep breath and raised his hand 
to the doorbell. He couldn't turn back now.

Catherine was still sitting on the couch watching Jenny and Mark flirt with each 
other when she heard the doorbell ring. Jumping out of her chair, she ran to 
answer it.

"Hello," she said looking at the boy in the lion-like costume. "You must be 
Vincent."

"Hello Catherine," he said eloquently, as he stepped inside the apartment.

"What a fantastic costume! You look like you stepped out of Narnia," Catherine 
replied looking at him with interest. He had the most beautiful eyes. 

"You've read them?" he asked. He remembered the Chronicles of Narnia from 
childhood.

"Every one of them. I still have them in my bookcase," Catherine said, putting her
hand on his arm. "I'd like you to meet my best friend Jenny, and her date Mark, 
and my father, Charles."

"Hello Mr. Chandler," he said reaching out to shake her father's hand.



"Peter didn't tell me you were so eloquent," Charles replied with a laugh.

"Well, are we ready to go?" Catherine asked anxiously.

"Yes, I suppose we are," Charles replied.

"We'll go with your father," Jenny said with a knowing grin. "You can follow us in 
the other car."

"Okay," Catherine said with a smile. But secretly she was pleased to know that 
they would be traveling to the party alone.

Downstairs, the doorman quickly called two taxis. After he opened the door on 
the second one, Vincent held Catherine's hand as she slid into the seat. Sitting 
down she smiled up at him.

Vincent sat back in the car and enjoyed the ride. This was only the second time 
he had traveled in a car. The first time was with a helper who also drove a taxi. 
He had taken several the tunnel children for a ride late one night.

Relaxing, he looked over at Catherine. She was looking straight ahead with a 
smile on her face. Vincent decided that she must have been enjoying the 
evening.

"Peter told me you enjoy music," he said waiting for her to turn around.

"Very much. I like Elton John a lot. Jenny and I tried to go to a concert of him in 
the park, but we couldn't get seats."

"I went to that one," Vincent commented almost to himself. Although he was 
schooled almost entirely in classical music, he still sought out current music as 
well.

"Really?" Catherine said excitedly. "You must have spent a fortune of tickets."

"Not really," he replied. Actually, he had attended the concert by sitting under the 
front row. There was a tunnel that led there. He had discovered it with Devin 
once. For years they had been attending concerts in the park.

"So are you in school?" Catherine asked hesitantly. She couldn't tell if he was a 
senior in high school, or perhaps a little older.

"I did," he replied. "Now I help my father out."

"Did you graduate?"

"Yes," he replied. In the tunnels there was a ceremony for the children once they 
finished their schooling. He had completed his two years ago.

"I'm going to be a senior next year. One more year left then off to college," 
Catherine replied.

Vincent understood what a 'senior' meant. Some of the tunnel children had told 
him about schooling Above and the difference between the grades in high 



school. Once you become a senior you had a lot of status, from what he was 
told.

"Well, here we are," Catherine commented as they pulled up into the driveway of 
a hotel. Vincent quickly exited the car and held out his hand for Catherine. 
Smiling, she took it as she carefully climbed out of the car. Dropping it briefly she 
tied on her owl mask. As soon as she was finished, she took it again.

Vincent looked down at her holding his hand and felt his stomach churn with 
butterflies. This was the first time a girl had ever voluntarily held his hand. 
Caressing it softly, he led her into the hotel.

Once their party entered the grand ballroom, they followed Charles Chandler 
around to meet and greet all of his friends. 

"Extraordinary makeup," one of the lawyers commented looking at Vincent. 
Another one asked him if he was the Lion from the Chronicles of Narnia, like 
Catherine had. He decided to go along with it for the time being.

"Catherine, come here a minute. I want you to meet Thomas," Charles said 
steering Catherine over to a man about five years older than her. He was tall with
dark hair and eyes. "Tom Gunther, this is my daughter Catherine and her date 
Vincent. Catherine and Vincent, this is Tom Gunther. He's attending Harvard. He 
came down today to attend the masque with his father."

"Pleasure to meet you," Tom said taking Catherine's hand and kissing it. "You 
must save a dance for me."

"We'll see," Catherine replied. "Dad, Vincent and I are going to get something to 
drink."

"That's fine," Charles said watching Catherine lead Vincent over to the 
refreshment table.

"Ugh. My father is so exasperating. He's always introducing me to dull guys like 
Tom, hoping I will want to go out with them."

"He's only looking out for you," Vincent replied calmly.

"You're probably right. But it's still exasperating," she said leaning against the 
table. A slow song was coming on. 'As Time Goes By.'

"Would you like to dance?" Vincent asked holding his hand out to her.

"I'd love to," Catherine said taking it as he led her onto the dance floor. Putting 
their arms around each other, Catherine smiled, looking up at him as he led her 
across the floor. "This was one of my mom's favorite songs," Catherine said 
wistfully.

"When did your mom die?"



"When I was ten. It was six years ago, but it seems like it happened yesterday," 
Catherine said sadly.

Dancing in his arms, Catherine felt a comfort she hadn't felt in a long time. 
Moving closer, she rested her head against his shoulder as they continued to 
dance.

After the song was over, Catherine grabbed Vincent's hand and led him onto the 
balcony off the grand ballroom.

"Do you want to get out of here?" she asked softly. "Maybe we could take a cab 
and go for a walk in the park."

"Don't you want to stay with your father and your friends?" Vincent asked.

"Jenny and Mark are so caught up in each other, they won't realize we even left. 
My Dad wouldn't mind. He knows i am in good hands with a friend of Peter's," 
Catherine said. "Let's go tell him."

Walking over to her father, she explained that Vincent and she were going to go 
for a walk in the park.

"Just don't be too late," he warned before they left. "No later than midnight."

"One!" Catherine shouted, as she walked away.

"Twelve-thirty," her father replied.

"Deal," she said with a smile. Happily, she took Vincent's arm as they walked out 
of the room. "I'll call you tomorrow Jenny," she said as she passed her friend and
Mark. They were tightly wrapped in each other's arms, dancing to another slow 
song. 

"Okay Cathy," Jenny said looking up briefly. Then she mouthed the words 'I want
details.'

Outside, they quickly grabbed a cab and went to the park. Getting out, they could
hear the strains of a concert from the bowl. There was a large full moon tonight. It
illuminated the trees and flowers and pathways, making it look like a magical 
dreamland.

"It's so beautiful tonight," Catherine commented. Looking down, she could see 
that Vincent was offering her his arm. Taking it, she smiled.

Walking along one of the pathways, Vincent marveled at the events of the 
evening. A beautiful girl wanted to spend time with him, alone. And she wasn't 
only beautiful. She was smart, with a love of music and literature and poetry.

They walked together for two hours, talking about their dreams and hopes for the
future.

"My father wants me to work for his firm after I complete law school. I don't know 



if I want to do that though. I want to help people," Catherine confessed.

"You should follow what your heart tells you. Not what your father expects of 
you."

"You say that, yet you seem bound to your father."

"It's my destiny," Vincent replied.

"But if you could be anything, what would you be?" Catherine asked.

"A teacher," Vincent replied.

"A teacher, really? Why?" Catherine inquired.

"I was blessed with wonderful teachers. I would want every child to experience 
the love of learning," Vincent said honestly, as they walked along.

Looking at her watch, Catherine realized it was after midnight. "Oh no! I need to 
get back or my father will kill me."

"We can walk back from here," Vincent replied steering her toward the street. 
She was only a few blocks from where they were. Walking quickly, they entered 
her building with a few minutes to spare.

"Whew!" Catherine exclaimed breathing heavily. "I didn't think we were going to 
make it."

"I couldn't let you get into trouble with your father," Vincent replied with a smile. 
Taking the elevator to her floor, they got off and stood by her door.

"Would you like to come in for awhile?" Catherine asked as she pulled her keys 
out and opened the door.

"Would your father mind?" Vincent asked.

"I don't think so," Catherine said walking into the room. "We can sit on the 
balcony. There's a door in my bedroom." Leading Vincent into her bedroom he 
looked around at the posters and pictures all over the wall. She had a large 
poster of Elton John and another one of the Beatles. Trophies and ribbons from 
awards she had received were displayed on a shelf. And pictures of her and her 
friends and family were hung on one wall.

"Is this your mother?" he asked, picking up a framed picture that sat on her 
nightstand.

"Yes,'' Catherine replied.

"She was very beautiful. A lot like you," Vincent commented quietly.

"Thank you," Catherine said, bashfully picking up a book on the nightstand. "I've 
been reading 'Great Expectations' for school. I was wondering if you would like to
read a little with me?"



"'Great Expectations' is one of my favorites. I used to read it with my brother," 
Vincent replied, taking the book.

"What happened to your brother?" Catherine asked, unlocking the balcony doors 
and walking outside.

"My father made him leave," Vincent replied quietly.

"Why is that?" Catherine asked concerned.

"Because of something that happened." Vincent said, trying to brush it off. He 
didn't wish to discuss it.

"I'm sorry," Catherine said sitting down on a chair. Patting the one next to her, 
she opened the book to the chapter she was on and began to read.

They continued to read, taking turns until the entire book was finished.

"I love that book," Catherine declared sitting up after it was finished. "It's nearly 
dawn. Will your father be upset?"

"I don't think he will mind. He trusts Peter." Vincent replied standing up. Walking 
through her bedroom and hallway they found themselves by the front door.

"I had a wonderful time tonight," Catherine said with a smile on her face. "I would 
like to see you again."

"I would like that too," Vincent replied.

"Here's my phone number," Catherine said giving him a piece of paper. "Call me 
sometime."

Taking it, Vincent looked at the number and swallowed hard. How could he 
explain to her that he couldn't see her again? Deciding not to, he leaned over and
gave her a kiss on the cheek. "I had a wonderful time too," he said before 
walking out the door.

Shutting the door behind him, Catherine leaned against the wall. With a smile on 
her face she touched her cheek.

****

Vincent walked back quickly to the tunnels, for he knew Father would be 
concerned. He found Father wide-awake in his chamber reading a book.

"I'm sorry Father. I didn't realize how late it was going to be."

"I figured you were in good hands," Father said looking up from his book. "Did 
you have a good time?"

"Wonderful," Vincent said sitting down on a chair. "Catherine and I spent five 
hours reading 'Great Expectations' to each other."

"Your favorite book," Father commented.



"She gave me her phone number. She wishes to see me again." Vincent 
commented softly. "I would like to see her as well."

"Does she know?" Father asked with concern.

"No. I wouldn't tell her that," Vincent said quickly.

"How do you expect to have a relationship with this girl? She doesn't even know 
what you truly look like?"

"She said I looked like I stepped out of the 'Chronicles of Narnia'," Vincent 
replied.

"But how will she feel when she realizes that you look like that all the time?" 
Father asked in a solemn tone.

The next morning Catherine walked into the kitchen to eat breakfast. Looking at 
the clock on the stove, she realized it was much later than she expected.

"Late night?" her father said in a sarcastic tone.

"I guess," Catherine said scratching her head. "We finished 'Great Expectations' 
together. It must've been 5:00 am when he left."

"So you really liked this boy?" her father asked with his eyebrows raised.

"Yes I did," Catherine replied pouring a bowl of cereal. "Peter did a great job."

"Is he going to see you again?" her father asked.

"I don't know. I gave him my phone number though," Catherine said picking up 
the bowl of cereal and taking it over to the table. Sitting down, she began to eat 
and daydream about her date of the night before.

*****

Catherine walked into school with Jenny right behind her. They were on their way
to Geology class.

"He didn't call you again?" Jenny asked exasperated. "What a jerk. I thought you 
guys really hit it off."

"So did I," Catherine said leaning on the door to open it. "I don't understand it."

"Have you asked Dr. Alcott if he knows anything?" Jenny suggested. 

"No I haven't. I haven't seen him. But I think my Dad and I are going out to eat 
with him tonight. Maybe I can ask him then," Catherine said.

"I think you should," Jenny said sitting down in her desk. "There must be a 
reasonable explanation."

"I know," Catherine said getting her homework out. "There must be."

****

"I can't stop thinking about her," Vincent said. He was sitting down in his 



chamber. He had just finished teaching a literature class. "I want to call her."

"You can't do that," Father said adamantly.

"I can't go on living like this either," Vincent said slamming his fist on the 
table. Getting up, he grabbed his cloak and stormed out of the chamber. He 
wasn't going to let Father keep him from Catherine.

****

At dinner, Catherine sat patiently while Peter and her father discussed a variety 
of political issues that she didn't wish to comment on. She had very strong 
feelings against the Vietnam War and she didn't wish to disagree with her father 
about it.

"They just need to go in and bomb them right out of there," her father 
commented.

"Couldn't agree with you more, Charles," Peter said, taking a drink of wine.

Sitting in silence a moment, Catherine decided this was the perfect opportunity to
talk about Vincent. "Have you spoken to Vincent in the past two weeks?" she 
asked.

"No, I can't say that I have. I don't see him very much anymore," Peter said 
quietly. He wasn't sure where this conversation was going, but he didn't want to 
have to make-up stories.

"I just haven't heard from him. That's all. I thought we hit it off, but I guess I was 
wrong," Catherine said with a sigh.

"I'll talk to him for you, if you would like," Peter said. He figured he could offer that
much.

"No Peter. That's okay. If he doesn't want to see me again, then that's his 
problem," Catherine said sternly. She didn't want to become Peter's charity case.
The girl who couldn't get a date.

"Okay. If you don't want me to, I don't have to," Peter commented. But he knew 
he was going to do so. He had to, for Cathy's sake.

Later that evening, Peter walked down to the tunnels, entering the hidden door. 
Walking to Father's chamber he knocked softly.

"Come in," Father said taking his glasses off and looking up.

"Hello Jacob," Peter said walking in the room.

"Peter!" Father said excitedly giving him a quick hug. "What brings you down 
here?"

"Catherine," Peter responded.

"I had a feeling," Father said slowly.



"She's heartbroken. She thinks that Vincent doesn't care. When I set the two of 
them up I didn't think that they would fall for each other." Peter said sitting down 
with a sigh.

"I knew that wasn't a good idea," Father said shaking his head. "Vincent can't 
stop thinking about her."

"Is there any way we could have them meet? Let Catherine see for herself? At 
this point I don't think she'd care if he looked like a dog, as long as she had him 
back," Peter suggested.

"There's too much of a risk," Father commented pacing back and forth. "Not only 
for Vincent, but for the tunnel community."

"I seriously doubt she would tell anyone about this place," Peter said with a 
chuckle.

"Still we can't take the risk," Father replied.

"Maybe she can come down here blindfolded?" Peter suggested.

''But what about her reaction to Vincent?" Father asked.

"Whatever the risk, I am willing to take it," Vincent said walking into the chamber.

"How long have you been standing there?" Father asked turning around.

"Long enough to realize that I want to see Catherine, no matter what the risk," 
Vincent replied.

****

The following evening, Peter called Catherine and convinced her to accompany 
him to meet Vincent once more. At first she protested adamantly. She didn't want
to see Vincent if he didn't want to see her. After explaining that Vincent hadn't 
been able to contact her, Catherine began to agree.

"Why do you have to blindfold me?" Catherine asked, as they walked into the 
park. She thought about what she was wearing. A blue peasant skirt and a 
beaded peasant top with boots. Maybe she should've worn something more 
conventional, she thought, as she was led through what felt like a tunnel.

"You'll understand when we get there," Peter replied holding onto her steadily. 
Walking carefully for twenty minutes, he saw the light ahead in Father's chamber.
"Here we are," he said leading her to a chair.

"Can I take this off now?" she asked with a smile.

"Go ahead," Peter replied.

Taking it off slowly she looked around the room. It was dark. Too dark to be a 
house. And she hadn't heard a door open or close. She remembered stairs. A 
long stairway leading down, but she wasn't sure what it was leading to. She could



hear tapping on pipes sitting in the chair. The room was full of books and 
shelves. It also had a few tables and chairs and a bed in the corner. Standing up 
she walked around the room looking at the different things displayed.

"Where am I?" she asked finally turning to face Peter.

"Down below the subways," Peter replied. "A community lives down here. People
who have been rejected by society. Children who have been abandoned. All of 
them live down here together. Vincent lives down here as well."

"Why?" Catherine asked. She was just beginning to comprehend what he was 
telling her.

"He was abandoned by St. Vincent's Hospital as an infant. I found him and 
brought him here to be taken care of. The man who began this place, Jacob, took
care of him like he was his own child," Peter explained slowly.

"How do you know Jacob?" Catherine asked.

"We graduated from medical school together."

"Oh," Catherine said. "Why would anyone abandon Vincent?"

"What looked to you like a Halloween costume is the way he really looks," Peter 
replied.

"What?" Catherine asked. "He looks like that all the time?"

"Yes," Peter said quietly.

"How extraordinary," Catherine replied. "That is so cool!"

"It doesn't bother you?" Peter asked cautiously

"Not at all," Catherine said. "I thought he was beautiful. Where is he? I want to 
see him."

"Come with me. He's in his chamber." Peter said grabbing her hand and leading 
her down the tunnel. Pointing to his chamber, she released his hand and walked 
in slowly. There was a stained glass window that had light coming through it. A 
bed was set off to the side with a table, chairs, and a desk set up throughout the 
room. Like the previous chamber, Vincent's had shelves of books stacked high. 
He also had memorabilia set up all over the room from an old 1950's jukebox to a
sculpture. Vincent was sitting at his desk writing in a notebook.

"Hello Vincent," Catherine said quietly walking into the chamber.

"Catherine!"  he shouted looking up. Getting out of his chair, he walked over to 
her. "I never thought I'd see you again. I'm so sorry I couldn't contact you."

"I'm so sorry I didn't know," Catherine said looking up at him. "You should've told 
me."

"I didn't know how you would react," Vincent replied quietly.



"You're beautiful just the way you are," Catherine said reaching out to hug him.

"So are you," he replied smiling. Releasing her he took her hand. "Would you like
to see the rest of the tunnels?" he asked.

"I would love to," Catherine replied.

 

END 


