
ALONE

by Janet Rivenbark

Thank you, Cindy, for saving this from being tweaked to death. As ever your insight and 
suggestions made it a whole lot better!

Catherine was impatient to get Below. She almost didn’t want to go back to her apartment to change.
She was tempted to run across the street and into the park as soon as she got out of the cab in front 
of her building. 

But she had been planning this all week, she needed to talk to Vincent, and she was going to spend 
the weekend Below, so she had to change and pick up her bag. She had a gift for Vincent, a new 
journal, and she needed to get that too.

It was the first time she’d been able to spend time Below since Vincent’s illness. She’d taken so 
much time off then that she felt guilty even thinking about asking for more time off.

But it was worth it… you were worth it, Vincent, she thought, as the elevator started to climb. I just 
hope you are ready to hear what I have to say. I can’t put this off any longer. I’m going to tell you just 
as soon as I get there., I only hope it doesn’t ruin the whole weekend… but then again, it might just 
change things for the better. 

She smiled to herself at that thought. 

She had packed her overnight bag the night before, and she was changed and on her way in a short 
time.

It was dinnertime, so she didn’t run into anyone in the elevator or the basement. She dropped her 
bag to the floor at the bottom of the ladder then made her way down. 

When she passed the first sentry post Below, she heard Stephen call out to her. 

“Do you need a guide, Catherine?” he asked, as he stepped out of his niche.

“Not unless you’ve changed the ways in the last week,” she said with a smile.

“Not on this route,” he replied, shaking his head as she approached. 

He went back into his hiding spot, and she heard him send a message on the pipes that she was on 
her way. 

She was in a hurry to get to Vincent, but she needed to stop and talk to Father first. She hoped he 
was alone. 

She was in luck; Father was at his desk reading a medical journal. 

“Am I interrupting, Father?” she asked, as she stepped into the study.

Father looked up with a welcoming smile. “You are never an interruption, my dear. How was your 
week?”



“Busy,” she said ,as she sat on the chair in front of Father’s desk. “Things were kind of slow at the 
office, so several people decided to take some time off. Naturally, as soon as they left, things picked 
up again. John was out of town for a while too, and Joe was acting DA. And that made me the acting 
head of Investigations. Believe it or not, even with less than two years at the DA’s office, I’m still the 
senior attorney in Investigations behind Joe.” 

“The DA’s office has a lot of turnovers?” Father asked.

“That and a lot of lateral moves. Now that John is back, I’m going to talk to him and Joe about one of 
those lateral moves for me. I need to get out of Investigations and into something that won’t be as 
dangerous.” She knew that Father would approve that decision.

Father closed the journal and gave her a skeptical look. “What if they won’t move you?” he asked. 
“You are a good investigator, and it’s been my experience that when you are good at something, your
reward is usually more of the same.”

“I’m not above bribery or blackmail,” she said with a laugh. “If they refuse to move me, I’ll resign… 
But that’s not why I needed to talk to you. I stopped to ask you how Vincent is. You know how his 
brain works. He’d tell me if he was well, even if he was bleeding out and running a fever of 110 
degrees.”

“But this time, he’d be telling the truth,” Father assured her with a chuckle. “He seems to be 
recovering at a record pace. He’s gone back to teaching his history and literature classes, and he’s 
looking forward to seeing you this weekend.”

“Do you have any idea what caused this breakdown… illness?” she asked. “I’m not even sure what to
call it.”  

Father looked thoughtful. He adjusted his glasses and pushed back from the desk a few inches. 

“Well, looking back and comparing it to that time when he was a teenager, I’m fairly sure he was 
responding to the pressures he was under both times. Vincent has always had to maintain a delicate 
balance.” 

“I was afraid of that,” Catherine said with a frown. “All the more reason I have to get out of 
Investigations. It might be better if I left the DA’s office completely and went back to Chandler & 
Coolidge.”

Father looked doubtful but didn’t voice that doubt. “You need to talk that over with Vincent. He knows 
how much you like the work you’re doing now compared to what you were doing before.” 

She rose and leaned across the desk to kiss Father on the cheek. “That’s only one thing on my list of
things to talk about this weekend,” she told him. “I just wanted to make sure that he’s up to it. Thank 
you, Father.”

She left the study leaving Father wondering what was going on.

Catherine turned right at the junction, and almost ran head-on into Vincent.

“I heard you announced on the pipes,” he told her, as he reached out to steady her. “You took so 
long I thought you might have gotten lost.”

“I’m sorry,” she said, giving him a quick hug. “I should have told Stephen to add that I was stopping to
talk to Father. I know you worry.” She didn’t add that it was taking some getting used to there being 
no Bond. 

They turned and headed back toward Vincent’s chamber. 



“No, it’s not your fault,” he said, as they reached his chamber. He hung his cloak and held his hand 
out for her jacket. She gave it to him then dropped her bag in the corner, after pulling out a wrapped 
package. 

“There was a time when I would have known you were on your way and would know if you’d stopped 
and where you were, without the pipes.”

Catherine could hear the resignation in his voice. He seemed to feel that the Bond would never 
return, when both she and Father thought that it would, given time. 

He sat on the side of the bed, and she sat next to him. 

“You miss the Bond.” It was a statement, not a question. 

“I miss you,” he said wryly. “I used to be able to feel you here all the time.” He tapped his chest with 
his fist. “Now, I’m alone again.” 

“You aren’t alone!” she insisted. I’m still here, and I’m sure that once you have recovered completely, 
the Bond will return.”

“Do you really believe that?” he asked, looking into her eyes.

“It makes sense that it would shut down to protect you while you are getting better. You don’t need to 
be running off to help me at the slightest provocation right now. And If I have anything to say about it,
there will be no reason for you to have to do it ever again in the future.”

“What do you mean?” he asked. He turned so that he was facing her, and he reached for her hands. 

“I mean that I’m going to talk to John and Joe about moving out of Investigations. And if they won’t do
it, I’ll quit.”

Vincent gave her a wry smile and shook his head. “But you live in New York City, Catherine. Not all of
your mishaps have been related to your job. People can be in danger just walking down the street… 
and I’ve seen how some of those cabbies drive.” 

“But I don’t need to be adding to it by meeting potential witnesses in bad neighborhoods and dive 
bars. I’m going to request a desk job. I’ll even stay in Investigations, if they put me on research.”

Is this because of me? he wondered. Is she changing her life to accommodate my needs?

Vincent shook his head and looked sad. “I just hate it that you have to give up something that you 
love because of me.” 

“Love? OK, I like that I sometimes feel as if I’m making a difference, but I don’t love getting beat up, 
blown up, or shot. That I can do without! And I know you can too.”

When she puts it like that, he thought, I can’t possibly argue with her, especially since there is no 
Bond to depend on to keep her safe. 

“You’re sure?” he asked. 

She nodded adamantly. “Absolutely sure!” She held the package out to him and changed the subject.
“I have something for you.”

“I should be the one giving something to you,” he said as he took the package. “After all, you are 
giving up a lot. I feel as If I should try to make it up to you.” 

“You have nothing to make up. The changes are only partially for you; they are for me too.” 

Vincent carefully unwrapped the package, taking care with the paper so it could be reused. 



It was a new journal, bound in soft leather. 

“It’s beautiful, Catherine. Thank you, but it’s not my birthday.” He seemed puzzled. 

“Does it have to be your birthday, Christmas or some other holiday for me to give you a gift? Just call 
it a ‘glad you’re feeling better' gift, if you must have a reason,” she told him with a smile.

Vincent opened the journal and found that she’d inscribed it: 

With love all things are possible. Forever, Catherine

“Thank you, Catherine,” he repeated. He put his arm around her and 
hugged her. She wrapped both hers around him and hugged him back 
as he dropped a kiss to the top of her head.

They stayed that way for several minutes.

Even without the Bond, he could tell that there was still something on her
mind; something wasn’t allowing her to relax. 

“Is something bothering you, Catherine?” he asked, when she finally 
moved away.

“A little,” she admitted. “Do you have time to talk, or are you expected somewhere?”

He set the journal on the bookshelf next to the bed. 

“Dinner isn’t for a while, and I made sure I’m free all weekend,” he told her. “Father hasn’t allowed me
to put myself back on the sentry roster yet, and he has Jamie and Cullen doing the late night and 
early morning patrols. What did you want to talk about?”

Catherine moved to his big chair next to the table as he settled back against the pile of pillows at the 
head of his bed. 

She hesitated a moment, searching for words, then decided to plunge right in. 

“Do you remember anything about the three days you were in my apartment?” she asked. 

Vincent took a moment to look back. He remembered very little, and what he did remember was only 
in tiny, disconnected pieces. 

“It’s all a jumble,” he admitted. “I barely remember that there was something that I wanted to tell you. 
I think it had something to do with the lines from that Dylan Thomas poem you said I kept repeating. I
just don’t remember what.”

“You were unconscious on the floor when I came home,” Catherine put in when he paused.

“I remember you weren’t home when I got to your balcony. I don’t remember how I got there, or 
wrecking your apartment, although I saw the damage when I woke, before I went home.”

She waved it off as nothing. “No worry. It’s just a good excuse to do some redecorating. I never liked 
that mirror in the living room anyway. I replaced it with a painting of my mom, and I’ve been planning 
to replace the curio cabinet and the coffee table.”

Vincent knew her casual tone wasn’t only to make light of the damage. She really didn’t consider it to 
be important.

“The doors?” he asked. “The one from the balcony and the one to your bedroom?”



“Cullen replaced both of them. In fact, I went out and bought new, sturdier doors to replace the doors 
from the balcony in both rooms, and I’ve always wanted solid doors to my bedroom, instead of those 
louvered things. Cullen took care of those too.”

“You’re just trying to make me feel better,” he admonished. 

“Yes and no,” she said with a reassuring smile. “You don’t need to feel bad about it. It wasn’t 
something that was under your control, and as I said, it was a good reason to make some changes. I 
also had the carpet replaced.” 

She didn’t tell him she’d done it because of the bloodstains from the cuts on his hand. “I always 
wanted something that didn’t show dirt as bad”

“Was that what you wanted to talk about? Redecorating?” he asked after pausing to consider her 
words. 

“No, but I just wanted to know how much you remembered of the time you were there.” She took a 
deep breath and plunged ahead. “Do you remember waking up early in the morning on the day you 
came back Below?” 

Catherine kept her voice even, but she could see a little confusion in his eyes at her question. 

“No. Nothing is really clear before I woke that, just as the sun was setting. Why?” 

“Well… you woke that morning while I was trying to figure out why you kept repeating the same lines 
from that Dylan Thomas poem. I had repeated them out loud, and you heard me and commented. 
Then you were so quiet that I thought you’d gone back to sleep. Then your stomach growled, and I 
asked you if you were hungry. You said you were, and when I checked, your fever had broken. I 
asked if you’d like some eggs and toast, and you nodded.” 

Is she keeping something from me? Did I destroy something important to her? he wondered, then 
aloud he added. “I don’t remember.” 

“As I was getting up to go to the kitchen, you asked me if you could take a shower. I showed you 
where everything was, then took your clothes and put them in the washer. You wore one of my dad’s 
old robes until your clothes were dry. You ate, and we sat and talked for a little while. Then you went 
out onto the balcony and sat in the sun while I showered.”

I took a shower? he thought. I can’t even remember what the inside of her bathroom looks like. Why 
can’t I remember something as mundane as that? 

He closed his eyes, trying to remember the feel of the sun on his face. There was nothing there.

He looked troubled, and Catherine rushed to finish, hoping to reassure him. 

“A couple of hours later, you were exhausted again, and after you put your pants and undershirt back
on, you went back to bed. When you were asleep, I straightened up a little, then I decided to rest too 
and laid down next to you.”

She knew that the story was going to get a little sticky, so she chose her words carefully. 

“I’m not sure how long we’d been asleep, but it was in the middle of the day when I woke to find that 
you’d cuddled behind me. You’d pulled me close to you with my back against your chest. It felt nice, 
and I just stayed still and enjoyed it.” She smiled a little at the memory. “Then you started nuzzling my
neck and kissing it. I asked you if you were awake, and you told me you were and that I smelled 
good.” She looked uncertainly across the space between them. “You continued, and then I noticed 
that you were becoming… ah… aroused.” 



Vincent started to speak, but when she raised her hand, he stopped. 

I have to let her finish… He admonished himself. This is very important to her. His brow furrowed as 
she continued. 

“I continued to lay still, until you finally said that you wanted me and wanted to make love to me.”

At the look of horror on Vincent’s face, she rushed to reassure him. 

“It’s all right!” she insisted.

“You didn’t allow it?” he asked with trepidation before she could continue.

“Well, actually…,” her eyes slid away from his and looked down at her hands. “Yes, I did.” 

He started to speak, but she held up her hand again. “You just seemed so… I don’t know… needy? 
When you said it, I turned over, and when I hesitated with my answer, you kissed me. It was so 
sweet, Vincent. I didn’t know what to do. I’d wanted you for so long, and now there you were, offering
me what I wanted and coaxing me so sweetly. I said, ‘yes.’”

Vincent was on his feet, towering over her. 

“How could you?” he hissed out. “I wasn’t in my right mind.” He leaned in close, resting his hands on 
the arms of the chair as he glared at her. “We didn’t…”

Catherine almost cowered in the chair, but from the look in her eyes, he knew her answer before she 
said it. “Yes, we did.” 

He stalked away at her answer, and she stood to follow him.

“We did, and it was beautiful, Vincent. You were so sweet and loving, just like I dreamed you’d be. 
You were a little awkward at first, but you figured it out. And as far as not being in your right mind. 
You appeared to be fine at the time. The fever was gone. You’d eaten and slept normally. You’d 
talked about coming back Below, as soon as it was dark enough.”

Vincent didn’t know what to think and even less of what to say. Now he understood why she’d asked 
so many questions. It hadn’t really been about the damage or the furniture… If only it were that 
simple.

“How could you?” he repeated. “You took advantage of my weakened state to take something from 
me.” 

She was shocked at his words. They knocked her back a step, and she put her hand on the table to 
steady herself. 

Does he genuinely feel that strongly about it? she wondered. 

“I will admit that I have felt a little guilty, since I realized you didn’t remember it,” she said out loud. 
“Guilty, not for consenting to your request… but for not telling you sooner. In the few minutes I took to
think about it before I said yes, I thought that it was likely to be the best time for it to happen… Yes, 
you were weak… But since I believed one of your reasons for not making love to me before was 
because you were afraid that you might hurt me in some way, I thought that maybe you’d figured that
since you were weak, there was less of a chance of that happening.”

Vincent turned and crossed the room and stood with his back to her. She could see his fists clench 
as if he wanted to punch something. She wasn’t concerned he’d hurt her, but she was concerned 
that he might punch a wall, or a piece of furniture and hurt himself.

She crossed the chamber. She was behind him, reaching out for him when he spoke. 



“It would be best if you left,” was all he said. 

She didn’t argue, just pulled her hand back and took her jacket off the hook where he’d hung it.

“I agree,” she told him as she bent to pick up her bag. “We can talk about this once we’ve thought 
about it. But I want you to remember one thing, Vincent,” she said, before she left the chamber. “I 
love you.” 

As she made her way back to her threshold, she realized that she was angry too. So angry that she 
wasn’t even sure what she was angry about, the fact that he had blamed her and sent her away, or 
because he clearly didn’t remember something that had been very memorable for her. 

I wonder if there is such a thing as being cursed. And if there is, who is it that cursed us? We keep 
trying… I keep trying, but nothing ever seems to work the way it should, she asked herself, as she 
walked along.

******

After Catherine left, Vincent almost did punch the wall, but he managed to hold back. He dropped 
into his chair and leaned forward with his head in his hands.  

His thoughts were so chaotic that he felt as if he had a war going on inside him.

What have I done? kept repeating in his head. What have I done? 

A few minutes later, he was pulling his pack out of a cabinet. He tossed some clothes, books, and his
journal into it, grabbed it and his cloak and left the chamber. He stopped to let Father know he’d be 
gone for a few days.

“What is it, Vincent?” Father asked. “What happened?”

“Not now, Father,” Vincent said, waving him off. “We’ll talk when I get back.”

“When will that be?”

Vincent shrugged and wouldn’t meet Father’s eyes. 

“I’m not sure.” 

Clearly, whatever it was that Catherine wanted to talk about didn’t go well, father thought as he 
watched his son turn and stalk out of the chamber.  

Vincent stopped only long enough in the kitchen to pick up several days’ worth of rations on his way 
to the tunnels that led deeper.  

******

When Catherine got home, she tossed her bag into the middle of her bed and threw herself down 
next to it. 

She’d been second-guessing herself the whole walk home. 

“Maybe I shouldn’t have told him. But we’ve never lied to one another,” she argued with herself out 
loud. “I had to tell him. If he’d remembered on his own, and I’d never said anything, it would have 
likely been even worse.”

She sat up and gazed out at the balcony with unseeing eyes. 

“I just wish he’d remembered something about what happened.”  

******



Anyone who might have been watching Vincent, would have thought that he was wandering 
aimlessly in a daze, but he knew where he was going. He’d followed that route so many times over 
the years that he could probably make the trip in his sleep, or with his eyes closed. 

His feet weren’t moving very fast, but his mind was going at light speed. 

What was she thinking? he questioned himself. For that matter, what was I thinking? Was she right? 
Did I think it was a good time because of my weakened condition? I wish I remembered. 

He didn’t know if he was angry or remorseful. And if I’m angry, who am I angry at? Me, or Catherine? 

It shouldn’t have happened; she shouldn’t have allowed it… but if she’d said ‘no,’ would I have 
stopped? 

Those doubts and thoughts kept running through his mind, but then suddenly, there was something 
else. 

It shouldn’t have happened like that. It should have been only after we’d talked about it, only after 
we’d agreed. 

Then finally…

Now the Bond is gone. Is that why it’s gone? Is that what I had to give up for the privilege of loving 
her? The one thing I would never have traded for anything. 

It took several hours for him to reach his campsite near the underground river. It was always so quiet 
this deep. He’d left the range of the pipes over an hour ago, and even he couldn’t hear their faint 
echo. 

And it wasn’t much more than a campsite. There was no real chamber, just a hollowed-out 
indentation at the base of the cliff, where he could put his sleeping pallet and more or less blend in 
with the wall. He usually built a fire in front of it, but let it burn down at night. He didn’t need it except 
to cook or for light; it was about 10 degrees warmer at this level than it was at the shallower levels. 

It didn’t have many comforts. He kept a cache of canned food and William’s tightly wrapped 
homemade trail bars, and he’d brought more of the same with him, along with some fresh fruit. His 
camp was set up within minutes of his arrival, and his first thought was to get his journal out and try 
to sort out his thoughts on paper. He was surprised when he saw that he’d also grabbed the new 
journal Catherine had given him, along with his old one and some other books.

He stared at Catherine’s gift for several minutes, before sticking it back in the pack and opening the 
old journal.

He scanned the last entry he’d made. He’d written about Catherine’s upcoming visit; how much he 
was looking forward to spending time with her. Time that wasn’t as severely limited as it usually was. 
He’d even speculated on what they might do with that time.

Now he stared at the next page. It was blank, much like what the rest of his life looked like without 
Catherine in it. 

******

The weekend seemed longer than usual. Catherine did all her laundry and read. Every little sound 
had her looking up at the balcony, hoping that Vincent had come to talk. But he never showed. 



On Monday, Catherine decided to proceed with her plan to speak with Joe about moving her out of 
Investigations. 

“Got a minute, Joe?” she asked, as she stepped into his office. 

“Maybe two,” he said with a grin. “What’s up, Radcliffe?”

“I have a request,” she said, seating herself on the beat-up sofa.

“Hit me!” He tossed the sheaf of papers he was reading into his IN box and sat back in his chair. 

“What do you think of my chances of getting out of Investigations?”

“I don’t know, Cathy. I’ve seen the budget and Moreno’s plan for the next fiscal year, and there are 
no promotions in it.” 

“I’m not asking for a promotion,” she assured him, “just the opportunity to do something different, 
something… safer.” 

Joe was thoughtful for a moment. “You’ve lasted longer than anyone else has. You’ve been here 
since September 1987; almost two years.” He gave her a look she couldn’t decipher. “You’ve put 
yourself on the line a lot, too much, in my opinion. I agree. It’s time. I’ll talk to John.”

“Thanks, Joe.” She smiled and stood. “I’ll get back to work.” 

Joe sat for a few minutes, planning his approach. John had been a little testy of late, but they were 
coming up on reelection, and that was always a tense time in the office. He was glad it didn’t happen 
more often than every four years. 

He stood, rolled down his sleeves, and tightened his tie. He decided to go all out and put on his suit 
jacket too.

A little while later, Catherine watched Joe cross the large open room and go into John’s office. She 
was surprised a short time later, when she saw Joe come charging out and slam the door behind 
him. She hoped that wasn’t a bad sign, but when the intercom on her phone buzzed a few minutes 
later, her heart dropped into her feet. 

“Cathy, we need to talk,” Joe said, when she pressed the intercom button. 

She pulled a file folder out of the bottom drawer of her desk and went to answer the summons. 

“What did he say?” she asked with trepidation, as she closed the door behind her. 

“In so many words, he said ‘No!’” Joe told her. “Sorry, Radcliffe. I thought for sure he’d agree that it 
was time for you to move on.”

“Did he give a reason?” she asked. “Is it maybe a temporary decision?”

“He says you are too good. He just can’t afford to move you to a job where he thinks you won’t be as 
effective.”

“And he won’t budge?” she asked. 

“Not likely. He did say to talk to him again in about a year; then he might be willing to consider it for 
the 1991 fiscal year.”

“Not happening,” she said adamantly, and with a flare of anger at the thought of at least another year
of putting herself on the line for a paycheck. “I’m tired of risking my life for $2500 a month. I don’t 
have anything to prove, and I’m not doing it any longer.” She handed the file folder to Joe, who gave 



her a blank look. “I’ll work the next couple of days to make sure I get all my cases handed off, but 
then I’ll take the rest of my vacation, in lieu of notice.” 

She spun around and walked out, leaving Joe with his mouth hanging open. 

Half an hour later, Catherine was at her desk stacking files in three piles to hand off to the other three
attorneys in Investigations. Joe came up to her desk, and he looked madder than she felt. 

“What is it, Joe?” she asked, not sure if he was angry at her or someone else. 

“Moreno. He says he won’t be held hostage to your whims. You’re not to bother with the files or 
notice. He wants your badge and ID. He says to pack up and leave… Only he didn’t put it that nicely.”

Catherine took a deep breath then reached into the bottom drawer of her desk, where she kept her 
purse. She pulled out the leather wallet that held the badge and ID and handed it to Joe. 

“Please tell Mr. Moreno what he can do with that,” she said in a saccharine sweet tone. 

She picked up her briefcase, put a few personal things into it, then picked it and her purse up. She 
grabbed her coffee mug off the desk and held it out to Joe.

“Something to remember me by,” she said, then grabbed her suit jacket and hurried out before she 
made an ass of herself. 

In the back of the cab on her way home, it took several deep breaths before she finally relaxed. 

That didn’t turn out quite as I expected, she mused, as she dug out some cash for the cabbie. 

But she managed to smile for the doorman by the time she crossed the lobby of her building. 

******

Vincent spent a lot of time writing in his journal. If he kept up at the rate he was going, he’d have to 
use the journal Catherine had given him. When he wasn’t doing that or reading, he was staring off 
into space and letting his mind wander. He desperately wanted to remember what had happened in 
Catherine’s bedroom. But he knew that the harder he tried, the harder it would probably be to recover
the memories. 

He reread the entries he’d made when he first started writing again, but there was nothing to indicate 
that there was anything else and nothing that jarred his memory. 

He also spent a lot of time sleeping. When he got tired of thinking or reading and ran out of things to 
write in his journal, he’d stretch out on his pallet and sleep. He never knew how long he slept, and 
after a while, he managed to lose his sense of time and had no idea how long he’d been there. When
he’d picked up food in the kitchen, he’d figured he’d need about a weeks’ worth. He’d been eating 
when he was hungry, and that wasn’t very often, so looking at his supplies didn’t help. 

When he slept, he dreamed. He dreamed of things that had happened while he was ill, but there was
never anything new. He always seemed to dream the same things, but he made sure to record them 
in as much detail as he could remember. 

When he’d woken up in his chamber, after sleeping for the first 48 hours after returning from 
Catherine’s, he couldn’t remember much of anything. He even had trouble with his own name. 
Father, who had looked vaguely familiar, had reassured him and told him that it had happened before
and that his memory would return. 



When he’d seen Catherine, he’d known her; not her name or anything about her, but he had known 
that she was the woman he loved. He’d automatically held his hand out to her, and she’d taken it and
held on tightly. Just touching her had made him feel better. 

And his memory had returned over the next couple of weeks. It had returned in almost chronological 
order. Since making love to Catherine had been the last thing that happened to him before he 
returned, would he eventually remember it? When he thought about it, the last thing he remembered 
from that time was his frantic search for the book of Dylan Thomas’ poems. There were only a few 
very vague flashes of anything that happened after that, until he woke up in his chamber. 

He went through the stack of books he’d brought with him. Catherine had replaced his lost volume of 
the Collected Poems of Dylan Thomas. Perhaps if he read them again… 

******

Over the next few days, Catherine cleaned every inch of her apartment. By Thursday evening, 
everything shined. She’d weeded her closet and had several boxes to go Below. 

And she was ready to face other people. 

She called Jenny first. 

“Aronson,” Jenny answered. 

“Hi, Aronson, this is Chandler,” she said.

“Hi, Stranger! You finally ready to take me to lunch?” 

“I’ll do better than that,” Catherine said. “How about take-out and wine at my place tomorrow after 
work? We won’t have to rush, and I’ve got lots to tell you.” 

“You’re on. I’ll bring the ice cream. I’ll see you around six.” 

Catherine was smiling when she hung up. She really did have a lot to tell Jenn. 

Catherine answered the door the next afternoon without checking the peephole. It was just before 
6:00 and she expected to see Jenny when she opened the door, but she was stunned when she 
opened it and saw Father standing there. 

He hadn’t been Above since Devin’s first visit over a year before. She knew it had to be important 
from the look on his face, and the fact that he hadn’t even changed into his Above clothes. 

“Father,” she exclaimed. “What is it? Is something wrong?” She opened the door wider and invited 
him in. 

“I’m not sure,” he told her, as he limped over to the love seat and sat. His limp was more pronounced;
it was a long walk from his chamber to her apartment. “I was hoping you might be able to shed some 
light on something for me.”

“I’ll help in any way I can,” she said. “You know that… Would you like anything? A cup of tea…?”

“A glass of water would be most welcome,” he said with a slight smile. 

Catherine went for the water, and when she handed it to him, she sat down across from him. 

“Now, what is it?” she prompted. 



Father sipped water, gathering his thoughts. 

“Last week when you came Below, you told me that you needed to talk to Vincent about something. 
You were supposed to be staying for the weekend, but you left rather abruptly, only a short time after 
you arrived. He left shortly after you did, and I was wondering if it was something that you said that 
upset him.”

“He left? Where did he go?” she asked. 

“He has a place he goes. It’s very deep and is on an underground river. He sometimes goes there 
when he needs to get away from everything, or when he needs to work something out.” Father’s face 
was still little flushed, and he was slightly winded. He set down the water and leaned forward a bit.

“What did he say to you?” she asked him. 

“Only that he didn’t want to talk about it then. We’d talk when he came back. But he’s been gone a 
week, and the only contact we’ve had with him has been when he sent a message saying he was all 
right, but that he needed more supplies. That was yesterday. William sent Mouse with enough to last 
at least another week.” Father paused. “Was it something you said that upset him?”

She could tell that Father was trying not to sound accusatory, but it was hard not to, considering. 

“Did you tell him that you couldn’t see him again?” 

“No!” Catherine denied. She almost shouted it. “Where did you ever get that idea? I love him, and if it
were possible, I’d be living Below with him right now… No.” She shook her head. “No, it was 
something else.”

“I don’t mean to pry, but can you tell me what it was?”

Catherine considered for several moments. Would Vincent want her to say anything? Then it dawned
on her. She was doing it again, letting Vincent make her decisions for her, even though he wasn’t 
there. 

“You might not want to know,” she said, with another shake of her head.

“I might not want to, but I have a feeling that I need to know.”

Catherine knew she needed to couch this is the most delicate way possible; more so than how she’d 
told Vincent, anyway. 

“When Vincent was here while he was sick, he was very sick for the first two days. He was burning 
up with fever and delirious most of the time. But then, on the morning of the third day, he woke up 
and seemed much better, more subdued, if that is possible, but also much more like himself...”

“Was that when his fever broke?” Father asked when Catherine paused.  

“Yes, it had, and he was even hungry. He showered, and I washed his clothes, and he ate. After a 
while, he was tired again, but there was still no fever, so after I changed the sheets on the bed, he 
went back to bed. I cleaned up; then I laid down too because I was tired. 

“Sometime later, I’m not sure what time it was, just that it was afternoon because there were more 
shadows on my side of the building. I woke to find that he’d cuddled close to me and had his arm 
around me. He saw nuzzling my hair and whispering something. When I asked him what he was 
saying, he said that he loved me and that he wanted to… make love to me.”

“He said what?” Father was plainly shocked. 



“I was surprised too,” Catherine said with a nod. “Stunned… So I turned over and checked him for 
fever again. He was cool, his eyes were clear, and he… started to kiss me. I’m afraid I said, ‘yes.’ I 
won’t go into detail, but it was beautiful. Then he went back to sleep.” 

“And this is what you told him that upset him?” Father looked a little shocked, but he didn’t say 
anything more. 

“I think what upset him was that he didn’t remember it, and that I hadn’t said anything right away. He 
accused me of taking advantage of his weakened state. The way he said it… It felt as if he was 
accusing me of rape, Father.” Suddenly she was on the verge of tears.

Father shook his head sorrowfully. “I’m afraid that I’m as much at fault for that as he is, my dear,” he 
told her. “I preached unrelentingly that an ordinary life with a woman would never be possible for him.
I tried to tell myself that it was because I thought he might hurt a woman, and that if he did, he’d be 
devastated. But I was also an overprotective parent because I knew that if he fell in love, it would 
make him vulnerable. I was projecting what had happened to me with Margaret onto any possible 
relationship he might have. And I’m sorry about that.” He sat quietly for a moment. “You’re sure he 
remembers nothing of it?”

Catherine shrugged. “I can’t be sure; all I have to go on is what he told me, and the fact that he was 
furious with me.”

“He might not have been angry at only you,” Father said. “He was just as likely to be angry at the fact 
that he let his control slip enough to allow it to happen, actually to be the one who initiated it.”

“It certainly felt like he was angry at me. He told me to leave.” Catherine sounded resigned, and that 
surprised Father, almost as much as her revelation had. 

“When he comes back, which he has to eventually, I will talk to him and try to repair the damage,” 
Father said, setting the glass on the table. 

Catherine was doubtful that it would work. In fact, she thought it just might upset Vincent more, when 
he found out she’d shared it with Father. 

“Won’t he be angry that I told you?” she asked. 

“He might be, but he knows that I act as confidant and counselor to many Below, and even Helpers 
upon occasion. But I can approach it carefully and try to get him to tell me.”

“Well, to be truthful, I’m not going to hold my breath. We both know how he can be when he gets 
something into his head. He’s been determined to keep me close, but not too close, for the last two 
years - and he’s done it, until that one time.”

Father stood, and Catherine stood with him. “Don’t give up hope,” he told her, patting her on the 
shoulder. “You’ve proven me wrong a myriad of times since we first met you. Now, for once, I’m 
going to try to prove you wrong.”

Catherine was seeing Father out as Jenny was getting off the elevator. Jenny held the elevator door 
for him, and he thanked her before it closed. 

“Who was that?” Jenny asked as she walked toward Catherine. “He looks as if he was heading out to
do Shakespeare in the Park.”

“Just an old friend,” Catherine said as Jenny stepped into the living room. “He stopped by to tell me 
something about a mutual friend.” 



But Jenny’s comment had started some wheels turning in Catherine’s head, and she wondered just 
how much she could get away with telling Jenny, without telling her the whole story.

******

They finished their dinner as Catherine concluded her story about quitting the DAs office. 

“I loved how you told him that you were tired of risking your life for $2500 a month,” Jenny said with a 
grin. “I’m proud of you!”

“Yeah, I wasn’t asking for much. I didn’t ask for more money; I just want to be safe. But Joe told me 
that Moreno said I was too good at what I did, and he couldn’t afford to put me somewhere else. I 
must have seen it coming, though. I had a letter of resignation written and ready to go, just in case. 
The thing is, Moreno has always been so reasonable about everything that I didn’t expect that I 
would need it. I thought I’d get more of an argument from Joe, but he was on my side.”

Jenny shrugged. “I’ve had some bosses, let me tell you! So, what do you plan to do? You going to be
a lady of leisure for a while?”

“I don’t think I can do that for long. Before Daddy died, he told me about something he and his law 
partner Jay had been talking about. They had talked about a Family Law Division. Chandler & 
Coolidge already does wills and trusts, but they’ve generally steered clear of divorces, division of 
assets, child support, and custody. Daddy was trying to convince me to go back to the firm and run a 
Family Law Division.”

“There’s a difference?” asked Jenny, her brow furrowing. 

“Huge. Almost as big a gap as that between defense and prosecution,” Catherine said with a laugh. “I
made a huge leap when I went from contract negotiation at Chandler & Coolidge to the DA’s office.”

“I guess that is why you had to go to school for so long,” said Jenny with a wink.  

“That was only the half of it. I’ve learned as much since I graduated as I did in the whole time I was in
college and law school… When Daddy died, I kept my option to go back to the firm if I wanted to, so 
I’m going to call Jay and ask him if they’ve done anything about a Family Law Division, and ask him if
I can come back to work in that area.” 

Jenny passed Catherine one of the fortune cookies. 

“You don’t want to run it as your dad wanted you to?” Jenny asked. 

“Well, if they’ve already got it up and running, they already have someone heading it. I can’t just walk 
in and say I want that job. Now, if they haven’t, but Jay still thinks it’s a possibility, I will offer to put it 
together. And I already know who I want working with me.” 

“Who?”

“For one, Joe. He’s been working for the DAs office for ten years, and he’s still not making that much 
more than I was making. He works his butt off, but lately, Moreno hasn’t been treating him or anyone 
in the office very well, my request being a good example of that.”

“Do you really think he’d leave?” Jenny asked. “I thought he and the DA were tight.” 

“He and John have been close, almost as if John were grooming Joe to take over when he retires. 
But even the DA doesn’t make as much as an attorney in private practice. If Joe started working at 
Chandler & Coolidge, his income could be double what it is now.”



“But doesn’t he like putting away the bad guys?” Jenny asked. “Wouldn’t Family Law be a little 
boring?”

“It might be, but that’s only part of it. But he wouldn’t have to stay in Family Law forever; it would just 
be a way for him to get his foot in the door with a prestigious firm. If it all works out, I’ll make the offer;
he won’t have to take it.”

“Are you going to ask anyone else?” Jenny asked, as she reached for the wine bottle. 

“There are a couple of people who are already at the firm who would be a good fit. I was also thinking
that Luz Corrales might be interested, especially after I tell her that one of my goals for a Family Law 
Division at Chandler & Coolidge is neighborhood law clinics.”

Jenny smiled. Oh, you’ve come such a long way, Girlfriend, she thought. “Sounds like you’ve put a lot
of thought into this,” she added aloud.

“I’ve thought of very little else over the last few days, while I was cleaning.”

Catherine started gathering the food cartons and was taken by surprise by Jenny’s next question. 

“So, what else is bugging you?” she asked.

Catherine had a fleeting thought of Jenny’s sometimes prophetic dreams. 

“What do you mean?” she asked cagily. 

“You only make huge changes like this when there has been a major upheaval in your life. Like when
you left Chandler & Coolidge and went to the DAs office. So, I know that there has to be something 
more.”

“Have you had one of your dreams?” Catherine asked.

“No, just call this a feeling.”

Catherine picked up Jenny’s plate and stacked it on hers. Then she started closing the gathered 
cartons.

“Well… there are a couple of other things.”

“Spill, girl. Best friend here. I’m supposed to help you sort these things out.” She sat back, crossed 
her arms, and tried to look stern. 

“Well, I’ve sort of broken off a relationship. Or maybe I’ve been dumped. I’m not sure yet.”

Jenny’s mouth fell open. Then she grabbed the wine bottle and topped off both their glasses. 

“This definitely needs more wine!” she said, as she poured. “You had a boyfriend, and you didn’t tell 
me! For shame!”

“If it makes you feel any better, I didn’t tell anyone. Nancy knows his name, and that’s all.”

“That’s more than I know,” Jenny retorted. 

“It’s… Vincent, and that man you saw leaving is his father.”

“Is he for or against your relationship?” Jenny asked, homing right in on part of the problem.

How does she do that? Catherine wondered. She should have been a psychiatrist instead of a book 
editor.

“He was dead set against it in the beginning,” she answered candidly. “It was mostly due to his own 
bad luck in love, but he’s gotten to know me over the last couple of years.”

“Years?” Jenny repeated incredulously. 



“Years,” Catherine said again, “since the assault… I think he likes me now. I spent a lot of time at 
their home when Vincent was sick not long ago. I helped out, and I think I proved myself to Father.”

“Father?” 

“That’s what Vincent calls him. His real name is Jacob Wells, he’s an MD, and he knows my family 
doctor, Peter Alcott.”

“And he walks around dressed like he lives in Medieval Europe?” Jenny glanced toward the door 
Jacob had gone out of.

“It’s a long story, Jenn,” Catherine said with a laugh.

Jenny sat back and tilted her head to one side, reminding Catherine of Vincent. “I’ve got all night.” 

“I was thinking about telling you some of it, but to be truthful, it’s not my secret to tell. Normally I 
would have to get permission from Father to tell it, but if you promise to keep it to yourself and not 
breathe a word to anyone, I’ll tell you as much as I can.”

Jenny agreed, and Catherine told her the real story of the assault and her disappearance for ten 
days afterward. 

“So, Vincent found you and took you to his home where he and his father nursed you until you were 
strong enough to go home?” 

“That’s it, in a nutshell.” 

“I don’t see the need for all the secrecy. Where do they live?” 

“That’s the secret. I know you’ve heard the stories about homeless people living in the tunnels under 
the city.”

“I think anyone who has lived here for a while has heard them, and knows that they are true. Don’t 
the police go in and chase everyone out now and then?” 

“The shallower tunnels, yes.” Catherine shifted in her chair, looking uncomfortable. But there are 
deeper tunnels… in some cases hundreds of feet down, that very few know about.”

Jenny had been watching Catherine closely, and her next question was a careful one. 

“How do you know that?”

“I’ve been there,” Catherine announced.

“Below the city?”

“Mostly below the park, but there are tunnels and access to those tunnels all over the city.” 

Catherine got up and started gathering things to take it to the kitchen. Jenny could see that she was 
more than a little uncomfortable. Jenny rose to help following Catherine into the kitchen.  

“And no one knows that they are there?” Jenny asked, after they’d set everything on the counter, and
the food was in the refrigerator. 

“A few people know. People like me. We’re called Helpers. The people who live in the tunnels are 
very good at scrounging the city at night to find what they need to live, but Helpers like me provide 
what is needed to fill in the gaps. Things that they can’t find in the trash cans and dumpsters.”

“OK, you make it sound like a … a big family of some kind,” Jenny said, as she watched Catherine 
load the dishwasher. 

“In a way, that’s exactly what it is. Helpers help… I help.”



Catherine finished, and they walked back out to the living room. 

“How many people are there?” asked Jenny.

“In the colony that I know of, and I think it’s the only permanent one, the number fluctuates, but I think
it’s around 80 to 100. More in the winter, fewer in the summer.”

Catherine picked up the wine bottle and her glass. Jenny grabbed her glass and followed to one of 
the love seats. 

They both sat, and Catherine poured the rest of the wine into their glasses as she watched Jenny 
digesting her words. 

She was attacked, and that changed her; her whole life changed. She became… stronger. I was 
pretty sure that it was because of what happened. I had no idea how right I was, Jenny thought.

“And that man who was here earlier lives there?”

“He does. That is why he was dressed oddly. They reuse castoffs and tend to layer because it’s kind 
of chilly down there, summer and winter.”

Catherine picked up the TV remote, as if to turn on the TV, but then dropped it back on the end table 
and took a sip of her wine.

“And he walks out on the streets like that?”

Catherine thought for a moment, considering her answer. 

Might as well spill it all, she decided. 

“No, there is an access point in the basement of this building.” 

“So, this guy Vincent, that you just broke up with… lives there too?”

“Yes.” 

“Why? I mean, I can’t see you falling for someone who wasn’t erudite, good looking, well-off… a lot 
like that Elliot Burch guy you were seeing for a while…”

“Oh, believe me, Vincent is all those, except wealthy. His father is an educated man, and he’s taught 
Vincent. There is an extensive library Below. Vincent knows music, the classics, engineering, 
architecture, mechanics. He can do almost anything he puts his mind to, from teaching the children 
how to read, to shoring up a wall.”

Jenny could hear the love and admiration in Catherine’s voice. 

“And you are still in love with him.” 

“Yes, I am.”

“So why does he live there? For that matter, why do any of them live there?”

“As one of the people there once said, they are the cast-offs of society, and they were lucky enough 
to find a place where they can live comfortably, if simply, where they have a home and people who 
love them.”

“You didn’t say why Vincent lives there,” Jenny persisted. 

OK, this is Jenny, Catherine thought, taking a deep breath. I can trust her.

“He was found Above as a newborn. He was in the trash, and one of the women from Below found 
him and took him to Father. Father raised him.”



Jenny was shocked. She knew things like that happened, she read it in the paper almost every day, 
but she’d never known anyone that it had happened to.

“An abandoned baby? How can anyone do that?”

“Well, Vincent is different. It’s not an excuse, but I can see where his differences might have 
frightened someone. He was found behind St. Vincent’s hospital, and that is why he was named 
Vincent. They don’t know if he was born in the hospital and discarded because he was so different, 
or if someone was taking him to the hospital to get help for him and just didn’t go in… But he was 
raised with and by people who love him.” 

“Cathy, different can mean a lot of things… just how is he different?” Jenny asked curiously. 

“He’s indescribable, Jenn,” Catherine told her. “I think he’s beautiful, and I’m not the only one. 
Everyone who knows him loves him and admires him. The children Below adore him. He’s a 
surrogate father, or older brother, to so many of them…”

Catherine slowed down, considering her words carefully. 

“… But the way he looks? Well, he doesn’t look entirely human. I don’t have any pictures. There are 
a few drawings of him…” she hesitated a moment. “Wait, I do have a photo. It was taken on 
Halloween, year before last. Wait a minute.”

Catherine went into her bedroom and pulled a wooden chest out of the closet. A few minutes later, 
she was back and holding a photograph out to Jenny. 

“We were out on Halloween and ran into one of those photographers in Times Square. Vincent had 
never had his picture taken, and although I didn’t think it was a great idea, Vincent wanted to do it.”

Catherine laughed. 

“I think it was probably one of the few times that he rebelled against all the
rules Father had imposed on him his whole life. We had the picture taken.
I paid for it, and some extra copies had them sent to me. He’s got one, 
hidden away somewhere.”

When she finally stopped talking, Jenny, who had been staring at the 
photo, looked up at her. 

“OK, this could be great stage makeup, and I always did love the dress 
you wore that year, but is that really what he looks like?”

Catherine looked over Jenny’s shoulder at the photo and smiled fondly 
before going back to her seat on the loveseat. 

“I don’t think it does him justice, but that is what he looks like. It’s not 
makeup; even the hair is his. Halloween is about the only time of the year he can come Above and 
walk around like an ordinary person.”

“Wow!” was all Jenny could come up with. Then… “And he’s normal everywhere else?”

“I hate that word ‘normal!’ He is normal for him. But if you are asking what I think you are, then yes, 
he’s just like any other man.”

Jenny didn’t hesitate with her next question.

“And you know this, how?”



“We’ve been intimate, Jenn!” Catherine said in exasperation. “And that is what caused the argument 
and the breakup.”

“How?”

“We’ve been together for over two years, but Vincent has been hesitant about taking that last step.”

“But you said…” 

“There are several reasons,” Catherine said with a sigh. “When he was about 11, his brother and he 
got into it, and he scratched Devin. Devin still has the scars.”

“Hey, there’s more where he came from? I need an introduction!”

“I should have said adopted brother. Devin is Father’s biological son… But I can still introduce you 
the next time he’s in town. I’m sure I’ll see him.”

“I’ll remind you of that… go on.” 

“Then, when he was a teenager, he was in the throes of puppy love, and he accidentally scratched a 
girl. Father overreacted and started preaching that he pretty much had to turn himself into a monk. 
No women, ever! He is stronger than that average man, and he’s always been afraid that he would 
hurt someone in an unguarded moment.”

Oh, my God! I can’t believe that you’ve been keeping all this to yourself all this time. 

“But he didn’t, did he?”

“No, he didn’t, but he was just getting over a very serious illness and was weaker than he normally 
would have been. I thought at the time that that was the reason he suddenly wanted to take the next 
step.”

“If that wasn’t it, what was it?”

Catherine shrugged. “I don’t know, and he doesn’t remember.”

“None of it?”

“Not a bit. I’d hinted around at it a little while he was recovering, but he never seemed to know what I 
was talking about. Then I finally had to come right out and tell him. I felt bad about not telling him 
sooner, but knowing how adamantly he was against it, I wanted to wait until he was completely 
recovered; I didn’t want to trigger a relapse.”

And I thought my life was complicated, Jenny thought. 

“What was his reaction?”

“Not good. He was angry at me for not telling him sooner and angry that I said ‘yes,’ although Father 
seems to think that he’s also angry at himself, for not being in control and going with his emotions for 
once.” 

They were both quiet, thinking about all that had been said. Jenny stared down at the photo on the 
coffee table, as Catherine sipped wine. 

Jenny had always been there for her in the past, and Catherine wondered how she felt now. Jenny’s 
next words told her. 

“Maybe he will come around, or better yet, maybe he will remember,” Jenny said, reaching out and 
taking her friend’s hand and squeezing it. 

“I can hope. Father said that he will try to talk to him. For once, Father seems to be on my side.” 



“I don’t know how you held all that in for so long,” Jenny commented, after a moment.

“They are secrets I swore to keep, Jenn,” Catherine said with a slight catch in her voice. “It’s so odd 
that I felt like I had to get it all out now, when maybe it doesn’t even matter anymore.”

“It has always mattered, and what really mattered was that you were keeping that secret all alone.”

“Vincent used to talk about being alone, but I don’t think I really understood. But you’re right; I was 
alone too. Thank you for pointing that out and listening and understanding.”

“You know it’s safe with me. I would never betray your trust…” The words were familiar to Catherine, 
and she realized it was almost the same thing she’d said to Vincent, that first time they’d parted at 
her threshold.

Jenny watched as Catherine looked out toward her balcony, and then around the room they were in. 
Jenny was no fool. 

When Cathy changes one thing in her life… she doesn’t stop with one thing.

“Are there any more revelations tonight?” Jenny finally asked. 

“You are too good,” said Catherine with a laugh. “I’m seriously considering moving.”

“Moving, where? One of the properties your dad had?”

“No, most of them were commercial, no houses, and I’m in the process of selling them. I’ve talked to 
a couple of realtors this week, and I’m going to do some looking tomorrow.”

“What are you looking for?”

“Nothing huge,” Catherine told her. “I’d like to have maybe three bedrooms on three floors and a 
finished basement. I’d use one bedroom as a home office and the other for guests. I’d like the master
on the top floor… maybe between 2000 and 3000 square feet, total, counting the basement.”

“That’s a lot bigger than this place. What is it? About 800 square feet?”

“A little over,” Catherine said. What is yours?” 

“About 550, if you count the closet,” Jenny said with a laugh, glad for the lightening mood.

“I was thinking. I know you love this place. Would you like first dibs on it?”

“You’ve got to be kidding. I could never afford this place!”

“You could if you bought it from me.”

“What do you mean?”

“I mean that I didn’t pay for this place, Daddy did. And it’s mine free and clear. I can sell it for 
whatever I want to sell it for, and you could pay me directly, we don’t even need a bank. Keep in mind
that there are monthly co-op maintenance fees that have to be figured into your budget.” Cathy got 
up and went to her desk, where she pulled out the monthly invoice for the maintenance fees and 
handed it to Jenny. 

“And what would your selling price be?” asked Jenny. 

Catherine named a figure that had Jenny’s eyes bugging out, not because it was so high, but 
because it was so low. Catherine could see her doing some quick figuring in her head.

“You’re sure about that?” Jenny asked. 

“For you, yes,” Catherine assured her. 



“I’ve stayed in the place I’m living in now, mainly because the rent is low. I’ve gotten several raises 
since I’ve been at my job, but my rent has only gone up once. I’ve been saving for a down payment. 
If I use what I’ve saved, I can make a down payment of about 25%, and even with the co-op fees, I 
can afford a bank loan.”

“But you’ll pay more interest with them,” Cathy pointed out. “And it will take you longer to pay off the 
mortgage.”

“Yeah, but if something went wrong, I wouldn’t want to jeopardize our friendship. Let me run it by my 
dad, he’s the best financial advisor I know, and I’ll get back to you as soon as possible.

“Now, can I look at houses with you tomorrow?”

 “I was hoping you’d ask,” said Catherine, reaching over and hugging her friend.  

******

Catherine and Jenny started early, and they must have looked at a dozen places by the time they 
stopped for lunch at 2pm.

They had both been collecting brochures and taking copious notes. They had them spread out over 
the table in the booth where they were having drinks before they ordered their meals. 

“What did you think of this one?” asked Jenny, sliding the brochure of a 5 storey, 6 bedroom, 5½ 
bath brownstone toward Cathy.

“Oh, God. I don’t even know why we looked at that one. It’s big enough for three families and would 
need a complete reno. From what I saw when we were in the basement, the electrical is still knob 
and tube. The whole place would have to be rewired. It would be over a year before I could move in.”

Jenny dropped the brochure, for the one on the seat beside her. 

“Remind me that that is the reject pile,” she said, as she slid the next one across the table to 
Catherine. “This one?”

“Right size, but the kitchen and bathrooms need work,” Catherine said, after she checked her notes.

“What are you talking about? I thought that the pink powder room with the mirrored walls was cute.” 

Catherine looked at Jenny in mock horror. “I prefer not to watch myself using the toilet.” They both 
burst into laughter. 

They got down to the last two, which were frankly Jenny’s favorites, and that was why she'd saved 
them for last. 

“And these?” She slid the brochures across to Catherine. 

“I liked both of them,” Catherine said. She checked her notes on both of them, then slid one back to 
Jenny. “That one is too big. I don’t need 5 bedrooms, but this one is as close to perfect as any of 
them.”

“What did you like about it?” Jenny asked as she went through her notes. 

“It’s 2900 square feet, not counting the small apartment in the basement. It has 4 bedrooms, two on 
each of the second and third floors. And it’s like new. The realtor said that the seller is buying older 
houses in the city and rehabbing them. All I would need to do is paint and buy furniture.”

“What about the bedrooms on the top floor?” Jenny asked. 



“Well, one bedroom is larger than the other on both top floors. I thought I could turn the top floor into 
a master suite and use the smaller front bedroom as a private sitting room. I’d do the same thing on 
the second floor and use the smaller front bedroom as my office.”

“Sounds like you’ve put some thought into it already.” 

“Yeah, I think I like it.”

“After only one day?”

“I don’t think I’ll ever find anything closer to what I’m looking for, short of building from the ground up. 
And the price is good.”

“You’re right on that one. And I noticed that it’s only a couple of blocks from Peter Alcott’s.” 

When they ordered, Catherine asked the waiter if it would be possible for her to have a phone at the 
table. 

He smiled and returned with a phone that he plugged into a cleverly disguised jack at the end of the 
booth. 

“You know all the best places,” Jenny said with a laugh. 

Catherine called her realtor and told him to put in a bid at the asking price, then told him to call her at 
home after 6pm if he heard anything. 

“Well, that was easier than I expected,” Catherine commented, settling the receiver back on its 
cradle… “I expected to be looking for days, if not weeks.” 

“I don’t know about you, but my feet hurt,” Jenny complained. “I think I climbed more stairs today than
I normally do in a month.” 

“If they don’t accept my offer, or if someone beats me to it, you game for more looking?” Catherine 
asked. 

“Only if you do it in the evening, or on the weekend. I’m not out of work and loafing like someone else
I know. So if you do get it, are we going to celebrate?” 

“Absolutely!” Catherine agreed. “And I think we ought to celebrate a little 
right now. How about one of those fancy tropical drinks that is served in a 
birdbath!” 

When the drinks were served, they were laughing, but Catherine couldn’t 
help thinking about her balcony, and all the time she’d spent there with 
Vincent. 

But it’s been over a week, and I still haven’t heard from him. If he does 
want to talk to me again, then we can always do it at the new place, or I’ll 
go Below. But I can’t just sit and wait for him to do something. I have to do 

something, keep moving forward. That’s what people do… 

******

Her realtor had called and told her that her offer had been accepted, and on Monday morning, she 
did a walk through with an inspector. By that afternoon, she was signing the papers and having the 
money transferred. As easily as that, she owned a house. When she called to tell Jenny, her friend 
joked about how soon she’d be moving. 



“You’d better watch out. Your liable to wake up and find me stacking boxes in your living room,” 
Jenny warned with a laugh. 

“So you will be buying it? 

“Are you kidding. Dad threatened to beat me if I passed up that deal! Of course I’m buying it!”

“Then it shouldn’t be more than a month,” Catherine told her. “I need to pick paint colors, and have it 
painted, and I need to buy furniture for at least the living room, kitchen, and master bedroom. I can 
furnish the rest later.”

“OK, then just keep me in the loop. If you need help with anything, and I mean anything, let me know.

I didn’t tell her, but I tried to dream about her last night, Jenny mused as she hung up. I wanted to 
know if she was doing the right thing, but I got nothing. It never works when I try to force it. I hope 
we’re both doing the right thing… 

******

Vincent looked up from the book he was reading. For a moment, it was almost as if the Bond was 
back. He could have sworn that he’d felt Catherine and that she’d been pleased and a little excited 
about something, but then it was gone as quickly as it had come. 

He reached for his journal to record it. Usually, he had a good sense of time, but when he found he’d 
been losing track of it, he’d asked that Mouse bring a clock with the last supplies he’d asked for. 
Once he knew what the day and time was, he felt better. 

He consulted the clock now and did some mental calculations. It was Monday afternoon. He’d been 
here a week the previous Friday. Eleven days… it seemed longer. 

He was surprised that Father hadn’t sent a message with the supplies that Mouse had delivered on 
Friday.

He recorded in the journal what had happened. 

Was it really the Bond? he wondered, or just wishful thinking? He looked over at the crate of supplies
that Mouse had delivered. William got a little carried away with that. There’s enough there to last a lot
longer than another week. Will I stay that long, or will I be ready to go back before then? 

Then:

What am I trying to accomplish here? He suddenly wondered. Am I trying to punish someone for 
what happened? Me, Catherine? Or am I hoping that the solitude will allow me to remember 
something… anything? 

One thing he did remember was overhearing a conversation between Father and Peter that had 
occurred years before; not long after his illness as a boy.

“What do you think caused this?” Father had asked.  

“Could be any number of things,” Peter had said. “But I have an idea.” 

“Please,” Father had said, “share it.”

“Well… When he was first brought Below, he was a newborn. He cried for days, couldn’t hold 
down any formula that we tried, and he ran a slight fever. When a baby is born, its body is 
flooded with hormones from the mother… We know what puberty can do to a person. Again, 
the body is flooded with hormones that it doesn’t have any idea how to deal with. Could this 



have happened because he’s entered puberty? He was a little late to develop, but just in the 
last few months, his voice has started to change and he’s grown several inches.” 

Could the illness have been caused by hormones? he wondered. From what I’ve read in Father’s 
medical books, what Peter said is true, and I’ve also read that when a person falls in love, the body 
produces more dopamine and oxytocin. Add to that the fact that each time I’ve been aroused when 
I’ve been around Catherine, I’ve suppressed it… What she did, agreeing to my request, could very 
well have saved my life ....

He picked up his pen and started writing again. That was a question that hadn’t occurred to him 
before, and it bore some scrutiny. 

******

The next month passed in a blur for Catherine. 

She let Father know of her impending move, met with painters, and arranged to have the house 
painted. She was surprised when they said they could start in two weeks, and it would only take a 
couple of days. The contractor she talked to told her that it was because they wouldn’t be painting 
woodwork, since she wanted to keep the dark wood. 

“Good,” she told the contractor. “I have sold my old place, and the new owner will appreciate being 
able to move in sooner.” 

But she was surprised that she wasn’t more enthusiastic about the new house. She should have 
been. She’d lived in that tiny apartment for almost seven years, and it was cramped. She needed a 
place to spread out. It would have been the perfect place to live until she got married. She was sure 
that was what her dad had thought, when he’d given it to her as a graduation gift. She could have 
sold it and had a significant down payment on a larger place once she was married. 

But now, she doubted that would ever happen. She had a brief memory of her father’s maiden Aunt 
Louise. She’d been wealthy, very independent, and more than a little eccentric. Maybe that was 
where she was headed. 

Maybe I should get a cat. The ironic direction of that thought made her shake her head. No, a dog, a 
big one. At least I wouldn’t have to deal with a litter pan, and a dog would have to be walked, and I’d 
get some exercise.

Catherine picked out the essential furniture for most of the rooms. She planned to put her bedroom 
furniture in the guest room, but she got the basics for everything else, including the apartment in the 
basement. She planned to get other pieces as she saw things she liked. 

“So, what colors have you chosen?” Jenny asked, when Catherine called her to tell her when the 
painters would be done.”

“Mostly neutrals,” she said. “I’ve never done this before. Daddy had a designer do the apartment, and
most of the other places I lived in were rentals, and I couldn’t paint. I figured I could repaint later if I 
figure out I want something else.” 

Jenny laughed. “You should have asked me,” she said. 

“No, I don’t think so,” Catherine retorted. I remember how you decorated your room in the house the 
three of us shared in Cambridge. You tacked navy blue fabric up on three walls of your bedroom, 
leaving one wall white.”



“Can I help it if I was going through my blue period?” asked jenny with another laugh.

“I’m going to start calling you Picasso if you don’t watch out.” 

“How’s the furniture shopping going?” asked Jenny, changing the subject. 

“Pretty much done, at least for the major pieces.” 

“What happened to only doing a few essential rooms, to begin with?” 

“Well, I was in the store, and I figured I might as well.” 

“What are you trying to do, Cath?” Jenny asked in concern. “Are you enjoying the time off and the 
process at all? Are you sleeping, or are you just trying to stay busy to keep your mind off your 
troubles?” 

Jenny knew Catherine, and how she tended to throw herself into work, or some project, when she 
didn’t want to think about personal stuff. 

“Just staying busy,” Catherine hedged. “And I’ve been tired enough that I’ve been sleeping when I go 
to bed at night…” 

Mostly, she added mentally.

******

When Catherine called the office and talked to Jay about the Family Law idea, he was thrilled to hear
she was interested. He told her that he hadn’t pursued the idea after Charles died because it had 
been Charles’ baby, but he thought it would only be fitting if Catherine took it over. He told her that he
would send over all her dad’s notes on the project. He’d also have to run the idea by their board, but 
that he was sure they would go along. He asked her when she’d be ready to start and then told her 
he’d be in touch. 

******

When the painters finished, she was at the house going over the list of furniture that was supposed to
be delivered over the next two days, when she heard what sounded like the squeaking of rusty 
hinges from the basement. It was a daylight basement and had a door that opened to a walkway that 
ran down the side of the property. She didn’t remember that door squeaking, but someone could 
have broken in.

She still carried a small handgun in her purse. She pulled it out and opened the door at the top of the 
basement stairs. She started to tiptoe down the stairs when she heard a crash. Then she overheard 
a whispered conversation. 

“Shh! She’ll hear you,” warned a familiar female voice. 

“Won’t hear. Probably not here. Told father she wouldn’t be moving in until the end of the month,” 
answered another voice. 

Catherine had to smile. “I’m here, and I do hear you,” she called down, as she pocketed the gun and 
descended the rest of the stairs to the basement floor. 

“Surprise!” Mouse called out as he and Jamie came out from around the back of the furnace. 

“I am!” Catherine told him. She looked around the room. “How did you get here?”



“Threshold,” Mouse said as if that explained it all.

Threshold? She looked around the basement again. They’d come from behind the furnace. She 
hadn’t even gone back there. The inspector had, but hadn’t said anything, only that the furnace was 
only a few years old and was in good shape. 

“We checked the maps,” Jamie clarified. “There was an old tunnel that runs along the backs of the 
sub-basements on this street. Old water lines are running through it.”

“Easy to take out a few bricks,” Mouse added. 

“No one will notice?” Catherine asked. 

“Old pipes. No water in them,” Mouse pointed out. 

“OK, then anytime I have something that needs to go Below, all I have to do is send a message… 
Does anyone else know?”

“No, just found,” Mouse answered. 

“Mouse thought that the same tunnel that goes by Peter’s might also be close to your house, when 
we were looking at the maps,” Jamie added. 

Mouse and Jamie stayed for a little while longer and caught Catherine up on everything that was 
going on Below. They only mentioned in passing that Vincent was still gone and that Mouse had 
been taking him supplies every week. 

He’s been brooding for almost a month, she thought to herself after Jamie and Mouse left. I hope 
he’s OK. She briefly considered the possibility of getting Mouse to take her to him, but quickly 
decided against it. He’s a grown man. If he wants to be alone, then he should be. Me wanting more 
than he was willing to give is a big part of the problem. She turned and started back up the stairs to 
the kitchen. I’m making changes... a new life. If that’s what he wants to do, then that is what he 
should do. He deserves it as much as anyone. 

******

Vincent was staring out over the river. For him, the combination of the phosphorescent lichen on the 
walls and his enhanced eyesight made everything almost as clear as day. He remembered the 
adventures he and Devin used to have at this spot.

They’d pictured the river as the Mississippi and had dreamed of floating down that river and exploring
far and wide. 

Why could he remember all that in such detail, but not remember the most momentous time of his 
life?

******

Moving Day. Catherine remembered from her childhood, her mother calling the day they’d moved 
from the small two-bedroom apartment to a much larger one, Moving Day. She’d even written it on 
the calendar that way. Catherine had done the same in her planner.

It had been a long Moving Day, and she was in her new kitchen, checking things off her list when 
Jenny walked in with a box in her hands. 

“You left the front door unlocked,” she explained, as she set the box on the counter. “I locked it.”



“Thanks. The last delivery was a few minutes ago. What’s that?”

“One of Mom’s cheesecakes for a housewarming. And I expect something just as yummy, and that 
won’t be easy, since this is my Mom’s cheesecake, when I finish moving.” 

“Yum. That will take some doing,” Catherine agreed. “The painters done at my… your place yet?”

“Yep. I move in tomorrow.” 

“Need any help?”

“As much as I’d love to say ‘yes,’ I don’t think so. My mom and dad will be there, and it isn’t like there 
is that much to move. But I might have you come over and help me rearrange everything, after my 
mother puts everything where she thinks it should go.”

Catherine smiled at that; she knew Jenny’s mom. “You’re on. Are the loveseats done yet?” Catherine
had left them and a few other pieces of furniture for Jenny, because they fit the space so well, but 
Jenny was having the loveseats reupholstered.

“Dad said that they should be done by Saturday. I can sit on the floor for a while.” 

“You want to join me for my first meal here?” Catherine asked, as she put her list away. 

“Sure. You cooking?” Jenny sniffed the air and detected something savory. 

“Something is cooking, but I didn’t do it. Some friends brought it in the crockpot early this morning. 
It’s been cooking all day, and the smell is driving me crazy.”

“It does smell good.” Jenny went over and looked through the glass top on the pot. “Stew?”

“That’s what they said, and there is a loaf of homemade bread.”

Jenny had left work, stopped at her mom’s, and then had come to Catherine’s. Now she started 
shedding pieces of clothing, as Catherine watched with raised eyebrows. 

The shoes were the first to go. She pulled off earrings and put them in her purse, then pulled off her 
suit jacket.

She stood rubbing her ear lobes as, she watched Catherine get dishes out of the cabinet. 

“You ever going to get your ears pierced?” Catherine asked as she set the table. 

Jenny laughed. “Aunt Leah would have a cow. Piercing or any kind of body modification is against 
Jewish law. And Aunt Leah is still the matriarch of the family, and we all bow to her.”

Jenny was looking at the list where Catherine had been checking things off. 

“Wow. Is everything done?” she asked, flipping to the next page. 

“I need to unpack the linens, put towels in the bathroom and sheets on my bed, but that’s it.” 

“I don’t remember you being this efficient and thorough,” Jenny said, as they took seats at the table. 

“I learned it working in the DAs office,” Catherine told her. “I had to have lists to keep track of my lists 
there. Otherwise, I was going to miss something important; then I’d have to peel Joe off the ceiling.” 

They ate, and a short time later Jenny left, citing she was going to have a busy day the next day.

“You get to spend your first night in your new home tonight, and I get to spend my first night in mine 
tomorrow,” Jenny observed, as they hugged at the door. 

“I think it’s about time we started acting like grownups,” Catherine said, and they both broke into 
girlish giggles. 



“Maybe you,” Jenny retorted,as she turned to go. “But I work for a publisher and my department is 
Young Adult Literature. I can get away with acting like a teenager once in a while.” 

It’s so good to see her in a better mood, Jenny thought, as she descended the stairs to the sidewalk. 
The dark mood just isn’t her. 

“Call me if you need anything,” Catherine reminded Jenny as she watched her go down the stairs. 

Catherine walked through her new home. Something just felt a little off, and after some thought, she 
realized what it was. She’d more or less cut her last tie with Vincent. Everyone Below knew where 
she was, and that there was a threshold in her basement. The friend who had sent the stew had 
been William. She assumed Vincent knew too. But without the balcony, as their place, she wasn’t 
sure if any of it would ever be the same again. 

She headed back to the kitchen to finish cleaning up. 

Well, maybe it’s not supposed to be the same. Maybe that’s part of that ‘acting like grownups.’ 
Maybe it applies to Vincent too. Maybe this is just how it’s supposed to be… I just wish and hope that
it doesn’t mean we have to be apart. 

******

Vincent had been keeping track. He’d been living here in the dark for over a month. But over the last 
few days, bits and pieces of memories were coming back. Little things, just flashes really. He 
remembered looking up at Catherine, who was wearing dark blue. She was resting her hand on his 
forehead and talking to him. He remembered seeing his darker self leering at Catherine, and he 
remembered that that was when he’d smashed the bedroom doors. He also remembered quiet 
moments with Catherine holding his head in her lap and blotting his face with a cool, damp cloth. 

But he wasn’t sure what was real and what was his imagination. 

He knew what Catherine’s skin felt like. Not only the skin of her arm, but he was sure he could 
remember cupping her breast in his hand. He distinctly remembered looking down at his hand, 
covering her breast. The contrast was startling. His golden, hairy hand with fingers tipped with razor-
sharp claws against her milky white skin. Was it real or just what he imagined it would be? And the 
fact that he had to wonder was almost as disturbing as the memory. 

He woke one time from a dream where he’d been about to kiss Catherine. He was looking down at 
her from above her, his hair falling around them both, and he woke just as his lips touched hers.

Am I slipping into madness again? Or is it the opposite? Am I finally sane again?  

After one of those dreams, he laid on his sleeping pallet and stared up at the rocky ceiling thirty feet 
above him. His thoughts pulled him back to the dream, and he jumped to his feet and moved to the 
bank of the river, intending plunge into it to quell his body’s reaction. 

The water looked like a black mirror, and he saw his face staring back at him. Then that faded and 
became Catherine’s face. A face that was flushed pink, her lips open on a cry, and her head thrown 
back in ecstasy. 

He scooped up water and splashed his face over and over until the picture faded. 

Had he really seen her that way? Or was he just imagining it? 

He walked back to the pallet, where he picked up his journal and started writing. 



Over the next few days, in dreams and waking memories, it all came back. A bit here; a piece there. 

Her hair, tickling his nose when he’d nuzzled her neck and kissed it. 

The scent that evoked Catherine… a little floral, a little vanilla, and a lot warm woman. 

The taste of her mouth when he’d kissed her… the feel of her lips on his skin. 

He finally concluded that it had happened and he had to agree with Catherine, it had been beautiful, 
but he also remembered why he’d chosen that particular time. Catherine had been wrong about that. 
He needed to talk to her. 

If I leave right now, I can see her tonight, he thought, as he doused his fire and started filling his 
pack.

******

Jenny looked around her new home and decided that it was really coming along. The re-upholstered 
loveseats were now in place, having been delivered that afternoon. 

Her color palette was very different from Catherine’s. She hadn’t opted for navy blue walls, but she 
had chosen a blue for both rooms that was a very restful, medium blue-gray. The woodwork and all 
the doors were white, and the loveseats were a darker version of the walls. She’d added color with 
throw pillows, an afghan on the back of one of the loveseats, and the art on the walls.  Her mother 
had shaken her head, saying that Jenny’s taste was a little too masculine for her. 

And it all looked huge to her, after the time she’d spent in the tiny studio that had been her previous 
home. She even liked her neighbors, at least those she’d met. 

The odor of paint still hung in the air, and she’d been keeping the French doors in both the living 
room and the bedroom open as much as possible, even though it was almost August. It was amazing
how much cooler the air was,and how much more of a breeze there was on the 22nd floor than there 
had been down closer to the street on the 3rd. 

She had liked Catherine’s sheer curtains and had done the same thing; only hers were the same 
color as her walls. And this high up, the night breeze made those curtains dance. She liked how they 
looked. 

She picked up a glass from the coffee table and took it to the kitchen. She even had a dishwasher. 
When she was returning to the living room, she heard a noise from the balcony. Thinking that the 
breeze had blown something over, she stepped out. 

Her gaze swept the balcony. Nothing was out of place, but she saw a huge shape standing in the 
shadow at the other end. At first, she thought “burglar,” but this far up? As the shape turned away 
from her, she saw the swing of the cape and remembered Catherine’s descriptions. 

“Vincent?” she called out. 

He froze. “How do you know my name?” he answered, after a moment of hesitation. 

“My name is Jenny. I’m… a friend of Cathy’s.

Vincent had seen enough through the open doors to know that changes had been made inside the 
apartment. 

“Is she here?” he asked, still not turning around.

Jenny hesitated. “Ah… she doesn’t live here anymore,” she told him.



His heart almost stopped. He put his hand over his chest and, without thinking, turned toward Jenny. 

His voice came out in a desperate whisper. “Not here? She’s left? Where?”

“It’s all right,” Jenny rushed to reassure him. “She’s not far away. She bought a house and moved. 
She sold this place to me.” 

Vincent tried to take in the words and found that they didn’t quite make sense. 

“Is she well?” he asked, still feeling stricken.

“She’s good. She’s been staying busy. She quit her job at the DA and is going back to Chandler & 
Coolidge in a week or so. She’s trying to distract herself.”

Finally, his curiosity got the better of him, and he looked up at Jenny, who was studying him intently. 

“She told you about me?” he asked.

“Yes. She really needed to talk to someone,” Jenny explained. “She was distraught, hurt. I’m her best
friend, so I was the logical choice. She told me all about you and your father, and where you live, but 
you don’t need to worry, I’ll keep your secrets. She said she’d square it with your father later.”

“She didn’t… say anything about moving the last time we spoke,” he said, still trying to catch up. 

This balcony has always been our place… How could she leave it? She left it because I pushed her 
away... again.

“Everyone else Below knows,” Jenny told him. “How did you miss it?”

“I haven’t been… in contact with anyone for a while.”

Jenny sat on one of the bistro chairs that Cathy had left. 

“She misses you, you know,” she said. 

“As I miss her,” was his whispered reply. He hoped that Jenny was telling him the truth, not just 
saying what she thought he’d like to hear. 

Vincent leaned back on the wall and crossed his arms. Now that he was looking at Jenny, he couldn’t
believe that she hadn’t been the slightest bit startled at his appearance. 

“She showed me a photo,” Jenny told him as if reading his mind. “It was taken at Halloween a couple 
of years ago.”

Vincent turned and was staring out over the park. Jenny made a decision and turned to go inside. 

“Hold on just a minute. Let me get something.”

She went into the living room and wrote Catherine’s address on the pad next to the phone. She went 
back out, walked over to Vincent, and held the paper out to him. 

“The last time I did something like this, I got into a little trouble for it. This time I don’t think she will 
mind.”

Vincent took the paper and looked down at it. 

“Thank you,” he said. 

“She loves you, Vincent. And I think you love her just as much. Don’t push her away. Work it out. You
need to go to her.” 

She watched as he swung around and jumped to the wall, then swiftly climbed up the side of the 
building. A “Thank you,” drifted down, just before he disappeared over the edge onto the roof. 



She was looking down at the street, when she saw a cloaked figure dodge through traffic and run into
the park. 

OK, Cath, she thought ,as she watched him disappear. I think you hit the jackpot this time. I have the
feeling this one is a keeper. 

******

Catherine had put in another long day. Jay had called her first thing in the morning and asked her if 
she could put something together about her ideas for the Family Law division of Chandler & 
Coolidge. She’d spent most of the day on that and had then taken it to the office for Jay to present at 
the monthly Saturday board meeting. She’d been there when the meeting started and had been 
roped into doing the presentation herself. Jay had insisted that no one would do it better. 

The board had asked a lot of questions. She’d had answers for all of them. She’d seen a lot of 
nodding as she described what had been primarily her father’s idea. The last thing they’d asked was 
who she’d like to have working with her. 

“I haven’t approached anyone,” she’d told them. “I didn’t feel right about doing that yet, but I do have 
a few people in mind.” She’d named a couple of people who already worked for the firm, and then 
she’d mentioned Joe and Luz, and the questions had flown. 

The first question had been, “Where did they go to law school?” They hadn’t liked the fact that Joe 
had gone to Westfield Law School, and had gone to night school while he was working another job. 
Several of them acted like he’d gotten his diploma from a diploma mill.

“Where he went to school doesn’t mean anything. He passed the same bar exam as every lawyer in 
this room, and he’s a damn good lawyer,” Catherine told them.

“What about Miss Corrales? Isn’t she Puerto Rican?” asked one man. 

Catherine was starting to get a little upset and just managed to keep from rolling her eyes. 

“I don’t know where Miss Corrales was born, but if it was Puerto Rico, I’m pretty sure that makes her 
an American.” 

“Where did she go to school?” someone asked. 

“I think she started at NYU, but she got her law degree at Columbia, just like me.” 

“You’re sure of that?” asked someone else. 

“I’m positive! We had classes together, graduated together, and took the bar at the same time.” 

One of the men sitting closest to where Catherine was standing leaned over to the man next to him. 

“Don’t we have enough women with the firm to meet requirements?” he asked the other man. 

“I don’t know about that, but she might count as a minority. It could be a good move.” 

Catherine was about to say something when Jay spoke. 

“Ah, I think we’ve asked enough questions,” he interjected. 

“May I leave, then?” Catherine whispered to him. “Before I lose it?” 

At his nod, she said a polite good evening to everyone and bolted out of the room like a scalded cat. 
She couldn’t get out of there quickly enough. She’d never attended a board meeting before, and she 
hadn’t realized what a bunch of old codgers some of them could be. She remembered some of them 



from her time at Candler & Coolidge, but she was sure that part of their problem was that they 
remembered her too. She’d have to work hard to convince them that she’d changed. But she was 
used to that, and it didn’t scare her. 

When she’d walked into her house 20 minutes later, the phone was ringing. It was Jay. He told her 
that there had been a lively, but short discussion, after she left, and the board had decided to table 
the proposal for a while then make their decision in a couple of weeks. He assured her that he was 
quite sure that they would get their Family Law division.

“But will they let me have the people I want… I mean, if Luz and Joe even want to work with me?”

“I made sure they realized that part of the package was you getting the people you want, and I don’t 
think that will be an issue. Don’t worry. I know them. They make a lot of noise, but we’ve got this.” 

“How can you be so sure?” she asked. 

“Most of them have been screaming for years to expand the practice. They want to grow and try 
something new. But there are a few who eat, drink, and sleep corporate law, and they look on 
change as an evil thing.”

“Well, if you think so,” she said dubiously, before she hung up.

She wasn’t sure, but she was determined not to worry about it. She filled the electric kettle and 
turned it on, then kicked off her shoes. She prepared the teapot with a relaxing herbal blend, then 
poured in the water to let it steep while she went upstairs to shower and put on something more 
comfortable than her business suit.

In the shower, Catherine couldn’t help wondering if she was doing the right thing. Or maybe it should 
be ‘right things.’ She’d made so many changes lately. 

I know Daddy wanted this. I’m just not sure of his reasons for it. Was it because he thought the firm 
needed to expand, or because he wanted to give me a reason to go back to Chandler & Coolidge? 
Regardless… I think this is a good direction for Chandler & Coolidge and for me. 

But what about everything else? she wondered as she stepped out of the shower. She knew that she
would eventually move out of that apartment, but she questioned if it had been the right time. Or was 
I rushing it because I needed something to keep me occupied?

******

Vincent knew how to get to the general vicinity of the address on the piece of paper in his hand, but 
he wasn’t sure if there were any available thresholds. He often went to that neighborhood, but only to
Peter’s, and when he did that, he used Peter’s threshold. 

Father had maps, but Mouse knew every entrance to their world, even those not on Father’s maps. 
But reaching Mouse’s chamber meant going through an area where he might run into people, 
especially at this time of day. He hoped he wouldn’t meet anyone who wanted to chat. The first 
person he saw was Jamie. She’d just been relieved from sentry duty and was heading back to the 
dining chamber. 

She greeted him with a smile. “You home for good?” she asked. 

“I think so,” he affirmed. “There is something I need to do. Do you know where Mouse is?”



“He’s supposed to meet me in the dining chamber for a snack, since I missed dinner, but he’s never 
on time, so he’s probably still in his chamber. He was working on something.”

“Thank you, Jamie,” he said, as he turned into the tunnel to Mouse’s chamber. 

“If he’s there, tell him I’m waiting for him,” she called after him.

Vincent ran the rest of the way to Mouse’s chamber. At first, all he saw was Arthur the raccoon, who 
was rummaging through the items on the workbench. Then he saw Mouse, sitting on a stool in the 
corner reading something.

“What are you reading, Mouse?” he asked. 

“Instructions,” he answered,without looking up, then the voice sunk in, and he jumped up with a grin 
on his face. “Vincent’s back!” 

“For now,” Vincent said. “I need your assistance with something.” 

“Mouse helps! Mouse always helps.” 

“You do.” Vincent held out the paper. “Do you know the closest threshold for me to use to this 
address? One that is safe? I know it’s close to Peter’s, but I don’t want to use his threshold unless I 
have to. I’m in a hurry, and he might want me to stop and talk.” He was also worried that Peter might 
have an opinion about his treatment of Catherine, and he didn’t want to deal with that right now. 

Mouse took the paper and started to grin.

“Has threshold,” he told Vincent.

“Yes, I know Peter does, but is there one close to this address?”

“This address,” Mouse held up the paper, “has threshold. Catherine’s house. Mouse and Jamie 
opened threshold right after she bought it. Father wasn’t happy… Didn’t get permission, but it was 
Catherine. Everyone trusts Catherine.”

Except me, obviously, Vincent said to himself. “Can you take me there?”

“Have to meet Jamie,” Mouse announced after looking at an old alarm clock on the workbench.

“But can you direct me first?”

“Maybe part way,” he said, taking a piece of wire away from Arthur and replacing it with a bit of carrot.
“If Mouse goes all the way, will be late. Jamie won’t like that.”

“Then get me as close as you can.” 

Mouse took off at a run, with Vincent right on his heels.  

When they reached the tunnel that led to Peter’s, Mouse stopped. 

“Like when you go to Peter’s,” Mouse said. “Only when you get to the fork, go right instead of left. 
First hole in the bricks on the right.”

“Are there lights in that tunnel?” Vincent asked. 

“Enough. Old, but Mouse replaced some of the bulbs.” 

“Thank you, Mouse,” Vincent said to the empty air as Mouse ran off. At least Mouse had made him 
smile. 

He started walking. 

My friends know where you are. Did they do this for us, are they on our side… or maybe I should say
‘my side?’ Or did they do this for the community? Just another Helper with a convenient threshold. 



It only took a few minutes to reach the rough opening in the brick wall. It looked a lot like the opening 
he’d made under Catherine’s apartment building. But this tunnel must be deeper. The ladder set into 
the wall opposite the opening went up a lot higher. 

What should I say? He wondered as he stood staring at the ladder. Where do I even begin? Should I
tell her I remember first, or start with an apology? Should I ask why she moved? Do I have a right to 
ask? Do I approach her as a friend or as… a lover?

Above all, he knew he had to apologize, even if it didn’t repair the damage he’d done. 

He climbed the ladder and pushed the wooden panel at the top, and it swung in. Once inside the 
basement, he stepped out from behind the furnace and looked around. Unlike a lot of the basements 
he saw in Helpers' homes, this one was more than just storage. The room he was in contained the 
furnace and a washer and dryer, but it opened into a small apartment with a bath, bedroom, living 
area, and kitchen.

He could hear water running in the pipes running through the ceiling. She must be showering or 
doing dishes, he thought. 

He walked out of the laundry-furnace room and crossed to the stairs that he assumed went up to a 
kitchen or hall. 

The kitchen was empty when he reached it, but the lights were on. A pot of tea was steeping on the 
counter, so he knew she’d be back. He was glad he didn’t have to go looking for her. He knew she 
kept a gun, and he didn’t want to be mistaken for a prowler. 

He looked around the large, bright kitchen. It was wide, with a tall table and two chairs in the center. 
He thought it suited Catherine. The room was feminine, but not overwhelmingly so. And it didn’t look 
delicate. 

He had a sudden thought.

Does she cook? I don’t even know if she cooks! 

He looked around, almost afraid to touch anything. He could see a dining room through the open 
door at the other end of the kitchen. 

Nothing was familiar. He wondered if she’d brought anything with her from her old life, or if this had 
been intended as a completely new beginning. 

The shower had worked wonders. Catherine was much more relaxed as she put on a pair of silk 
pajama pants and a matching tank top. She took her hair out of the ponytail she’d put it in to keep it 
dry, brushed it out, then headed downstairs. The tea and some of the leftovers she had in her 
refrigerator sounded good.

I’ll eat something then go over the proposal I just made to the board. Maybe I can make it more 
appealing to them somehow… but I’m not giving up on my idea of inviting Joe and Luz to be part of 
it, she thought, as she descended the stairs. 

When she pushed open the door from the hall into the kitchen, she was startled to find someone 
standing there. It took a moment for it to register that it was Vincent. He was standing at the end of 
the table. 

She stopped in midstride, as the door from the hall swung closed behind her. 



Her first impulse was to run across the room to him, but she managed to restrain herself. 

“Vincent,” she squeaked out, as Vincent turned to look at her. He tilted his head and gazed at her 
questioningly. 

“How did you get here?” she asked, then shook her head, “Or more like what are you doing here?”  

“Through your threshold,” he said. “Mouse guided me. I came… to talk to you.” 

She shook off the paralysis caused by surprise and moved to the counter where the tea was 
steeping. She reached into the cabinet and grabbed two mugs. 

“Would you like a cup?” she asked, gesturing with one of the mugs. She was trying very hard to slow 
down her pounding heart and speak normally. “That is if you are planning to stay that long.” 

“Thank you.” He was still standing next to the table. He ignored her comment about staying.

She filled both mugs, then set them on the table. She sat in the chair farthest from him and gestured 
for him to sit. 

“Take off your cloak and have a seat,” she invited. 

He did just that, but he pulled the chair closest to him around to the end of the table so he could see 
Catherine. When he was seated and had taken a sip of his tea, she spoke again. 

“So, Father told you where I am?” she asked. 

“No,” he said, never taking his eyes off her. “I didn’t speak to Father before I came here; I haven’t 
spoken to anyone, except Jamie and Mouse since I left. I… met your friend Jennifer.”

“Oh, my God. You went to the apartment first. You didn’t… ah… scare her, did you?”

“I got the impression that it takes a lot to scare your Jennifer,” he said with a slight smile. “She was 
startled at first, but seemed to know immediately who I was, even before she saw me. She told me 
you’d showed her the picture we had taken.” 

“I had to talk to someone,” she said defensively, with a slight blush. “I haven’t told Father yet. I hope 
he’s not too upset.”

“I don’t think he will be,” Vincent assured her. “We’ve talked in the past about your need to have 
someone Above who you trust and can talk to. Someone besides Peter.” 

Catherine sighed. “That would be Jenny.”

“I hope you aren’t upset that she told me where you are living. She said that she got in trouble once 
before for doing that. Steven Bass, I assume?”

“She didn’t get in trouble for it, but she did feel bad about it when she found out what happened. But 
she only gave him my phone number. I told him where I lived.” 

Ugh! We haven’t seen each other in over a month and all we can find to talk about is Jenny and 
Steven? When did we get so… banal? 

She watched as he took another sip of the tea. Clearly, neither of them was very much at ease. 

“Are you going to ask me why I moved?”

He stared at his cup a moment before looking up at her. 

“Do I have a right to ask?” he said, with a shrug. “I assume you had good reasons.” 

They sat quietly and a bit awkwardly for a few more moments, before Catherine spoke again. 



“Why are you here, Vincent?” She knew she was pushing, but she really didn’t want to tiptoe around 
his needs anymore. 

He didn’t hesitate, which surprised her. 

“I’m here to apologize and beg your forgiveness,” he said. 

“What are you apologizing for?” she asked. I swear, if he apologizes for making love to me, I’m going
kick him out on his butt, and hope he hits every step down to the basement.

“I’m apologizing for doubting you. For even entertaining the notion that you might have lied or taken 
advantage. For doubting your love… our love. And when I started sensing you in the Bond again…” 

“The Bond is back?” she asked.

“Not back to normal, but I have a faint sense of you that comes in bits and pieces.”

“So, it took the Bond to convince you?” She was suddenly furious. “You doubted me, but when the 
Bond told you it was OK, you accepted that?” She stood and pushed her chair back. “I think you 
should leave!”

Vincent also rose, and he looked as if someone had stabbed him. 

“No, Catherine! I came to that conclusion long before I felt anything. I’ve only had flashes from the 
Bond. A bit of feeling here and there. I knew something was going on, but I didn’t have any idea what
it was until I spoke to Jenny. When you walked in here a few minutes ago, I felt your happiness at 
seeing me… It gave me hope.” 

He reached for her hands, and she backed away and put them behind her. But at least she wasn’t 
insisting he leave, and her expression had softened. 

“I never doubted the truth of your words,” he continued. “What I felt at first was… betrayal. The idea 
that you would permit that to happen, when you knew I had worked so hard, for so long on not 
allowing it. I didn’t understand my own feelings until I started to remember.”

“What did you remember?” she asked, picking up her mug and going to lean on the counter. 

Vincent took that to mean that she wasn’t going to chase him out in the next few minutes, at least not
until she let him explain a little more, so he picked up his mug and walked to the window that looked 
out over the back yard. 

“I remembered all of it, and as you said, it was beautiful. But mostly, I remembered why.” He turned 
and leaned on the sill. “It wasn’t what you thought. It wasn’t because I thought that since I was 
weaker than normal, that there was less chance of me losing control and hurting you. It was entirely 
different…” 

“Different?” Catherine said, almost in a whisper.

He paused, considering his words before continuing. When she looked up, and he caught her eyes, 
he went on. “I chose that moment because I honestly thought I was dying. I didn’t think that the worst 
was over. I remembered what Father had told me about the last time it happened, how he’d thought I
was getting better, when suddenly I got worse again… and that time I almost died. If he hadn’t been 
with me to do CPR, I would have died. And I didn’t want to die without knowing you that way; without 
loving you completely… And that may have saved my life.”

Catherine felt as if something had grabbed her heart and was squeezing. 

“Save your life?”



“I just remember overhearing Father and Peter talking once. They speculated that the illness when I 
was a baby, and again when I was a boy, had the same cause and were hormone-related. I thought I
was in love with Lisa, the other time, and I am in love with you now, but I’d been suppressing those 
feelings, making sure I didn’t act on them.” 

“So where does that leave us now?”

He closed his eyes. How do I tell her what there are no words for, what is indescribable? Will we… 
cease, if I don’t give her the right words, the ones she wants to hear? 

Finally, he opened his eyes, locking them on her as he began to speak. “I love you. I trust you with 
my life, with everything that I am. If you never want to see me again, I will accept that; I will try to 
understand. But I’m asking you to forgive me and to reconsider. We can start over, or we can start 
from where we left off before I was sick, or we can start from where we were that day in your 
apartment. Whatever you want.” 

She stared at him intently for several moments. 

“What if I said I wanted you to take me upstairs and make love to me right now?” she asked. 

“Whatever you want, Catherine,” he repeated quietly, never looking away from her. 

She moved to the table and sat back down. From the way she fell into the chair, it looked like her 
knees had gone weak, and all he could feel in the suddenly strengthening Bond was relief.

He moved back to the table. 

“May I sit?” he asked. 

She nodded mutely. 

Once he was seated again, she reached out and touched his hand. 

“Don’t worry,” she said with a wry smile. “I won’t put you on the spot like that. At least not right now. I 
think we need to spend some time making sure we are both on the same page.” 

He turned his hand and caught hers.

“Whatever you want,” he repeated again. 

She closed her eyes. The physical connection of their hands enhanced the Bond, and he could feel 
what she was feeling, but that didn’t mean he understood what it all meant. Relief. Love. Desire. 
Fear. They were all there, but he could tell she was trying not to let them show on her face. He could 
also feel that she was unsure. It’s all right, Catherine. We have plenty of time to figure it out.

“We’ll take it slow,” she finally said, with a smile. 

They finished their tea in silence, then Vincent rose and took his cup to the sink.

“I think I should go,” he said when he turned. “You’ve had a busy day, and you need to rest. At least 
you don’t have to go to work since tomorrow is Sunday.”

She stood and stretched. 

“I’ll probably be going back to Chandler & Coolidge in a few weeks,” she told him. She could see the 
question in his eyes. “I’ll explain it all when I see you next. If you want, you can stay. There are guest 
rooms and the apartment in the basement. The beds are made, and the bathrooms are stocked. You
are welcome anytime.” She didn’t want him to leave, but she wasn’t going to beg. 



“I don’t think I’ll take you up on the offer… this time. Jamie and Mouse probably told someone that 
they saw me, so Father will likely be looking for me. But if it’s all right, I’d like to come back 
tomorrow.”

“I can cook dinner,” she offered. “Now that I have a kitchen that is big enough to turn around in, I’ll 
have to start using the recipes I have in my recipe box.” 

He accepted the invitation. Then he picked up his cloak and started toward the basement stairs. 
When he got to the top step, he hesitated and turned back to her.

“The last thing you said when you left my chamber the last time. Did you mean it? Is it still true?” 

Catherine thought for a moment, then nodded when those words came back to her. 

“Always, Vincent. I do love you, and I always will.”  

******

EPILOGUE

Catherine glanced at Vincent, on the other side of the sink, where he was cutting up vegetables for 
the stir fry they were making for dinner. They had cooked dinner and eaten together at least two or 
three times a week, since they’d talked in her kitchen that first night. 

Whoever designed this kitchen definitely had two people cooking together in mind, she thought to 
herself, as she finished mixing the ingredients for the ginger sauce. 

“What are you thinking?” Vincent asked without looking up. 

“Nothing important,” she said with a grin. 

He looked up and returned her smile. “Then you must be easily pleased because whatever ‘nothing 
important’ is, it makes you happy.”  

“I was just thinking about how much fun we had doing things together during the time before I went 
back to work. I almost felt bad about going back a few weeks ago.”

He leaned closer and kissed her quickly. 

“I only dreamed about spending time outside in the sunshine before. Now it’s a reality. I find that I 
rather like horticulture.” 

“Thanks to you, I don’t think I’m going to have to hire anyone to take care of the yard. If you hadn’t 
been here to help, I’m afraid I’d still be planting all those rosebushes,” she said, referring to the 12 
red and white bushes they’d planted over the weekend. “Once they start climbing on that wall and 
blooming, they are going to be beautiful.”

“Putting the one you brought from your apartment in the center with the white ones on the right and 
the red ones on the left was inspired.” 

“And the labels said they all have a scent. We should be able to smell them all over the block when 
they bloom,” she added.  

He dropped the broccoli he’d been cutting into a bowl and started on the carrots. 

“How have things been going at work?” he asked. “Does Joe like Family Law?”

“Not as much as Luz does, but he’s got a lot of good ideas… They both do. I’ve already talked to Jay 
about letting Luz run one of the neighborhood law clinics.”



“And Joe?”

“I don’t know if that is something he’d like. But we’ll talk. It’s possible he’d rather move into another 
division after he’s been there a while.” She chuckled. “It’s been fun, the change in position; me the 
boss and him working for me, but we’re still a good team.” 

He finished cutting the carrots, and after he transferred them to the bowl, he dropped his knife and 
stepped closer to take her in his arms. This kiss was a bit more passionate, and he took his time. He 
could taste the ginger from the sauce she’d been tasting. 

“If you start that,” Catherine said when they came up for air, “we’ll never get dinner cooked.” 

“All right,” he said, dropping his arms and going back to his cutting board. “We’ll save it… for 
dessert.” 

He winked at her, and she laughed. She’d always loved Vincent, but she loved this new, more 
relaxed version even more. 

END


