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ONE

The air was crisp and the night full of sound. At eleven o'clock, Central Park was deserted, except for 
the couple who stood beneath the occasional drift of falling leaves from a huge oak. Only a few feet 
away was a massive concrete drainpipe.

"Look at the moon, Vincent." Cathy Chandler's whisper was accompanied by an almost balletic 
gesture, as she indicated the huge bright globe that seemed to fill half the sky. "It's so close, I feel I 
could just reach out and touch it."

"How sweet the moonlight sleeps upon this bank!
Here will we sit, and let the sounds of music

Creep into our ears; soft stillness and the night
Become the touches of sweet harmony."

The velvet gravel of Vincent's voice made the Shakespeare one of the night sounds - akin to the 
rustle of leaves and the muted traffic noises.

Catherine sighed; that, too, was a part of the night. She leaned back against the strong body of her 
love. The moon shone just for them; its light made their evening more magical. There was no more 
need for words - contentment, love, joy, glowed within Vincent through his bond with his beloved. 
Some of his feelings leaked back to her, and she knew, just by his breathing, the ease of those strong
muscles she rested against, the peace he felt.

The moon sent beams through the trees, looking like Roman columns supporting the black sky. The 
pillars of moonlight made the park a great room, holding only the two of them. There was no Above, 
no Below, no his world or her world, here there was only night, and beauty, and an enclosing cocoon 
of love.

TWO

"Father - look!" Mouse pointed to the Mirror Pool. The huge silvery globe shimmered before their 
eyes. "So big."

"And so beautiful," Father murmured. His eyes were distant, remembering long, long ago, in the city 
Above - nights spent beneath that shining orb, with Margaret - nights lit with love as much as by 
moonlight.

"The moon like a flower
In heaven's high bower

With silent delight
Sits and smiles on the night."



"Father?" Mouse wasn't sure he understood the message of the soft British voice.

"That's Blake, Mouse - William Blake from his Songs of Innocence. The blond youngster still looked 
puzzled. "He was a great poet, Mouse."

"Oh, poet." Mouse knew then he wasn't required to understand or even reply. The beauty of the 
reflected disk still held him rapt; its glow lying on the still pond seemed to fill him with secret longing. 
He was not sure what it was that he wanted, but the moon's light woke something he had not been 
aware of within himself.

"They say a young man's fancy turns lightly to thoughts of love in the spring. What, then, of the 
autumn?" Father was musing to himself again. "Is it then an old man's fancy?" He was all too aware 
of the signs of the passing years. The burden of leadership rested more heavily as the days, months, 
decades swept past. The sweet knowledge of a companion to share his burdens had faded; Margaret
was a long-ago fantasy, his time with her as much a dream as a reality.

He'd forged himself a wonderful life, a wonderful legacy, but increasingly, his mind wandered to what 
was missing - had, really always been missing - in his life.

Father frowned at the sadness of his own thoughts. "Just a foolish old man," he muttered.

"No!" Mouse protested. "Not foolish; not old. Just - Father."

The patriarch smiled. "Thank you, Mouse." They both returned to the vision before them.

THREE

The bright beams of moonlight pooled at the feet of Elliot Burch, bent over blueprints and contracts in 
the late night silence of his skyscraper office. He did not notice, involved as he was with figures, deals
and visions.

His mind was alive with images of the project that still lay upon his desk. The finished complex shone 
before his eyes, in all its glory - the eight-story atrium, the bustling life of the shops below street level, 
the offices and apartments, the observation deck and silver glass facade. How could he stop now; 
why should he look up? Each stroke of his pen brought his dream closer to reality.

At last physical necessity forced him to stretch, to ease the stiffness that had built in his neck and 
back. His eyes swept past the window. He froze in mid-stretch, then completed the motion and rose, 
to walk to the window.

He looked out at the moon beaming down on his skyline. Out there were buildings he had built, with 
his brain and his drive. But even the sturdiest of his giants would not outlast the shimmering light in 
the sky.

He stood, looking up now instead of down, at the white globe above the city. It was almost too bright 
for stars, but a few could be seen - the special ones, the strong ones. The old childhood rhyme came 
to him - his own mind ad hands; he left nothing to luck or chance.

The only thing he didn't have was someone to share all of this. A vision of golden hair and green eyes
played before the moon - Cathy, who scorned his love, the woman who had agreed to marry him for 
one brief moment, then made an impossible demand. He still hadn't relinquished all hope; she spoke 



of another man, but he'd never seen one. He smiled to himself, hearing a favorite poem in his head...

For the moon never beams without bringing me dreams
Of the beautiful Annabel Lee

And the stars never rise but I see the bright eyes
Of the beautiful Annabel Lee........

He shook off his wonder and his melancholy, and returned to his desk. There was work to be done.

FOUR

Thunk! A dart whizzed through the air and embedded itself in the wall inches away from the circle of 
cork. Its mate followed, to touch the outer edge of the dart board. Four others were already bristling 
from the metal-fretted surface and its surrounding wall.

Joe Maxwell stared, trying to decide if it was worth it to get up and retrieve the feathered missiles. It 
was late, and piled papers on his desk testified to the amount of work awaiting him. But an odd 
restlessness had seized him; the caseload could not hold his attention, although three cases begged 
for his labors.

He stood, paced to the wall, and pulled out the darts, then turned to return to the desk. Through the 
blinds, a stray flash of silver light caught his attention.

Instead of returning to his desk, he went to the window, and opened the slats to admit the moonlight. 
High over the neighboring office building, he saw it - almost blindingly bright, a perfect circle, its 
craters a benign face over the city.

It was beautiful, but Joe could not admit how much it touched him. He thought of Cathy, working for 
him, sittiing at her desk just outside his office. An old movie slid into his memory; one line came to 
him unbidden - "Whaddya think, Luke? A princess and a guy like me ...?"

He smiled, a little sadly. Luke's movie reply played clearly in his head. It was the truth for him, even if 
it hadn't been in the film. He stood staring up for another moment, then the feathers tickled his hand, 
and he glanced down at the darts. He returned to his chair, and sighted along the top of the first one. 
It whooshed through the air and embedded itself in the wall. With a sigh, Joe loosed the other five in a
quick flurry, then forced himself back to the paper awaiting on his desk.

END


