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As a heavy rain pelted down, a burly gentleman in a burgundy uniform coat and dark trousers stood 
in a Park Avenue building doorway. He removed his hat, shaking off the water, vainly trying to retain 
some of his dignity despite the deluge. He shook his head, muttering to himself about the high cost of 
dry cleaning as he donned the soggy cap once more. A taxicab pulled up to the curb, and he stepped 
into the rain once more as the rear door swung open.

"Good afternoon, Ms. Chandler," he greeted her, voice raised over the poundiing rain and street 
noise. He took her umbrella, keeping her dry as she clambered from the car with two briefcases in 
tow. 

"Thank you, Ralph," she replied, her gratitude obvious. "How have you managed to keep from 
drowning without an umbrella out here?"

"I believe I'm growing gills, ma'am," he joked as he escorted her to the door. Opening it, he let her 
enter and closed the umbrella. As he started to hand it to her, Catherine smiled and shook her head.

"Keep it, Ralph. You need it more than I do." 

Ralph's puzzled double-take was worth the loss of the accessory. "Miss?" he queried.

"I've got at least three more in the apartment. Keep it," she suggested with a smile. She turned away, 
and was almost to the elevator by the time Ralph shouted his thanks across the atrium.

The smile stayed with her all the way upstairs to her apartment door, despite the load she'd carried 
home from work. It took her a moment to get her door unlocked, and she barely glanced at the sitting 
room as she turned and triple-locked it behind her. A loud sigh escaped her as she mentally put the 
hectic working world behind her for the night.

From behind her in the room, a youthful voice called, "Hey, lady ..... "

Catherine yelped involuntarily, and spun to face the room. On the nearer couch, Tony Ramos' head 
and shoulders rose from behind the seat back.

"You okay, Ms. Chandler?" he asked with concern.

"Tony!" she replied, half relieved and more than a little exasperated, "What are you doing here?!"

"Just visiting my favorite District Attorney," he explained casually. "Looks like they're keepin' ya busy 
uptown."

As she rounded the end of the couch, Catherine put down the briefcases and adopted her sternest 
adult posture. "Don't change the subject," she chided. "And you don't 'break and enter' when you visit 
people."



"I didn't break into nothin'," Tony cried defensively. "Ralph downstairs let me in."

Now it was Catherine's turn to do a double-take. Ralph was usually very astute, and not one to 
believe stories from streetwise kids.

"And how did you manage that?" she inquired. 

"Well, when I told him you were preparing my father's will, he was very understanding," the Gypsy 
boy explained.

"Your ....." she began incredulously, and then broke into a laugh in spite of herself. Tony's face lit as 
the tension broke, and he swung his feet from the couch as Catherine sat down.

"All right," she said at last, "what are you doing here?"

"Oh, I just came by to invite you to my grandmother's funeral," Tony answered.

Catherine's smile froze, and her mind boggled for a moment as she tried to make some sense of 
Tony's response. His expression was neutral, with no hint of mischief, or sadness. After a moment, 
she managed to ask, "Your grandmother?"

"Yeah," he continued, "she passed away a few days ago at the hospital."

Catherine was silent for another moment, still gauging Tony's behavior. What puzzled her was the 
calm with which he spoke, a calm that bordered on apathy. From his tone, they might well have been 
discussing a total stranger. 

"I'm sorry," she finally offered.

"It's all right," Tony assured her. "She's in a better place now."

They spent about twenty minutes talking about the stroke that had hospitalized Eva Ramos, and 
about Milo's reaction. Tony made it sound as though everything had been taken in stride with school 
and the family business keeping everyone busy. Catherine promised Tony that she would attend the 
funeral, and call on his grandfather as well.

*****

"I don't know how to explain it, Vincent," Catherine told him later that evening. "He traveled halfway 
across the country two years ago to find his grandparents, and now he just seems so ..... closed."

Vincent turned his gaze from the cityscape before them, his face mirroring her concern. "Grief 
sometimes creates walls," was all the comment he offered.

"To keep pain out," Catherine surmised.

With a tilt of his head, Vincent considered the idea. "Or perhaps to contain it," he theorized. "I can 
only wonder how Tony's grandfather has reacted to his wife's death."

"According to Tony, both he and his grandfather have just carried on with their lives," she informed 
him.

Vincent sighed and shook his head slightly. "Many people turn to the daily routine of life after such a 
loss."



Catherine nodded in agreement. "Afterwards, yes; I've seen it dozens of times. But Eva was 
hospitalized, in a coma, for three weeks after her stroke. My father was in the hospital less than half 
that long, and my life nearly ground to a complete halt. Tony and his grandfather only visited her 
twice. I just don't understand it, Vincent."

Vincent drew a long breath and closed his eyes for a moment. Tony's visit had stirred feelings with 
Catherine that resonated to him through their bond. After Charles Chandler's death, an almost 
tangible darkness had fallen over Catherine, one that seemed to separate her from everyone and 
everything close to her. Tony Ramos now seemed to be falling under the same type of shadow, and 
her own echoing sadness was tinged with worry and frustration.

Opening his eyes again, he looked at Catherine, standing near the balcony rail. She appeared to be 
searching the night sky for some advice, some sign. Crossing to her, he surrounded her with an easy 
embrace, nuzzling the top of her head softly. 

"Perhaps his visit was a plea for help," he murmured.

"I was thinking the same thing myself," Catherine concurred. "I thought about stopping by the garage 
tomorrow to offer my condolences to Mr. Ramos. I just have no idea how to broach any concerns 
about Tony to him."

Vincent tightened his embrace as Catherine turned to rest her head against his chest. "When the time
comes, let your heart guide you. Your father left you the gift of understanding, and I know it will serve 
you well."

Looking up, Catherine smiled. "You have so much more faith in me than I do."

"I trust what I know," Vincent reminded her.

*****

Catherine was able to make a stop at the garage the following afternoon, on her way back from a 
deposition meeting. The garage itself was closed, so she parked near the bay doors and walked 
around to the residence entry. There was a brief delay after she rang the buzzer before Tony's voice 
came over the speaker by the door.

"Who is it?"

"Cathy Chandler, Tony," she replied.

"Hang on," Tony shot back. Momentarily she heard the heavy pounding of feet descending a flight of 
steps at high speed. A loud thump at the bottom was followed by the door swinging open, revealing a 
breathless Tony. 

"Hiya. C'mon up," he invited.

Tony followed her up the stairs and escorted her into the sitting room of the apartment. The 
furnishings were comfortably worn, and bespoke years of loving care from a wife and mother for her 
family. Catherine could still picture Eva, as she remembered her from her first visit almost two years 
past, straightening up things to make them "presentable" for Catherine.

After Tony's return, Catherine had visited a couple of times, to make sure that Tony was back in 



school and getting adjusted to things. Mrs. Ramos and Milo had always thanked her, always invited 
her back, and always made her smile.

Her reverie was broken by the sound of Tony's voice from the next room. "Ms. Chandler, Grandfather,
the lady that helped me find you ....." There was a brief pause, followed by more indistinct sounds. A 
minute or so later, Tony emerged from the adjoining room, closing the door behind him carefully.

"My grandfather isn't feeling very well, Ms. Chandler," he told her apologetically. "He asked me to tell 
you that you're welcome at the funeral, and to thank you for stopping by."

"Thank you, Tony," she replied, then added, "Are you sure your grandfather is okay? Is there anything
I can .....?"

"Oh, he's fine," Tony assured her. "He's just tired. He's resting now so he'll be okay for tomorrow."

"How about you?" she continued. "Do you need to talk or anything?"

For an instant, Tony looked as though he was fighting very hard not to say something. His 
concentration was broken, however, when the phone rang.

"Just a second," Tony said as he rose from the couch. Crossing the room, he snatched up the 
receiver and listened for a second. His expression drained away to dead shock as he depressed the 
hook switch and cradled the receiver. When he looked back over at Catherine, he seemed to be 
seeing something that was invisible to her.

"I'm sorry," he apologized again, his tone sober. "Now is not ..... a real good time. If you don't mind, I 
think you should go now."

By the time Catherine had risen and collected her purse and briefcase, Milo's voice from the bedroom
had risen enough for her to hear, though not clearly. Tony hustled her back downstairs, his face dark 
with suppressed emotion. 

Before she left him at the door, Catherine asked again. "Are you sure there's nothing I can do for 
you?"

Tony shook his head. "I don't think so, Ms. Chandler, but thanks anyway. This is something we have 
to take care of ourselves."

Cathy nodded, then gave Tony's shoulder a squeeze. "Take care," she urged him, then walked out 
and back to her car.

The drive back to the office seemed longer because of the thoughts and images in her mind. The 
image that was strongest was the bitter look in Tony's eyes when he'd spoken of ''taking care" of 
things.

Even stronger, though, was the one word that had penetrated the walls of the Ramos' bedroom 
clearly - the Gypsy term 'Marime'

*****

Saturday morning arrived with overcast skies, and Catherine dressed for the service almost absent-
mindedly. She was tired, having spent the evening mulling over what she'd heard.

It was a safe bet that the call at the Ramos' home had been from Tony's Uncle Vic. It was also clear 



that Tony expected trouble. What worried Catherine was how that trouble might manifest itself. And 
with Vincent unable to visit or advise her, she'd analyzed the situation to the point of exhaustion - 
without lessening her worry.

The drive north to the cemetery took just over an hour, and Catherine's sense of dread continued to 
grow with each passing mile. She arrived about twenty minutes early, and was able to watch most of 
the invited Gypsy community arrive. Just before the minister arrived, she was greeted rather formally 
my Milo and Tony, who thanked her for coming. Catherine commented on how nice Tony looked in 
his dress suit, but he was too preoccupied to respond with more than a polite "thank you."

Once the service was underway, things seemed to progress smoothly, and everyone seemed to relax
visibly. As the minister spoke of Eva's care and concern for others, Catherine found herself as moved 
as the assembled extended family.

It was Milo himself who gave her the first indication that something was wrong. He'd appeared to be 
lost in his own remembrances, when his eyes suddenly narrowed, focusing on some distant object. 
Catherine followed his gaze discretely, and spotted a disheveled figure several dozen yards away. 
Moving away from the back of the crowd, she went to intercept the potential troublemaker.

As she approached, Vic recognized Catherine, and his jaw clenched. "Outta the way, lady," he 
warned her, determined not to slow his pace.

Catherine stepped in his path and set herself to block him. "Vic," she replied, keeping her voice level, 
"don't do this."

Vic made a move to step around her, and Catherine grabbed his arm. Vic swung to face her, anger 
flashing in his eyes. "Haven't you done enough?" he growled. With a rough jerk, he broke free, 
pitching Catherine to the ground in the process. He continued his march toward the gravesite without 
so much as a backward glance.

Rising stiffly, Catherine collected herself and followed quickly. Milo and Tony had left their places by 
the graveside to confront Vic. 

"You are not welcome here," Milo was saying as she approached.

"And you got no right keepin' me away," Vic accused him. "She was my mother."

"You are no longer a part of us," Milo reminded him.

"Yeah," Tony added, "so why don't you go crawl back under your rock."

"You just shut up," Vic shot back. "This is your fault anyway, you little bastard."

A sudden hush fell as the expletive echoed across the grounds, and fire now flared in Milo's eyes.

"How dare you defile this place with your filth?"

"How dare I?" Vic echoed angrily. "After everything I did to take care of you and Mama, runnin' that 
stinking' garage all those years, and then you cut me off for him," he railed, gesturing at Tony, "and 
you ask me how I dare? You packed me off with nothin', and thanks to you, I could even get arrested 
in this city. I've been in DC., painting houses for next ta' nothin' because 'a you two, an' you ask me 
how I dare?"

Nobody but Catherine noticed Tony reaching under the back of his suit coat during Vic's tirade, and 
by the time she realized what was happening, it was too late to stop him. Tony stepped forward, 
between Vic and his grandfather, and pointed a handgun directly at Vic's heaving chest.



"Shut up, Vic," he said through clenched teeth. "Just shut up and leave."

Faced with the imminent prospect of having his head blown off, Vic's anger turned to stark terror. 
"Now hold on, Tony," Vic urged him nervously. "Let's not do anything stupid here."

"Stupid," Tony almost barked, "was comin' here in the first place. Stupid was framing my father for 
somethin' you did, an' breakin' my grandmother's heart! This," he continued, nodding at the gun for 
emphasis, "may be the smartest thing I've ever done."

Catherine had by this time slowly moved around to a position behind Tony and his grandfather. She 
knew that Tony would only use the gun to protect his family and friends from the threat that Vic 
presented. What she needed to do was defuse the situation, remove the threat in Tony's mind. 
"Tony," she said, speaking softly so as not to startle him, "you don't need to kill him. Vic is Marime; 
he's already dead."

Vic flinched visibly at the statement, but a spark of hope flashed in his eyes.

"Then I guess this is the perfect place to dispose of the body," Tony responded grimly.

"Tony," Milo pleaded, "please put down the gun."

Tony shook his head. "He's never gonna let us rest, Grandfather. You know he'll be back."

This isn't going well, Catherine thought to herself. Suddenly she heard herself saying, "Tony, your 
grandmother would not want you to do this, to wind up like Vic. She loved you too much to let that 
happen."

There was a long silence amongst them, and Tony's hands began to shake. His composure broke, 
and the gun dropped to the ground as the boy began to sob uncontrollably. He turned and ran into 
Catherine's waiting embrace as Vic sank to his knees in relief.

*****

"So, Tony's uncle wasn't harmed," Vincent surmised as Catherine recounted the story later.

"No," she continued with a smile. "Vic was basically a coward, and Tony knew it. He was right about 
the gun being the smartest thing."

Vincent's expression registered mild shock. "How so?"

"I checked later and found that the gun was never loaded," she informed him. "The person who gave 
Tony the gun was smart enough not to give him any ammunition."

They both chuckled for a moment, then Vincent asked, "What became of Vic?"

"Milo told him that after the ceremony, he could visit anyone he wished. Vic was so ashamed, he 
couldn't wait to get away. I don't think he'll be back again," she predicted.

"And Milo and Tony?" Vincent queried.

"They're beginning to heal," she told him. "Milo finally realized that he'd been shutting out everyone, 
including Tony. As the leader of the Gypsy community, he felt that he had to show only his strength. 
For a while, Tony lost both of his grandparents, and he was coping by pretending nothing was wrong. 
Tony's pulling the gun at the funeral brought Milo to his senses, and they began to talk, and touch, 



and share their grief. I'm sure they'll be okay."

"Good," Vincent murmured. "It seems that Mrs. Ramos is still watching over her family."

"Mm-hmm," Catherine agreed. "It's nice to know that someone besides me has a guardian angel 
watching out for them."

"Yes," Vincent added as he brought Catherine into his arms. "But please be careful the next time you 
go to a Gypsy 'family reunion'."

END


