
1 
 

 

 

 

 

    

  eauty and the         east 

36th Anniversary 2023 
 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Together F orever Volume VI I: 
The Truth I  Will Always Know 

Treasure Chambers.com 
September 25, 2023



2 
 

 
 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

    

 

 

 

 



 

i 
 

 

Dedicated to all those who have                      

the courage to keep dreaming. 
 

 

 



 

ii 
 

 

*The 2023 Treasure Chambers digital online zine is an amateur publication 
and is not intended to infringe upon the copyrights of Ron Koslow, 
Witt/Thomas Productions, CBS or any other holder of ñBeauty and the 
Beastò copyrights or licenses. Our only intention is to have fun. 
 
 
 

 
 

 
** We hereby give permission for the readers to print, copy, or share this 
zine for PERSONAL USE ONLY  and NOT  for sale or resale. 
 
All future rights to original materials herein are reserved to the individual 
authors and artists who created them. Please contact them individually if 
you wish post or use their work in any way. 
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Letter From the Editors 
 

 

Dear Fellow Dreamers, 

 

Welcome to Treasure Chambers and our 7th year of producing the online zine ñTogether 

Foreverò about the show we all love. 

This is an All-Season Zine that welcomes every imagining and re-imagining of the 

characters we have come to know and love. But never fear, the ñClassicò stories have 

been separated from those that fall into the ñSeason 3 and Beyondò genre. In the 

ñSeason 3 and Beyondò section you will find SND stories as well as Season 3, and even 

Alternate Universe story lines. The stories are clearly labeled for those who prefer one 

genre over another. 

Of course, everyone has their own preferences, and we hope you will find something you 

enjoy as we celebrate diversity in our Zine.  

In a world that seems to be increasingly divided and contentious, we have attempted to 

give every author a place to shine. Here, we aim to celebrate our differences by 

emulating the principles that Beauty and the Beast taught us; that  being different is 

okay, and all are welcome here with in these Tunnels. 

We would like to extend a very heartfelt ñThank You!ò to Kamie Harper who so 

graciously shared her experiences as a child actress on the set of Beauty and the 

Beast .  

We would also like to give a special shout out to our artists. Virtually all of the new art 

we received this year is Digital Art. One might think that digital art is homogenous, but 

you will see that each artist has a distinct and unique style, just as traditional artists do. 

You will also see that we have been blessed this year with an abundance of riches in the 

art department.  

And not to be forgotten: Thank you , to the unsung members of the Zine Team  who 

write, create, proofread, research, and generally inspire each other. And to Angie, who 

gives our creations a place to shine. 

So, we present to you Together Forever Volume VII, The Truth I Will Always 

Know We hope you enjoy our gift to all of you in our fandom! It is truly a gift from our 

hearts.  

                                                               Your editors,   
                            Barbara Anderson p}s [x}sp ^Ą[tp¢©
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Beauty and the Beast 

Behind the Scenes 
by Kamie Harper aka ñEllieò 

 

 

 

In ñA Childrenôs Story,ò Ellie says to Eric, ñItôs 

like a dream, isnôt it?ò Working on set felt like 

walking into a dream. The underground 

scenes were filmed indoors on a set. The 

ambience was surreal. Instead of walking in 

on a set, I walked into a different world. 

Watching through the eyes of a child, a fog 

machine relentlessly shot out billowing clouds 

that I could walk through. The rock walls felt 

soft and spongy, like a pillow-top mattress. 

There were many wonderful children to play 

with and amazing adults to learn from. 

In the episode ñAshes, Ashes,ò the bubonic 

plague was unleashed. While Ellie was busy 

dealing with her first crush in TV land, a 

respiratory infection broke out in real life, 

and some of us were actually ill. I must say 

though, itôs hard to feel sick when youôre in 

the middle of a fairytale.  

As I lay in a makeshift bed, getting into 

character, I noticed a calmness sweeping 

across the set. I closed my eyes, listening to 

the faint sounds of Linda practicing her 

song. Another actor casually reciting lines 

from a Shakespeare play. 

I made a conscious choice to remember as 

many details as I could from this experience. 



Beauty and the Beast Behind the Scenes  by Kamie Harper  
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I knew I was in the middle of a priceless moment, one that I never wanted to lose. 

This had become more than just a ñjob.ò It had become a part of me, and I a part 

of it. I gained a newfound respect for performing as a craft and felt eternally 

grateful for everyone in the crew, especially the wardrobe team as I had a habit of 

spilling things on myself. 

Being a part of Beauty and the Beast has left me feeling truly blessed. No matter 

how magical you may think it was, I promise you, it really was just like a dream, 

only Better! 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

  Kamie Harper 
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   By Lynette Parker 
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~~~  
Inspired by a conversation had with the marvelous ladies of  

ñThe Treasure Chambers.ò And by the poem ñWhen I am an Old Woman,  
I Shall Wear Purple,ò by Jenny Joseph. 

~~~  
Thank you, my Friends.  

 

         When I Am an Old Woman, I Shall Write Fanfic 
by Cindy Rae 

~~~  

 

When I am an old woman, I shall write Fanfic. 

In a Vincent t-shirt that looks baggy, 

And doesnõt suit me. 

And Iõll spend my money on zines and candles, 

And say weõve no money for printer ink. 

 

 

When Iõm old, 

Iõll go to Comic Book Conventions. 

And Other Such Gatherings. 

Ones where other Vincent-loving people 

Who write Fanfics go. 

Just in case weõre a little bit tribal. 

 

 

Weõll buy comics together, 

Because our show had those, 

And posters, and crystals, and roses and such. 

And weõll browse the celebrity guest list. 

And make connections, everywhere. 
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Someone will bring up òStar Trek.ó 

Or òTeen Titans,ó or òHarry Potteró 

Or òSons of Anarchy,ó or Guillermo Del Toro. 

Or video game voice-overs. 

So, Iõll bring up Ron Perlman. 

Of course. 
 

Someone else will mention òThe Terminator.ó 

And Iõll say òLinda Hamilton!ó 

òGame of Thrones?ó remarks some innocent, 

Queued up in an autograph line. 

òRoy Dotrice, and George RR Martin.ó Iõll reply. 

I can do this all day. 
 

All roads lead back to òBeauty and the Beast,ó 

When you get old, and start writing Fanfic. 

 

Itõs just that Disney stands for Tony Jay, 

In òThe Hunchback of Notre Dame.ó 

And Disneyõs own version 

Of òBeauty and the Beast.ó 

 And Ron, again, for òTangled.ó 

 

It just is. They just are. 

Listen, I donõt make the rules! 

And I certainly wonõt when Iõm older, 

And writing Fanfic!  

 

BatB is ubiquitous. 

And fanfic is even more so. 

Donõt ask me to explain it. 

I couldnõt if I tried. 

Not now. 
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And certainly not when Iõm old! 

Because when youõre an old woman, 

(Not that I am, mind you, - cough.) 

This is where your mind goes, 

Should you decide to write a Fanfic. 

Or a couple dozen of those. 

 

Because òBeauty and the Beastó 

Is everywhere! 

 

Itõs in music, and Shakespeare, and plays. 

Itõs in minor characters 

With walk -on parts 

And recurring ones 

We wish had stayed much longer. 

 

Itõs in Hollywood Royalty, 

And Oscar winning makeup artists. 

In writers, and costumes, and sets. 

Itõs in places, and people, and things. 

Real things. And some not so real. 

Thatõs just how it is. 
 

Itõs in Manhattan and Central Park, 

And South of Oz and North of Shangri-La. 

Itõs in the Golden Globes, 

As it spans the real globe. 

It just is. It just does that. 
 

Or so Iõve heard it said. 

By other people, 

Those writing people, 

The ones who wrote Fanfics, 
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 (Once they got old enough.) 

And Beauty and the Beast has a calendar all its own. 

(More than one. Just ask me. I have several.) 

And Iõll still save room enough 

To wish someone would make just one more, 

If anyone would so desire. 

 

(Because Fanfic isnõt the only thing you can make 

When youõre old, and making Fanfic.) 

 

 

So, Iõll mark the Calendar for Winterfest, 

And circle September 25th. 

Vincentõs birthday is in January, 

And everyone knows what April 12th is. 

They just do. 

 

 

Writerõs deadlines will loomé.  

Then passé  

Then loom again. 

I hear thatõs how it goes, 

When youõre a Fanfic writer! 

 

 

Iõll (probably) collect paperbacks 

From the show, 

And treasure my Winterfest candle, 

Made by a friend. 

Iõll store DVDõs in a òspecialó place, 

So no one can find them but me. 

Once Iõm old, and writing Fanfic. 
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What begins as a hobby 

I can fit in a shoebox 

Might start taking over a small corner, somewhere. 

(And then, perhaps, a bigger one.) 

Maybe itõs good 

That the kids will be gone 

By the time Iõm old? 

So I can have their rooms 

To spread out in? 

Just in case I need room for my Fanfic? 

 

Iõll wish Iõd studied knitting, and could crochet better. 

Iõll wish for a treadle sewing machine. 

When I can barely use a real one. 

Iõll decide wood carving and mural painting 

Are something I might try, 

 

Because it looks so easy on TV! 

That boxy bastion of Fanfic inspiration. 

And Iõll wonder, 

òCan I make a stained glass window for real?ó 

Once Iõm old, and writing Fanfic? 

 

Why not? 

Iõve shown no particular talent 

For such things in my youth. 

But that doesnõt mean 

My dotage wonõt be different! 
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A Life With No Limits!   

And Fanfics the Same! 

And an old womanõs Fanfic reach 

Should exceed her Fanfic grasp 

Else whatõs a Fanfic heaven for? 

 

Iõll write stories for strangers, 

And some just for friends. 

Tales large and small, 

(Prompted by the episodes, of course.) 

But that will just be the beginning of my inspiration. 

 

Iõll also write thanks to a stray song lyric,  

Or a turn of phrase, or a turn around a corner, 

Or a beautiful painting, Or a fine line from a poem 

By an author I never knewé 

Until I did.  

 

Or Iõll seize on a story idea 

 Thanks to a digital photo mash-up 

Sent by a friend, one close to my heart, 

Yet half way around the world from me. 

(Because these things happen, you know, 

When you get old. And write Fanfic.) 

 

And Iõll start a story in the middle, 

Then flesh it out front to back. 

Or Iõll begin at the beginning, 

And go 200 pages without a plan 

Of how this thing will end. 

(Donõt ask me how I know. Iõm just guessing.) 
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Iõll write with my friends. Iõll write alone. 

Iõll get up at midnight and just start typing. 

Then sleep ôtil 10:00 a.m., 

And re-watch the Pilot, 

Searching for nuance. 

 

Why not? There are no limits! 

No limits on me! 

No limits on you! 

Especially when youõre old! 

(And writing Fanfic!)  

 

You can do what you want! 

Just anything you please! 

Itõs your world, down there, 

Down that deep, spiral stair, 

Your worldé And Vincentõs. 

 

And someone might hate it! 

And some might adore, 

And someone might ask you 

For one story more. 

Or teach you to drabble, to vex you. 

 

And all that is good. 

And perfectly fine, 

More than just good, itõs almost divine. 

You donõt know whatõs in store 

For you, when you get old, and begin writing Fanfic. 
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Iõll live for those times that a fan-made video 

Will awaken something inside me. 

Some small bit of òah-ha!ó 

That turns into òsomething,ó 

Which then turns into òsomething more.ó 

Because thatõs what Fanfic is, you know. 

Itõs òSomething More.ó 

òSomething Wonderfully More.ó 

(Or at least, Iõve heard it said.) 

 

So, Iõll double drabble even as I backstory! 

Iõll òBetween the scenesó and blush at Steam. 

Iõll AU and òWhat If?ó  

And decide which Season ended how. 

(But not until Iõm old, and writing Fanfic.) 

. 

Iõll change the fate of everyone in the show! 

Then change it back, again. 

Iõll follow the scripts as written, 

Or just throw them across the room. 

Because you can do that, when youõre a Fanfic Writer. 

Everybody gets a òHappily Ever After.ó 

If you want them to. 

 

So, Iõll re-read the scripts, 

As well as the transcripts. 

Iõll feature minor characters as major players, 

And wonder òWhat would have come next 

Had there only been more episodes?ó 

Iõll rise to The Challenges! 

Or fall to them. 
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Not every effort has to be a masterpiece. 

 

Thatõs a good thing to know 

When the muse is being snarky 

Or real life gets in your way. 

Itõs a good thing to know 

When youõre old. And writing Fanfic. 

 

Itõs okay. It really is. 

It all is.  

And sometimes, itõs downright incandescent, 

What those Fanfic writers write, 

When theyõre writing. 

Incandescent. Like a candle. 

Like a Winterfest candle. 

 

And Iõll read what Iõve written 

To my daughters and my husband. 

(But only sometimes. Just because.) 

Theyõll nod and smile, as they indulge me. 

And do that 

òTry not to make eye contact with the crazy ladyó thing. 

Thatõs okay, too. 

 

Itõs good that they love me. 

As I love them. 

And my editors. 

Who Iõll really love, 

For making my stories better. 

For after Iõm old. And writing Fanfic. 
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And Fanfic? 

Iõll love Fanfic. 

Or at least I think  I will.  

(You can never tell about these things 

Until youõre doing them.) 

 

I think Iõll leave unfinished plot bunnies 

Hopping on my hard drive, 

And labor over multi-chapter epics, 

As I struggle with double drabbles. 

And titles. And split infinitives.  

And òWhat episode is that from?ó 

 

And I believe Iõll let the laundry go begging! 

Take that, dirty clothes! 

My husband will go matched sockless, 

And wonder where all his clean shirts have gone, 

As I tap on a keyboard, dreaming. 

 

Dust bunnies will gather under the furniture 

While the plot bunnies go bounding! 

Housework? Whatõs that? 

Donõt they know Iõve got a deadline? 

This kind of Make Believe is hard work! 

(Or so someone told me. I think they were old. And a Fanfic writer.) 

 

Iõll use the bottom of my closet 

To hold all my Fanzines 

And swear Iõve no room for shoes. 

Iõll dream about a bench in Central Park, 

And a story that started near there, 

Back in 1987. 
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òOnce Upon A Time 

In The City of New York.ó 

What a lovely thought. 

 Can I try to expound on that, as a writer? 

I think I can. 

When my senior years come, writing Fanfic. 

 

Iõll treasure The Treasure Chambersé 

 

And wonder if my friends 

On the Other side of the world 

Are up at 2 a.m, 

So we can talk, online? 

(Writerõs block. Itõs a beast.) 

 

But not a Beast. Thatõs Vincent. 

 

And everyone reading this understands what I just wrote. 

 

But if you donõt know what to believe, 

Just remember (as Vincent says) 

òItõs all true.ó 
What a comfort that will be, 

To know that. 

 

And even to make it happen, 

Just a little, for myself, 

And for others. 

When Iõm older, 

And writing all that Fanfic!  
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Maybe, when Iõm old, Iõll get a tattoo 

That says òItõs All True,ó Or òOnce Upon A Time.ó 

(Or maybe Iõll just get 

Another piece of Great Fan Art.) 

Yeah, that sounds easier. Much. 

 

 

Iõm looking at you, Kevin Barnes, 

And more than a dozen others, 

Too numerous to list. 

Thank you all for your gifts,  

Also too numerous to list. 

Iõll continue to gaze in wonder what you created, 

Once I get old, and write Fanfic. 

 

 

But perhapsé just perhapsé 

 

I should start now? 

Just so my transformation 

Wonõt be quite so shocking? 

Perhaps that would be the thing, yes? 

 

Perhaps Iõll start typing away by candlelight. 

Near a purring, orange cat, 

And a sweating glass of sweet iced tea. 

And Iõll put my bare feet 

Up on an old ottoman, 

And settle in for a night of muse-coaxing, 

And tunnel running.  

 

 

 



 

19 
 

Iõll dig out old Shakespeare quotes, 

And Dickens, and Rilke, and Byron, and Keats. 

Iõll idle with òIdyllsó and ruminate with Rumi, 

All the while praying this computer 

Lasts another year. 

Just maybe? 

 

Or maybe I can browse Ebay just a little  more, now? 

Just in case some Great Treasure 

I missed comes up for sale? 

Some autograph, or photograph, 

Or some other small bit of 

Potential future muse fodder? 

 

(You canõt start too soon when youõre making allowances 

For your art, you know.) 

 

Perhaps I should explore what other 
Tiny changes I can make 

So my personal metamorphosis 

Isnõt quite soé meta? 

 

For that show I loved 

That ended, incomplete, 

And gave us the meta-level tagline, 

òOnce Upon a Timeé Is Now.ó? 

 

Perhaps I should. Perhaps I really should. 

 I think I should just start 

Getting ready right now. 

Get started preparing a space 

To receive more. 
Just More. 
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More fanfic, more art, more music, more quotes,  

More hand-crocheted blanket throws 

That could always use one row more. 

More stargazing. More wool gathering. 

More exploring just what it means, to be a human being. 
 

More books, more posters, more candles, 

More crafts, more poems, more videos, more parables. 

More understanding of what real Beauty is. 

Both without, and within. 
 

More tolerance, more understanding, more curiosity. 

More passion, more conversation, more joy. 

 More accepting others as they are, 

Just exactly as they are, 

As I hope that they accept me. 
 

 More inspiration. 
 

More ideas. 
 

Better ones, than the ones Iõve had before. 

Be large. Contain multitudes. 
 

And speaking of òlargeóé. 

Iõll need a bigger computer! 

With more space on the hard drive! 

For all Iõll do. 

(Or think Iõll do,) 

Because you never truly know what you can make 

Or what will make you, 
When youõre old and writing Fanfic. 

 

Iõll be transformed! 
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With all the sharing Iõll do! 

And still, Iõll need more, 

My multitudinous self,  

Being all old and writing Fanfic.  
 

More roses. More crystals. More sharing. 

More loving, more giving, more caring. 

More Urban Legends 

To go with the regular ones. 

Because you can never have enough of those. 
 

More limits to push, more hope, more compassion. 

More myths. More princesses. More monsters. 

And the wisdom to know the difference. 

More heroes and heroines, both beautiful and brave. 

More fantasy. More fairy tales. More fables. More fun. 

 More é Friends? 
 

Because BatB friends are Friends, uppercase, 

And theyõre just the very best kind. 
 

Never doubt it. 
 

Yes! I think I should. 

I think I should do all of that! 

And I think I should start right away!  

Just so I donõt shock the children, 

Or terrify the neighbors, 

On that day when I decide: 

òI am an old woman, 

And I shall write Fanfic.ó 

~~~  
No matter where you are when youõre writing  
(or reading) Fanfic, I wish you love.~ Cindy 
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Letter to Catherine 
by Nelly  

 

 

 

 

 

Dear Catherine, 

Iõm with you, always and no matter what. 

Now you canõt see me, but you can feel me because Iõm in the most beautiful 

place ever: your heart. 

Donõt be afraid of this slight distance between us. Please, donõt cry, you 

miss me like I miss you but know that Iõm watching over you, Iõm listening 

to you, Iõm feeling you. I wipe away your tears, I share your smiles. I face 

your pain and I enjoy your triumphs. 

I left you when you were a child. Now you are a woman, a REALLY GREAT 

woman: sensitive, brave, strong, and caring. You, see? Youõre just like me! 

Now you have found love.  

We hadnõt time to talk about these things, but Iõve guided your father in 

teaching you all the values a girl should need and believe me, he did a great 

job and Iõll always be grateful for this. 

Live your life following your heart. Youõll learn from your mistakes, youõll 

get back up after being knocked out, youõll shine in small and great things 

and, above all, youõll always make me proud of you. 

This is the truth I will always know and now, so do you. 

Talk to me, Catherine; your heartõs voice will always be listened to. 

I love you with all my being. 

Your Mother
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    By Michaela Buzsaki Struchova 
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Glory In Your Touch 
by Judith Nolan  

 

 

 
12 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

  òThanks to the human heart by which we live, 
   Thanks to its tenderness, its joys, and fears, 

   To me the meanest flower that blows can give 
   Thoughts that do often lie too deep for tearséó 

William Wordsworth 

 

                     atherine,  

Tonight, I finally told you the truth. You dragged the confession from me with 

the depths of your abiding fears and concerns. You had so many questions. 

There was so much I could not tell you. So many things you wanted to know. 

Tonight, the words could no longer be contained.  

You were sitting up in my bed with your head and eyes still swathed in 

 
1 Image provided by the author. 
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bandages. I was feeding you some of Williamôs excellent vegetable soup. 

ñDo you like it?ò I asked, seeking to break through the silence of your suffering 

and pain.  

You grudgingly admitted, ñItôs good soup...ò 

Then, oh Catherine, then you asked the question I had been dreading for the last 

eight days. ñVincent, tell me é where are we?ò 

I froze, wondering what I could say to allay your fears. I looked around the 

underground chamber I had called my home for as long as I could remember. It 

had always been filled with carefully selected cast -off items, artifacts from the 

disposable culture Above. The furnishings ï lamps, table, cabinets ï had all 

been found or ingeniously assembled from salvaged parts. Mouseôs skills in this 

area are legendary among the Tunnel folk.  

On one wall there is a mosaic of photos Iôd cut from magazines, photos of the 

great people of our time... Einstein, Stravinsky, Ali, John Lennoné people I 

would never see or know beyond the two-dimensional images pinned to the 

wall.  

I inhaled ruefully and shook my head just as a train rumbled overhead, jerking 

me from my introspection.  

ñSomewhere thereôs an elevated train,ò you remarked with concern. ñBrooklyn? 

Queens?ò 

ñNo, not Brooklyn or Queens...ò I replied slowly. 

That was when the stark fear returned to your voice. ñAm I still in New York? 

Vincent, please tell me! Where are we?ò you asked tremulously. 

What could I tell you? What could I say to allay your fears which only grew 

larger in your darkness? But I could not afford for you to see me or know 

anything about me. It was impossible.  

ñI have to keep it as a secret,ò I replied, lamely, seeking a way around the truth. 

ñWhy?ò you questioned quickly. 

Yes, why? ñBecause, a lot of good people depend on this place for safety,ò I 

managed to say. 

You bargained then. ñIôll keep your secret...ò 

I inhaled deeply. Somehow, I believed you, a woman I barely knew. But your 

promise was expressed sincerely, softly. I believed you, even while everything 

inside me shouted and pleaded to tell you nothingé 

Before I could reply, someone began tapping on the pipes. I concentrated for a 

moment on the distinct rhythmic patterns. The message was prosaic. Helpers 
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were needed to bring down the weekly gift of vegetables and fruit from Meng 

Fuôs Chinese restaurant in Chinatown. If I hadnôt been with you I would be on 

that journey to the surface and the world Above.  

ñAnd that tapping, it never stopséò you commented restlessly. 

ñItôs people talking to each other, tapping on the master pipes...ò I said quickly, 

hoping to divert you from your previous question.  

ñYou mean messages?ò you asked softly. 

ñMmmm...ò I offered you the soup spoon, wondering if I had escaped speaking 

the ultimate truth.  

But no, your mind did not wander far from what you wanted to know. ñVincent, 

please. Tell meéò you begged. 

I sighed deeply. ñWeôre below the city, below the subways. Thereôs a whole world 

of tunnels and chambers that most people donôt even know exists. There are no 

maps to where we are. Itôs a forgotten place. But itôs warm and itôs safe, and we 

have all the room we need. So, we live here, and we try to live as well as we can, 

and we try to take care of each other. Itôs our city, down here...ò 

ñOf course, your sharp mind went to the thorny question, the single thing Father 

had forbidden me to mention to you. ñWhat are you doing down here? Why are 

you here?ò 

Why am I here? I sighed inwardly. I had nowhere else to beé nowhere else 

where I could exist in peace and safety. ñI was a baby, abandoned, left to die. 

Someone found me and brought me here to the man who became my father. He 

took me, he raised me - he taught me everything. He named me Vincent... Thatôs 

where I was found, near the hospital ï St. Vincentôs.ò I laughed softly, trying to 

reassure you. I could find humour in it now, after all the years that had passed.  

ñIé I donôt know what to believe...ò you whispered.  

ñItôs all true...ò I replied, trying to reassure you. 

I was feeding you from the bowl of Williamôs excellent soup, using a spoon. A 

simple process, surely there was no danger there. I advanced the spoon toward 

your mouth, watching your hesitation.  

Unexpectedly, you reached out to touch my hand, seeking to find a connection 

with someone warm and alive. Before I could pull it away, your fingers touched 

mine as they held out the spoon.  

My heart felt as if it was breaking then. There was such glory in your touch, in 

the simplicity of your fingers resting on mine for the briefest of moments that I 

wished could last forever...  
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But the truth intruded into that precious moment of connection. Your indrawn 

gasp was sharp and shocked, jerking me from the incredible sensation of your 

touch. In your blindness you wanted to make contact with something normal 

and human. Something you could understand on the most basic level.  

Instead, your fingers touched my handé something furred and animal-like. 

Your touch brushed across my nails which some have described as claws, things 

to harm, not help or heal.  

I can make no excuses for what I am or who I am. I have no answers, no pat 

truth I could tell you.  

You did try to cover your 

astonishment, but it was already 

too late. I drew back sharply. I 

was so mortified that Iôd 

frightened you in your terrible 

darknessé in your pain and 

anguish.   

I moved away, quicklyétoo 

quickly. I knew Iôd betrayed the 

faith you put in me but how could I 

stay? How could I explain it in a 

way you could understand?  

I stopped and looked back from the doorway of my chamber. You lay in my bed, 

resting on my cushions and pillows. You lay there in a world of blindness, 

unwilling to even consider the possibilities of what you had just touched. I could 

feel your fear reachi ng out to me, enveloping me with shame and consternation.  

I knew I should have insisted on sending Mary to tend to youé a woman, soft in 

both voice and manneré a non-threatening presence to guide you from your 

darkness into the light of the world you came from.  

I will send her in to you from now on. I will not return here until you have gone 

Above, Catherineéback to your world and your life. A world and a life I could 

never touch or inhabité not in any of my dreams or vivid imaginings of what 

could never be, no matter how much I wished for it to be soé   

But you, I will always remember for as long as I may live in this hidden world 

of mine. The glory of your touch, that briefest of moments which touched my 

heart and left you there, forever sheltered by my love and belief in youé 

Youôre safe. You are truly safe nowé 

 

                                                                                         Vincent  
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  By Lynette Parker 
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Until Now...  
by JessicaRae 

 

 

Through tunnels he paced with nervous tread, 

His eyes distantly lost in fear, 

He kept imagining the look of dread  

On her face that would appear. 

First toward herself, he watched it play out  

Unable to make it ache the less, 

Then toward him too, the fear and doubt,  

As his motives she tried to guess. 

There he stood, an unusual being, 

Hovering in the doorway of her escape 

A terrible sight was all she was seeing, 

Fearing claws and teeth would seal her fate. 

Her reaction was honest, he did not deny, 
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Tôwas what he had earlier expected. 

The same look so clear in every viewer's eye, 

Came each time he had been detected. 

The ache of walking inside the skin of fear,  

Was something of which he was aware 

But at her cry, and on her face a tear, 

He knew never before had he cared. 

So what, if the world saw him as a terror, 

And could not see the love in his heart. 

As he stood there now, he saw his error, 

As they both waited, so near, yet far apart. 

As the very time froze, his thoughts, they gathered, 

And his fear became a gentle voice. 

Nothing else now could have possibly mattered, 

And with his actions, he gave her a choice. 

A choice to accept what he could not change 

And accept him as he was. 

Or leave this world so different and strange, 

And simply just go back Above. 

But as he entered the room again, 

Unsure of her coming response 

Rejection he felt from himself within,  

And loneliness a frequent, dark haunt. 

There she is, so fragile, he feels 

A Bond already for her in his heart. 

He sensed she still would need time to heal, 

And he spoke before she could start. 

He spoke softly, with gentle eye and hand, 

As she waited with worried brow,  

ñI have never regretted what I am, 

Until Now.ò 
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Iõm Okay, Iõm Okay 
by Barbara Anderson  

 

 

An Arabesque expansion story.  

*This story is interspersed with scenes and dialog from the Beauty and the Beast 

episode: Arabesque written by Virginia Aldridge.  

PG-13 for Violence  

 

 

                 

                      atherine Chandler had learned from experience how vitally important it  

                   was to always be aware of her surroundings. The now faint scars on her 

face and the scar on her back from Mitch Dentonôs bullet, were constant reminders 

of that. She knew more than most that for all of its wonders and beauties, New York 

City was also a dangerous place with a sinister underbelly that showed little mercy 

to those who fell prey to it. She also knew that her safety, and even her very life, 

depended upon her constant vigilance.  

In practice, however, Catherine had discovered how difficult it was to be on her 

guard every single moment. In the weeks and months after her face was slashed, she 

felt as if danger lurked in every alley and around every blind corner. That fear 

eventually took its toll on her mental and emotional well -being. In an effort to find a 

balance, she had made a conscious choice to eschew the fear and distrust in 

humanity that nearly paralyzed her and embrace faith in the inherent goodness of 

humanityé even in New York City. It was the only way she could find the courage to 

step out of her front door every day. Wellé that and training with Isaac Stubbs in 

the techniques of street fighting. 

Unfortunately, that  choice had backfired on her more than once. She was well aware 

that if not for Vincent and the Bond they shared, she more than likely would have 

lost her life on more than one occasion. And though she worried about the toll it 

might be taking on him, she still struggled to find the balance between living in 

constant fear and finding the courage to live her life in spite of any dangers she 

might face. 

óSometimes your fear can keep you alive, Catherine.ô Vincent had counseled on 

more than one occasion. óYou should listen to it more often.ô  
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How many times has he told me that?  she wondered. Then she would remind 

herself that it was Vincent who had also encouraged her to face her fears.  

How can I do both?  she often asked herself in frustration. How am I supposed to 

live with fear and  face my fears at the same time? 

She had only recently begun to realize that her newfound courage in the presence 

of danger came at great expense to Vincent. She knew that now. He had sent her 

away after the incident with the Outsiders. After what he was forced to do to 

protect his Tunnel home and her from certain annihilation, he couldnôt bear for 

her to look at him. His terrible shame had driven him deep beneath the city 

where she could not reach him. He had sent her away and then disappeared for 

weeks afterward. At the time, she feared she might never see him again. 

Fortunately, he had returned to her, and Catherine had resolved to be more 

cautious in the future.  

Unfortunately for them both, fate had other plansé 

 

 

It was mid -March, but it felt more like April as Catherine stepped out of her office 

building in Lower Manhattan. She breathed deeply and was sure she detected a 

hint of spring in the air. After a long, dreary winter and a long day cooped up in 

her office behind a stack of case files it felt like blessed freedom. It was dark, but 

after ten hours trapped behind her desk, she just couldnôt bring herself to be 

cramped in a taxi for the duration of the ride home.  

I think Iôll walk for a while, she decided. She had a lot on her mind and walking 

always helped to clear her head. Besides, she concluded, if I keep to the busy, 

well -lit streets, I should be fine.  

Despite her good intentions, Catherineôs surroundings disappeared as her 

thoughts drifted  to the last conversation sheôd had with Vincent. 

 

 

 

Catherine met Vincent at the Central Park Tunnel entrance to tell him what she 

had discovered about his old friend, Lisa Campbell. She expected him to invite 

her in, but he seemed uncomfortable and reticent to let her even approach him. 

So, Catherine kept her distance. 

ñSheôs involved with a man whoôs about to be indicted for arms smuggling,ò she 

informed him. ñThereôs a good chance sheôll be called to testify against him.ò  
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Vincent sighed heavily, ñFor Lisa to come back to us, I knew there were other 

reasons.ò  

ñIôm sorry,ò Catherine said. ñHer performances were cancelled. Sheôs probably 

gotten herself out of the country by now.ò  

ñCatherineé sheôs with us,ò Vincent admitted, reluctantly. 

Her response was one of surprise. ñShe is?ò  

Why didnôt he send me word? she wondered. That isnôt like him. 

Nodding , he confirmed his previous statement, knowing Catherine would 

wonder why he hadnôt sent word to her sooner. 

ñWelléò she said, trying to smile, ñAt least we know where she is.ò 

Her response did nothing to dispel the tension between them. 

ñYes,ò he replied uncomfortably. He sighed heavily, not knowing what to say 

next. 

As she regarded him thoughtfully,  Catherine could tell that something was 

terribly wrong. He was bent forward as if he were carrying a great invisible 

weight on his shoulders. His sadness hung like a heavy cloud between them. 

ñWhat does this woman mean to you, Vincent?ò she asked, almost afraid to hear 

the answer. ñCan you tell me?ò 

He stared at her for a moment, searching for the words. The pain and shame in 

his eyes tore at her very soul.  

As if reading her thoughts, he turned away from her gaze and leaned against 

the gate, as if he didnôt have the strength to stand on his own.  

ñThere are moments,ò he finally said. ñImages I remember so clearlyé burning 

so deeply...ò 

ñTell me about those moments,ò she asked gently as she stepped closer to him. 

She wanted nothing more than to comfort him, to take him in her arms and 

soothe away his pain. But his pain was so deep and so wide that it created a 

terrible gulf between them. She didnôt know how to reach him.  

Finally forcing himself to look at her again, Vincent began, ñIt was a time when 

I first felt the tremendous joy that dreams could bring. Intoxication of sending 

your heart soaring into the realm of hope, at that same time that I...ò He 

stopped and sighed again, then forced himself to continue. ñéI learned that for 

me, dreams could bring more pain than I could ever bear. Enough pain to 

destroy me; even those around me.ò  
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Catherine was astounded. She needed to know what was tearing him apart, but 

at the same time she dreaded what he might be trying to tell her. ñHow? What 

happened?ò she finally asked. 

Hanging his head forlornly, Vincent remained silent.  

ñYou can tell me,ò she assured him. ñYou can tell me anything.ò  And she meant 

it. No matter what happened between them, she concluded. It couldnôt be worse 

than not knowing and fearing the worst. She could see that whatever it was, it 

was tearing him apar t. 

Vincent, however, was certain that telling Catherine the truth of what he was 

and what had happened between himself, and Lisa would destroy their dream.  

NO! he decided. If I tell heré it would ruin everythingé everything. 

ñI once thought that,ò Vincent said looking at her doubtfully. ñébut there are 

things... things that I had dreamt away.ò  

Catherine could hardly believe what she was hearing as she realized he intended 

to keep it from her, despite a promise he had once made to her. She could feel the 

heat rising in her face as she reminded him, ñWeôve never withheld the truth 

from each otherénever .ò  

Vincent studied her closely, the disbelief and pain in her expression breaking his 

heart, ripping his soul to shreds as he came to realize that he had always kept 

the truth from her.  

ñI know,ò he said disconsolately. 

Slowly he entered the portal and 

closed the gate behind him, 

leaving Catherine standing there, 

bewildered and alone. He looked 

at her one more time before 

pulling the lever and shutting the 

heavy steel door behind him.  

As the darkness closed in around 

her, Catherine felt as if he was 

shutting her out of his life for 

good. 

 

 

 

The pain of that night was still raw. ñVincentðò Catherine whispered aloud, 

aching to find a way to help him,  

 By Lynette Parker 
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ñHeyé whaté?ò she exclaimed as she felt someone put an arm around her 

shoulder and steer her roughly toward the street. 

ñLetôs go for a little drive, shall we?ò a sinister yet oddly familiar voice growled in 

her ear. It was then that she detected what could only be a gun sticking into her 

side. 

Colin Hemmings, Lisa Campbellôs ever faithful and fearless watch dog, had been 

trailing her, waiting for just the right moment to grab her, and shove her into the 

back seat of his car. Catherine had only let her guard down for a few moments, 

but one careless moment was all heôd needed. 

ñYou must think Iôm stupid, Miss Chandleréò he sneered sarcastically as the car 

pulled into the traffic. ñBrookhill School of the ArtséI checkedé there is no such 

schoolé never has been. Is Catherine Chandler even your real name? Or is that 

fake too?ò 

ñTry the white pages,ò she said, with false bravado. ñIôm in the phone book.ò  

Catherine tried to put on a brave face as she attempted to get her bearings.  

ñWhere is Lisa?ò Colin demanded, still pointing the gun at her. 

ñWhere are you taking me?ò she asked, ignoring his question as she tried to catch 

sight of a street sign as they drove through an intersection. 

ñSomeplace we can have a private conversation,ò he answered cryptically. ñUnless 

you tell me where Lisa is now, and then Iôll gladly drop you off at the next street 

corner.ò 

She scoffed at his false promise. ñIôm not stupid either, Mré Hemmings, is it? Iôm 

sure Mr. Taggert isnôt very happy that his óever faithful and fearless watchdogô has 

lost his favorite prima ballerina. Leaving stray witnesses roaming around 

wouldnôt help you get back in his good graces, now, would it?ò 

Colinôs eyes widened as he realized she knew much more than he had realized. 

ñWhereé isé Lisa?ò he demanded through clenched teeth. 

Catherine knew full well that he would kill her as soon as she gave him the 

information he wanted. Anyway,  she surmised. I donôt know precisely where she 

is, and I wouldnôt tell you if I did. She decided the best she could do now was to 

buy herself some time and hope she could think of a way out of the mess she was 

in.  

ñI donôt know where Lisa is. I havenôt seen her since the night of the ballet.ò 

Technically what she told him was true, though she knew Lisa had since taken 

refuge in the Tunnels. But there was nothing that would ever induce her to 

divulge that to anyone. She had long since made a promise not to betray the 

Tunnels, and she intended to keep it. 
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ñLiar!ò Colin yelled as he slapped her across the face. ñIôm finished playing nice. 

Thereôs more where that came from if you donôt tell me where she is!ò 

Catherine felt the sting of his hand on her face but refused to give him the 

satisfaction of knowing how much it hurt. She could feel a welt beginning to rise 

where his ring had scraped across her cheek, but she remained silent.  

It was then that Catherine thought of Vincent. He must know Iôm in danger by 

now,  she realized. Then turning her thoughts directly to him she attempted to 

send a message. Donôt come for me, Vincent! STAY AWAY! Itôs too dangerous! 

It wasnôt long before the car pulled in behind a derelict building. The windows 

were boarded up and the area looked dark and deserted. She was pretty sure they 

were somewhere in Hellôs Kitchen and wondered if she could make a run for it if 

given the chance. Maybe I can  find a manhole , or a basement tunnel entrance , 

she thought hopefully. 

Unfortunately, she didnôt get that chance. Colin and his driver dragged her from 

the vehicle and into the building. Catherine went limp in an effort to slow them 

down, but they were much larger than she was, and it didnôt take much effort for 

them to drag her up the stairs to the top floor of the abandoned factory. At the top 

they pushed Catherine forward and shoved her to the floor.  

Looking up she noticed the moon shining in through a hole in  a cracked and 

dingy skylight just above her. 

 

 

ñDo you remember the first time you saw the moon?ò3 Vincent asked. 

Catherine laughed. What a ridiculous question, she thought. ñWho would 

remember the firstéò she began to ask. Then it occurred to her that Vincent 

might. She looked at him curiously and asked, ñCan you?ò 

ñMmmm-hmmmm,ò he answered simply. 

When they turned to look back at the moon, Catherine wondered what other 

seemingly ordinary things she had always taken for granted had special 

meaning to the man she lovedé 

 

 

Isnôt it strange, she wondered, the things that come to mind when youôre about 

to die? 

 
3 Dialog from the BATB episode, Brothers, written by GEORGE RR MARTIN 
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It was then that Colinôs companion lifted her up from the floor and slammed her 

back against the wall.  

ñI think itôs only fair to warn you,ò Catherine began. ñé that there are people who 

will  come looking for me. Youôll never get away with this. Even if you kill me, 

theyôll find my body, and then theyôll find you.ò  

Colinôs companion backhanded her with all his brute strength. The shock of it 

took her breath away and she could taste the blood where her teeth cut into the 

soft flesh inside her mouth.  

ñThatôs where youôre wrong, Miss Chandler,ò Colin said. ñWe will  get away with it, 

just like we have many times before.ò He looked around the room and laughed 

sadistically. ñThis building is going to be demolished tomorrow morning.ò Then 

pointing to the exposed rafters, he said, ñYou seeé up there?ò 

Catherineôs heart sunk when she looked in the direction he was pointing and 

realized he was telling the truth. She could see that the building had already been 

rigged with explosives. 

Colin laughed again. ñSo, Miss Chandleré by this time tomorrow there wonôt be 

anything left of you to find. You will be ground to dust in a pile of rubble.ò 

Without saying anything, the nameless thug began hitting her again. Catherine 

was barely able to catch her breath between strikes, but she felt strangely calm 

and refused to show them how much pain she was in. Just as she thought she 

might lose consciousness, he stopped momentarily. 

ñNow tell me! Whereé isé Lisa?!?!ò Colin demanded once again. 

ñIé donôté know,ò Catherine replied breathlessly. 

ñWrong answer,ò Colin said. Then tapping his companion on the shoulder, the 

two men switched places. 

As Catherine began to crumple to the floor, Colin took hold of her with one arm 

and pulled her up. Towering threateningly over her he spoke softly. ñAll right, 

letôs try again, shall we?ò  

He then nodded to his companion and several rotted pieces of wood went flying 

as the man used his arm to break a decaying portion of the wall.  

ñYou see,ò Colin began in a sickeningly sweet tone that made the hair on 

Catherineôs arms stand up. ñItôs just that easy with a human limb. Johnôs done it a 

thousand times, havenôt you, John?ò 

John, Catherine took note of the manôs name. His name is John. 

Both men smiled eerily, as if contemplating breaking her bones gave them some 

sort of sick pleasure. 
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Colin reached up with his free hand and gently brushed the hair from Catherineôs 

face, making her feel nauseous at his touch. ñAnd you wouldnôt be the first 

womanðò  

His words were suddenly interrupted by the unmistakable sound of Vincentôs 

rage, as he came crashing through the filthy skylight just above their heads. 

Shards of glass and debris fell on John as Colin grabbed Catherine attempting to 

use her as a human shield from whatever it was that had interrupted his little 

faire la fête.  

As Catherine struggled with Colin, Vincent lashed out at John, slashing his face 

before throwing him through a wall.  

Satisfied that John posed no more danger, Vincent turned to Colin in time to see 

him holding a gun to Catherineôs head. When Vincent bared his teeth, Colin 

decided to point the gun in Vincentôs direction.  

In a split -second, Catherine saw that Vincent was in grave danger. She knew 

instantly that she must do something, or she and Vincent would both be dead. 

Either that or Vincent w ill have another death on his conscience to deal with, 

she realized. 

I wonôt let him carry this burden alone,  she decided in that instant . Not 

anymore ! 

Whether it was her street-fighting training with Isaac Stubbs or sheer animal 

instinct, she found the strength to swing her elbow into Colinôs gut with all her 

might. As he doubled over, she grabbed for the gun, and they began to struggle 

for their lives. Catherine knew she had no choice but to overpower him.    

Vincent stood frozen, watching in horror as the scene played before his eyes. 

When the gun went off, Vincent felt his heart stop in terror . Rushing to 

Catherine, he embraced her from behind, as Colin, mortally wounded, fell to the 

floor.  

Vincent lowered Catherine to the floor as she seemed to go limp in his arms.  

As he checked her for injuries, she breathlessly assured him, ñIôm okayé Iôm 

okay.ò 

I almost lost her , he thought as he rocked her back and forth. I almost lost her. 

Holding her ever tighter he pressed his cheek against her head and kissed her 

hair.  

ñCatherineé oh, Catherineéò he whispered as he continued to rock back and 

forth.  

ñIôm okayé Iôm okayéò she said again. 
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No, Catherine, Vincent thought. You are not okayé WE  are not okay.   

 

 

Three Weeks Lateré 

It was nearly midnight when Vincent entered Fatherôs study with his cloak folded 

over one arm.  He stood at the top of the steps silently watching as Jacob read 

from one of his favorite volumes. The Tunnel community slumbered at this late 

hour and the pipes were quiet. It was the only time of day that Jacob Wells was 

able to spare a little time for himself and Vincent was reluctant to disturb him.  

   By Michaela Buzsaki Struchova 



Iôm Okay, Iôm Okay  by Barbara Anderson  

44 
 

ñAre you going to just stand there? Or are you coming in?ò Father asked, peering 

over the top of his glasses. 

ñIôm sorry to disturb you, Father,ò Vincent replied. ñI know you have precious 

little time for yourself.ò 

ñIs there something on your mind, son?ò Jacob asked, even though he could 

clearly see that there was.  

Vincent came down the steps and laid his cloak over the chair in front of Fatherôs 

desk but chose to keep standing. 

Noticing the cloak, Father said. ñYouôre going Above, I see.ò 

ñYes, Ié I received word from Catherine that Lisa testified in front of the grand 

jury today. It appears that her testimony will put her, uhmé the man she was 

involved with behind bars for quite some time.ò 

ñAnd what is to become of Lisa?ò Father asked, worried what havoc she might 

cause if she wished to return to the Tunnels. His concerns were quickly put to 

rest. 

ñShe is in protective custody until the trial is over.ò Vincent informed him. ñé or 

until the prosecutor is satisfied that there is no longer any danger to her. I donôt 

know what will happen after that.ò 

ñAnd I suppose you are going above to see her one last timeé to bid her 

farewell?ò 

ñNoéò Vincent replied, leaning on the back of the chair with both hands. ñLisa 

and Ié we have already said our goodbyes. Iôm going to see Catherine. I need to 

tell heré about Lisaé about what happened between usé about what I did to 

her.ò 

Father removed his glasses and scrutinized his son. ñDo you think thatôs wise?ò 

Vincentôs blue eyes clouded over. ñI donôt know if itôs ówiseôò he replied. ñWhat I 

do know  is that itôs the right thing to do. It is what I must do.ò 

Father considered Vincentôs words carefully. ñYou told me once that it was 

Catherineé your relationship with heré that was the only thing keeping you 

alive. Do you still believe that?ò 

Vincent nodded. ñYes,ò he answered simply. 

 The expression on his face was impossible for Father to read.  

ñIôve been wrestling with this ever since Lisa returned,ò Vincent continued. ñThe 

guilt of keeping it from Catherine has become unbearable. She deserves to know 

the truth.ò 
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Father leaned forward, looking at his son with great concern. ñAnd you are 

willing to risk what the two of you share by telling her this truth?ò 

Vincent began to pace back and forth, clearly agitated. ñI mustéò he finally said. 

ñI owe her that much.ò 

ñEven if it means you might drive her away for good?ò  

Jacob realized the irony of his attempt to convince Vincent to change his mind. 

There was a time when I would have welcomed any reason for Catherine to stay 

away from him, he acknowledged. Now I fear what will happen if she does.  

ñWhen Catherine was here for the first timeéò Vincent tried to explain as he 

leaned against the desk. ñéwhen she was healingé I promised her that she was 

safe hereé with me. She believed me, Father. She trusted me. Can you imagine 

what that meant for meé to me? For someone as beautiful, and fine, and gentle 

as Catherineé even after what happened to heré that she could trusté me. It 

meant the world to me.ò 

ñYes,ò Father replied. ñI know it did, but you have never broken that promise, 

Vincent. She has always been safe with you. You have saved her life on more than 

one occasionðò  

ñAnd she has saved mine, Fatheré in more ways than one,ò he said, beginning to 

pace again. ñHer courage has saved me as well as others who live here on many 

occasionséò Then turning to face his father, ñéincluding you.ò 

ñI know that, Vincenté and I am gratefulé truly I am é for all she has doneé all 

she has come to mean to this community. But I still do not understand why you 

feel the need to tell her the truth nowé after all this time.ò 

ñBecause I made another promise as wellé when she was bandagedé 

frightenedé in the dark. I promised her that I would never withhold the truth 

from her.ò 

Father looked perplexed. ñYou promised her what?ò He stood up, shocked by 

what Vincent had revealed to him. ñHow could youé? I meanéò he stammered. 

ñWhyé would you? When you knewéò 

ñWhen I knew I could never keep that promise?ò 

The two men stared at each other.  

Vincent threw his hands up in despair. ñBecause Ié I wanted her to feel safeéò 

Vincent tried to explain. ñé and because I wanted it to be true.ò He dropped 

heavily into the chair next to the desk and slumped in despair and regret, holding 

his head in his hands. 
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ñóWeôve never withheld the truth from each other,ôò he said in a whisper. ñThatôs 

what she said. That is what she believedé until now. Now she knowsé she knows 

that I have always  withheld the truth from her.ò He looked up at his father again. 

ñIôve betrayed her trust, Fatheré Iôve broken my promise.ò 

ñIs that why she has stayed away for the past few weeks?ò Father inquired. 

ñBecause she is angry?ò 

ñNoéò Vincent huffed at the very thought and shook his head. ñCatherine is not 

angry. I have felt many emotions in her over the last three weeks, but anger is not 

one of themé although I believe it would be justified.ò 

ñHow can you be so certain that she isnôt angry?ò Father insisted. 

ñBecause I can feel her, Father,ò Vincent said, putting his hand over his heart. ñI 

can feel that sheôs worried and  hurté even disappointed. I can only guess because 

I have let her downé perhaps because I didnôt trust her enough to tell her the 

truth in the first place. But over all of thaté I can feel her love for meé a love I 

am not worthy of. I expected that she might attempt to close herself off to me, but 

if anything, it feels as ifé as if her heart is more open than it has ever beené as if 

she is consciously trying to communicate her love through the Bond we share.ò 

Father was confused. ñIf she wants to communicate with you, why doesnôt she 

just come here and speak with you in person?ò 

ñBecause I shut her out. And becauseéò Vincent sighed heavily. ñéwhen she 

asked what Lisa meant to me, Ié I was so consumed with shame that I couldnôt 

bring myself to tell her the truth. Instead, Ié I closed the portal and left her 

standing alone in the darké in Central Parké in the middle of the nightéò He 

shook his head in disgust as he recalled his actions of that night. ñThat act in itself 

is unforgivable. But instead of being angryé she is waiting for me to come to 

heré in my own timeé when I  am ready. She still has faith that I will.ò 

Vincent stood again and resumed pacing the floor. ñAll this timeéò He clenched 

his fists and growled in frustration. ñAll this timeé I told myself that I was 

keeping the truth from her because I didnôt want to frighten her. But now I 

realizeéò He sat down again, not wanting to utter the hopeless truth aloud. 

Finally in a much more subdued tone, he admitted, ñNow I realize that I was 

afraid that if she knew what I truly amé what I am capable ofé that she would 

turn from meé that the dream we share would crumble to dust in my hands.ò 

Opening his hands, he looked down and hated what he saw. He hated his great, 

hairy, clawed, and deadly hands. Hands he was convinced could never safely love 

someone as beautiful and fine as Catherine. 
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ñAnd now you are ready?ò Father asked quietly, trying not to agitate his son any 

further. ñYou have kept the truth from her all this time. What has changedé what 

is different now?ò 

Vincent looked into his fatherôs eyes. ñShe killed a man.ò Saying it out loud made 

it seem more real somehow. ñShe killed a mané trying to protect me.ò 

Father sat forward in his chair, unsure he had heard correctly. ñCatherine did 

what?ò he asked incredulously. 

ñThe night I brought her here, bloody and beatené the night Lisaôs bodyguard 

abducted her off the street. They were trying to force her to tell them where Lisa 

was, but she would never betray our secret. By the time I reached her, she had 

already been badly beatenéò He stopped, horrified by the memory and the 

possibility of what could have happened to her. ñWe fought with themé I killed 

one. Catherine was struggling with the other. He pointed his gun at her head and 

then at me.ò 

Father listened in horror. ñGood Heavenôs, Vincent!ò he exclaimed.  

ñWhen he pointed the gun at me, Ié I saw somethingé a flash of something in 

her eyesé a primal fear when she realized he was going to kill meé and suddenly 

sheéò 

ñWhat? Vincenté please tell me,ò Father begged. 

ñShe becameé differenté menacing and wild. She hit him with a strength beyond 

her own, and they began to wrestle for the gun. He was much larger than her, but 

she was so fierceé somehow, she overpowered him, and thené the gun went off. 

He closed his eyes momentarily against the vision.  

ñIn those few momentséò he finally said. ñI saw something in her thatéò  

ñSomething that you have only ever seen in yourself?ò Jacob suggested. 

Vincent looked at Father in disbelief. And yet, he knew it was true. ñShe killed 

that mané to protect me. She risked her own life to save mine becauseéò He fell 

silent at the very thought.  

ñébecause she loves you,ò Father said, finishing his sentence. ñShe loves you 

more than she loves her own lifeé with the same intensity and fierceness that you 

love her.ò 

Vincent nodded somberly. ñBut that love is based on lies, half-truths, and broken 

promises. That is why I must tell her. She must know that I am not worthy of her 

love.ò 

ñMy boy,ò Jacob replied tenderly. ñIf only those who were worthy of love received 

ité this world would be a very dark and miserable place.ò  
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Refusing to be comforted, Vincent replied, ñAt the very least, Father, she deserves 

to know what I truly amé that it is not safe for her to love meé or for me to love 

her. She must know that the things she dreams for usé can never be. These 

handsé can never love her.ò He held his hands out to Jacob, as if to prove what 

he was saying was true.  

ñEven if it destroys what the two of you share, together?ò Jacob asked, worried 

beyond measure for the life of his son. ñEven if it destroys you?ò  

ñYesé even if it destroys me,ò Vincent said resolutely. ñI owe her that much.ò 

ñAnd what if it destroys Catherine?ò Jacob asked. 

Vincent shuddered at the thought of causing her more pain, but he could see no 

other path. Shaking his head, he answered, ñI donôt know, Father. She nearly 

went to her grave not knowing the truth I have kept from her. What I do know is 

that continuing to keep the truth from her will destroy what we have. I can feel it 

has already begun. Catherine must be free to decide for herself and to do what 

she must. I promised her once that I would never withhold the truth from her. Itôs 

time I started keeping that promise.ò 

Father stood and came around the desk. Putting a hand on Vincentôs shoulder, he 

said, ñThen I will be praying for you, Vincenté I will be praying for you both.ò 

Vincent stood to embrace the man who had loved him and stood by him through 

thick and thin his entire life. ñThank you, Father,ò hugging him tightly.  ñThank 

you.ò 

 

 

Vincent had been standing in the darkest corner of Catherineôs balcony for more 

than an hour. The apartment was dark, and Catherine was sleeping, albeit 

restlessly.  

He sighed, remembering the first time he had come to her balcony. I hid in this 

very corner,  he thought. She welcomed me with open arms. 

This may be the last time I ever come to her balcony, he realized. He could feel 

his heart beating in his ears as he contemplated the words he must say to make 

Catherine understand the truth of what he was. Trying to imagine how  he might 

go on with his life without her in it filled his heart with dread.  

Catherine was the end of my aloneness, he thought. I donôt know if I have the 

strength to face it again.  
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As he looked toward the room where she slept, her bedroom light came on, softly 

illuminating the balcony through her sheer curtains. Sheôs not sleeping well, he 

realized. Is it because of me? he wondered.  

Just then the door opened, and Catherine stepped out. She looked like a vision of 

loveliness to Vincent as she stood breathing in the cool spring air. He knew the 

lights of the city always calmed her. He didnôt have to guess at what she was 

thinking . He could feel the aching in her heart and knew that he was the cause of 

it.  

ñCatherine,ò he whispered, trying not to frighten her. 

She turned toward him and smiled softly. ñI wonder if Iôll ever not be surprised to 

see you there,ò she said, welcoming him with all her heart. 

Instead of being warmed by the love she conveyed, he was convicted by it. 

Unable to look into her eyes, he bowed his head in shame. ñWeôve never withheld 

the truth from each other,ò he uttered with deep regret. 

ñNo,ò was her simple reply. 

ñCatherineéò He breathed deeply, summoning the courage to go on. ñThere are 

things I must tell you about who I amé and what  I am.ò 

Catherine approached him carefully, knowing instinctively how fragile and 

vulnerable he was in that moment. ñVincent,ò she said, speaking slowly and 

clearly as she walked toward him.  She wanted to be sure that he understood 

exactly what she was saying to him. ñéto meé youôre beautiful.ò 

He closed his eyes and let her heartfelt words wash over him, wishing to the very 

depths of his soul that they were true. Then forcing himself to look her in the 

eyes, he said, ñWhat I have to tell you is not beautifulé itôs terrifying and 

shameful, but it  is the truth.ò  

Drawing ever closer, she opened her heart fully to him, and looking into his pain 

filled eyes, she said, ñThen I want to hear it.ò  

ñItôs about Lisa and what she meant in my life,ò he began. 

And in that moment, old and deep wounds finally began to be healed. 
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Every Time I See Your Face 
by Judith Nolan  

 

 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

òWe delight in the beauty of the butterfly, but rarely admit  
the changes it has gone through to achieve that beautyéó  

Maya Angelou 

 

 

                    neeling before the Mirror Pool, Vincent had never felt so lost and 

                  alone in every fibre of his being. His chin rested on his upper chest, his 

eyes staring unseeing at the moonôs steady path across the surface of the pool. 

Heôd come here to think, and to plan, to make some sense of what it was that 

plagued his sleep, and driven him to wander the tunnels alone.  

But all his thinking and planning had only led to one inescapable conclusion. He 

could not live without seeing Catherine again. His single visit to her balcony a 
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week ago hadnôt slaked his need to feast his eyes on her beautiful face. A face he 

would have known in a sea of ten thousand faces. So etched was her image in his 

troubled mind.  

Earlier in the evening, he'd sought Fatherôs wise counsel once more, trying to 

make some sense of these feelings that roiled within him. But all Jacob could 

offer was the same sad truth. ñYou are well aware any further association with her 

will only end in  your ultimate unhappiness. I would spare you that, my son. You 

know it cannot be. Itôs impossible.ò 

Vincent had responded tiredly. ñThen Iôm prepared to be unhappy. But I simply 

cannot forget her. She is connected to me in ways I am only just beginning to 

understand. I feel and understand all she is thinking and feeling.ò 

Father had shaken his head sadly but forbade to comment. He knew all too well 

where this strained conversation was leading and he wanted no part of it. 

Vincentôs breath had rushed from him in a great sigh. ñFor your sake, Father, I 

wish I did not feel this way, but it is inescapable.ò 

At a loss, Father had done his best to comfort him. ñVincent, your empathic 

powers are extraordinary. Itôs the gift you were born with. Do not allow that same 

gift to destroy you now.ò 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 
 By Lynette Parker 
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Vincent had felt the weight of his whole being crushing his chest, making it 

difficult to breathe. ñIf it is to be, then so be it.ò 

He had left Fatherôs chamber before he said something they would both regret. 

There was no way back now. The die had been cast and he was tangled in feelings 

and emotions he had never known before, let alone had any control over. 

He became aware of the angle of the moonôs path. It signalled that it was already 

late. Soon it would be too late to go Above in time to beat the sunrise. 

He rose slowly to his full height. His dusty cloak unfolded to swing around his 

ankles as he turned away from the pool. 

He sensed Catherine had finally left her desk at the D.A.ôs office and was heading 

for home. He would meet her there if only to see her again and speak with her for 

one final time.  

 

 

Catherine walked from the elevator to her apartment on feet that ached cruelly. 

She longed to kick off her shoes.  

She needed to take a long, hot shower and then tumble into bed. She couldnôt 

even think about food, even though her empty stomach growled a soft protest. It 

had been hours since sheôd eaten. 

ñThank God tomorrow is Saturday,ò she murmured as she inserted her key into 

the lock on her apartment door.  

The whole week had been a nightmare of continuances and long days and nights. 

She had no intention of moving from the warmth of her bed until at least midday. 

And if she spent the rest of the day in her old grey sweatpants and top, who was 

going to see or care? 

She pushed the door shut behind her with her heel, turning to lock it before 

kicking off her shoes, uncaring where they landed. Her heavy shoulder bag got 

dumped onto the end of one of her dinky couches. She stretched thankfully, 

trying to ease all the kinks and knots from her aching spine. 

ñShower and then bed,ò she decided, not bothering to turn on any lights as she 

made her way toward the bedroom. 
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It was then that she saw the large shadow pass across her balcony curtains before 

turning and walking back again.  

ñVincent?ò she breathed disbelievingly, not quite trusting the evidence of her 

grainy eyes. 

She rubbed a hand across them, blinked and looked again. The shadow remained, 

now pinned like a giant moth to the very centre of the curtains as he became 

aware of her presence. 

ñVincentéò Catherineôs heartbeat picked up with gratitude and anticipation.  

She hadnôt expected to see him ever again. He had said he would not return. 

There had been no more books or messages. Sheôd thought of seeking him out but 

knew her efforts to find him would be in vain.  

All she could do was wait and hope he would come back to her. And now he had. 

ñVincent!ò Her pulse rate increased as she flew across the darkened lounge to 

throw the curtains back.  

He was there, on the other side of the windows, watching her with fathomless 

eyes, darkened in the fitful moonlight. Her fingers fumbled with the window 

catch, as she sought to reach the shelter of his embrace. 

His impatience communicated itself to h er as she finally managed to work the 

locks and shove the windows wide. She jumped up the single step and onto the 

tiled balcony, throwing herself headlong into his arms.  

ñCatherineéò His strong arms closed around her once more and it was like 

coming home.  

ñVincentéò She breathed into the quilted grey fabric of his vest. 

All thoughts of a shower and bed deserted her as she pushed even closer into him, 

trying to hold as much of him against her as she could. She nuzzled her face into 

the curve of his shoulder, turning her cheek to rest against him. 

ñI didnôt think I would see you ever againéò she whispered raggedly. 

ñI had no thought of returningéò he replied pressing his lips against her hair. 

ñBut I could not get your face out of my mindéò 

ñIôve felt the same way,ò Catherine murmured. ñI kept seeing you in my dreams. 

We walked together in the sunshine.ò 
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ñYeséò Vincent sighed. ñI know I must forget you, butéò He shook his head 

slowly. 

ñIôve tried,ò Catherine replied. ñI know we cannot go on meeting here, but what 

choice do we have? We have no place in each otherôs worlds.ò 

ñIt seems we have no choice,ò Vincent told her, in a resigned tone. ñSometimes I 

think there are forces at work here that we can only guess at.ò 

Catherine nodded. ñI think the same.ò She turned her head to look out over the 

moonlit city. ñSometimes it seems as if thereôs someone or something out there 

smiling at us.ò 

ñYeséò Vincent pulled back to look down at her, seeing her tired eyes and 

slumped shoulders. ñPerhaps wishing us well.ò 

ñI would love to think so, Vincent.ò Catherine lifted one of his hands to her lips, 

kissing the back of it softly. 

ñYouôre tiredéò he said softly, moving back further still but keeping his free hand 

resting on her slim shoulder. ñYou should sleepéò 

ñYeséò Catherine sighed gustily.  

Now she didnôt feel like sleeping. She wanted to rest against his warmth and 

strength. She wanted him beside her and with her. 

Her small fingers twined eagerly through his, clutching them tightly. ñCome 

insideéò  

ñIé shouldnôtéò Vincent drew back sharply. ñI should go. I cannot stay.ò 

ñYes, you can. Come inside with meéò Catherine persisted, her fingers tightening 

around his, tugging gently. 

ñYou need to sleepéò 

ñI will sleep if you are with me to watch over me,ò Catherine persisted, her grasp 

on his hand becoming even more insistent. ñCome inside with me, pleaseéò 

ñIéò Vincent tried to hold his ground against her appeal for comfort.  

He knew she was asking for no more than his warmth. His uncomplicated 

presence beside her. He was aware he could break the fragile contact at any 

moment and leave her standing there, alone. 
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He became aware he couldnôt do that. He couldnôt turn and walk away. He had 

looked into her face again and been lost to all caution. He sighed deeply as he 

allowed her small hand to draw him into the darkness of the living room.  

He turned to push the doors closed with his free hand, twisting the lock back into 

place. Now the soft darkness greeted them. 

ñCome hereéò Catherine encouraged him toward one of her small couches. ñSit 

downéò 

ñItôs too small. It may not hold meéò Vincent complained worriedly as he eased 

his bulk down onto the tiny piece of furniture.  

ñIf you break it,  Iôll buy a new, sturdier one.ò Catherine chuckled as she followed 

him down.  

She curled her legs beneath her as she nestled herself against him, burrowing 

deep into his solid warmth. Vincent lifted his arm around her shoulders, 

sheltering her beneath the vast wing of his cloak. 

ñSleepéò he encouraged, resting his cheek against her hair. ñI will be here when 

you wake up.ò 

ñPromise?ò Catherine asked sleepily. ñThe sun might be up by then.ò 

ñI promise even if the sun is up by thenéò Vincent sighed as he closed his eyes 

and silence settled in the room. 

ñThen youôll have to stay here for the whole day,ò Catherine breathed. ñFather will 

not be pleasedéò  

ñI think I could manage thatéò Vincent smiled as her breathing evened out and 

he knew she was asleep.  

Unknown to her, there was the small sound of her empty stomach rumbling. He 

rubbed his cheek on the top of her head, knowing she hadnôt eaten all day. 

He turned to kiss her hair softly. ñAnd in the morning I will make you some of 

Williamôs excellent pancakes,ò he promised with a smile. ñItôs just as well 

tomorrow is Saturdayéò 
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We Walked For Miles Togetheré 
by Cindy Rae 

 

 
 

 

 

Many thanks to Barbara for the inspiring graphic . 

**  

ñItôs a remarkable thingé to feel the beat of a womanôs hearté on a distant 

shore.ò ï Father,   A Distant Shore 

 By Barbara Anderson 
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                     e walked for miles together.  

 

I read your words in the letter you sent. I hear them in some part, some deep part 

of myself, and I understand them. I hear them in my mind, Catherine, your voice, 

soft and breathless, speaking to me, speaking to my inner ear. So, I hear them 

there é 

 

And I hear them in my heart.  

 

You had gone, and I was missing you. Three thousand miles stood between us, 

still stand between us. I felt the distance even as I felt your nearness. I closed my 

eyes just for the pleasure of feeling your heartbeat. 

I was wistful the other day.  

Wistful because you were goneé wistful because you are in California, and I felt 

lonely. 

I sat by the mirror pool and contemplated the wateré how the same water that 

fills the place might have, in times past, been where you are now. How some gift 

of rain or ocean tides, or é magicé might have carried it to me, to this room of 

memories, so far awayé so far from you and where you step right now. 

Where you step on that distant shore. 

 

We walked for miles together.  

 

Did you see me there, on that shoreline with you? You write that you did. But did 

you feel it, as well? Like a dream you never thought to have, but one that was 

somehow, some way, happening to you? And you knew that it was, that it was all 

true, and all good, and that this magic, this wonderment, thisé impossibilityé it 

was yours, and you could keep it? Forever? 

 I touched my hand to the water before me and I did. I saw it. I felt  it.  
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I did, Catherineé 

We walked. And there was sand beneath my boots. And a quick rising sun over 

my shoulder. The sun warmed the air. It kissed your soft cheek. The wind played 

in your hair, and all I could think wasé 

 That I so wanted to be that sun, to be that wind. 

 

We walked for miles togetheré 

 

There were gulls in the sky, like the ones we saw that October - no, not October, 

by then it was the first day of November - morning, when the sun came up by the 

river. There were gulls then tooé the same, but differenté so different. 

I canôt explain ñwhy.ò 

Perhaps itôs because these were ñourò gulls, yours and mine, together. I donôt 

know. For how could I be certain about anything now? You are three thousand 

miles distant, and I, I amé I wasé 

Walkingé with you. 

Our gulls dove for breakfast and made a screeching cry. The sound made you 

smile and the gentle, ocean waves lapped at your feet. You were dressed in 

gossamer white, and I should have been too warm inside my heavy cape, but I 

wasnôt. I wasnôt, Catherine. 

How strange that that is a thing I am thinking of, when there is so much else to 

think about. The sun was hot, and I was dressed as I always am. Yet, I wasnôt 

uncomfortable there, walking with you. I felt like I belonged.  

You in your summer dress and me in the heavy cape I wear all yearé we looked 

like two strangers from different places, from different times, perhaps. Like two 

lost travelers whoôd stumbled upon each other on that wave-swept beach. 

The sand was beautiful and soft, and it yielded to us as we passed. It was two 

different shades of tan, dark where the waves brushed it smooth and glistening 

with salt crystals where the water couldnôt reach it and the sun had baked it dry. 

In some places it was almost white. 

But not as white as your lovely dress. Not as light, as airy asé 
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As the way I felt. 

As the way we felt.  

Summer and Winter, we looked like opposites, walking along that shore, yet also 

like we belonged together somehow. Perhaps thatôs something the ocean does. It 

makes everything look like it belongs there. 

Or perhaps thatôs just what we do. What a blessing to believe thatôs true, if it is. 

Still, we looked like opposites there, strolling along the sand. Like two different 

parts of a mismatched set. I suppose we always do. I suppose we always will. 

But a mismatched set is still a set. Itôs still a thing that has found belonging, no 

matter how unlikely.  

I smile at that. We are unlikelyé yet we are happening, just the same. We donôt 

match and shouldnôt be together, except for the part of us that insists we do, and 

we should. We were there, impossible us, on that impossible beach I never sawé 

until I did. And we looked like we belonged there.  

For I felt  like I belonged with you thereé like I belonged near that ocean, being 

caressed by the same wind that was caressing youé like I was a part of it, just like 

the waves and the sand and the gulls were a part of it. 

And youé beautiful you. You looked like you belonged there, of course. And for 

once in my life, on a bright, sunny morning, I felt as if I looked like I did too. I 

looked like I belonged. 

I canôt explain it. 
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For how can anyone explain what it feels like to be part of someone elseôs 

dream, even as youôre a part of your own? 

 

We walkedé and walkedé for miles. 

 

You had a hat. A thing Iôve never seen you wear, yet you had one. It was white, 

and wide-brimmed. I think it was supposed to protect your fair skin from 

burning, but you carried it in your hand the whole way.  

And in your other handé 

You carried me. 

You reached for me, as you always do, no thought of the fierceness of my nails or 

the roughness of my work-calloused palm, and my hand slid into yours, 

welcomed and accepted. Every time I take your hand in mine, a part of me 

whispers a wordé just a small word. 

A word you are very far away from right now. 

Home. 

Every time I touch you, a part of me whispers that word. Itôs a thing Iôve never 

told you. 

Home. You feel like ñhomeò to me. 

But what I cannot help but wonder isé 

How can I feel like Iôm ñhomeò when we are both walking on a distant shore? 

How can I feel like ñhomeò when nothing I see is familiar, save the lovely sight of 

you? 

I see you in profile as we walk. The beloved face I could draw from memory, and 

yet, it looks different here. More relaxed. More content. More ñyou.ò Perhaps 

more you than youôve ever been. 

Am I more ñmeò as well? 

Your eyes are the same color as the ocean, and the sun blush on your cheek is the 

softest peach-and-pink shade youôll ever find on the inside of a seashell. You turn 

your face toward the ocean, and even your profile is obscured from me, for a 

moment.  
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You watch the waves glint with the rising sun, and I can feel your smile. Youôre 

pleased. Pleased with this place. Pleased with the morning sun and the cry of the 

gulls and the smell of the salt and the gentle sound the water makes as it slips 

back and forth on the darkened sand. 

In an eons-long dance that never ends, the water moves, and the sand either gets 

pushed up, or swept away, as the sun climbs. 

I suppose itôs always been that way. 

But youôre pleased with all of it, so pleased, so content, and so happy just to be 

there. 

And youôre pleased with me. Youôre pleased that Iôm there. There, and with you. 

For who would want to take such a walk alone?  

I know I wouldnôt, and neither would you. 

Your fingers tighten on my hand, just a little, just a reassuring squeeze that lets 

me know that weôre here together, and that you see it all, feel it all, love it allé 

even meé especially me. 

Do you have any idea what a gift it is you give me, Catherine? 

Safe. Weôre safe now. 

Itôs the last thing I should be thinking, out here in the open, my hood down 

around my shoulders, away from all the hiding places I use, away from my family, 

my Tunnels and my home. 

But you are ñhome.ò Iôve confessed it already. So perhaps, in being with you, Iôm 

not so very far away from that after all.  

The sun lays claim to all the shadows, as it shrinks them away. Shadows I live in. 

Shadows I use to protect myself, as I have to hide from strangers, to keep myself 

safe from hate and from harm.  

A thousand prying eyes could be spying on us. Iôm too far from shelter and the 

cool night, with its concealing darkness, is nowhere near. 

I should feel exposed or on my guard, or at the very least, concerned about it. But 

Iôm not. 

Safe. Weôre safe, now. 
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The beach holds no one but us. Yet, I cannot help but feel that even if a throng 

were present, they would all just nod ñgood morningò and smile at us, as they 

walked along, enjoying the beach as we are, taking in the sounds of the gulls and 

the feel of the noon sun as it reaches its zenith. I feel that we could walk, and 

walk, and no one would look twice. I know that it is fancy, that it is fantasy.  

But isnôt that what all of this is? We walked for miles together. 

The sun climbs higher and the sky turns the palest shade of blue known to the 

human eye. The sea glitters, as the breeze teases the water into choppy peaks. 

They rise and fall, holding to their own rhythm. The sea changes constantly, as 

the waves move. 

I suppose you canôt look at the same ocean twice. 

Which is an amazing thing to think, sinceé how can I even be looking at this one? 

But I am. I am looking at it. As Iôm watching you look at it. 

 

We walked for miles together.  

The sand weôre walking on drizzled out of the box you sent. I have the shell near 

me and I swear that if I hold it close, I can hear it whisper. It has a secret, one I 

donôt have the words foré ocean wordsé ones that rise and fall with the rhythm 

of the tide, in a language everyone hears, but no one uses anymore, if they ever 

did. A language only shells rememberé a language only spoken in soft, shell-

whispers. I hear it and try to understand it. I hear it and try to let all my 

understanding go. 

Perhaps itôs trying to tell me all that itôs seen. Perhaps itôs trying to tell me what 

journeys itôs taken, what stories it knows, what wisdom itôs learned. 

Or perhaps it only wants to tell me what it felt like to be held in your handé held 

protectively, and with love.  

Perhaps there is just that, in its whispering sound. 

I squeeze your fingers back, on our beach-swept walk. Just an answering pressure 

to yours, letting you know that I already know that feeling, that pleasure has 

already been mineé that of all the pleasures of this day, that one feeling, that 

sensation of your hand in mineé that  is the one I would trade all the rest of it to 

have, if I had to. 
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But I donôt have to. I donôt have to trade anything for that feeling, that wonderful 

ñtake your breath awayò feeling of your hand in mineé because you always gave 

that to me, freely. 

You embraced me the day you left my world for yours, but you took both my 

hands in yours only months later.  

Months later, the night I came to your balcony.  

You reached for my hands and tugged me down, wanting me to stay, wanting me 

to be with you. Iôll never forget that moment, never forget how it felt, how good it 

was, how kind it was, how muché 

How much it opened the world for me.  

The world,  Catherine. 

Not just ñyour worldò or ñmy worldò or the world beyond my Tunnels or your 

balconyé but all the worldé the entire thingé the whole world, and all of its 

parts, dark and light.  

This world, for instance. This world on a beach, pacing a shoreline Iôll never really 

see, watching a sun that, for me, is already setting, thanks to the difference in 

time between here and there. 



We Walked for Miles Together by Cindy Rae 

69 
 

As we walk together, the still-bright sun arcs over us, and the sandy shoreline is 

dotted with large, black, seaweed covered stones. They look like sentries whoôve 

been here a thousand yearsé as if theyôre silent witnesses to this walk, to this é 

miracle. 

I wonder how many other miracles theyôve seené 

And how many more theyôll see after weôre gone? 

How many times have they seen a first kiss, or a marriage proposal, or a child 

finding a special shell in the sand, one they gifted to someone they love, just for 

the pleasure of sharing it? How many times have they observed someone looking 

out into that great water and watched them make a decision that changed their 

lives? How many soft ñgoodbyes,ò and sweet ñhellosò have they witnessed, those 

stones? 

Well, here is one more miracle for them, I suppose. One for them, 

And one for me. For us. 

I never before truly understood that old saying, that you can treat life either as if 

nothing is a miracle or everything is.  

Well, I understand it now.  

Because weôre walking on a distant shore, hands entwined, and weôve come for 

miles, and the only thing thatôs about to stop us are our sentry-stones, our tall, 

silent companions. They block the path in spots. Itôs all right that they do. The 

day is passing its prime anyway. 

The sea is changing from blue to purple and I look at it and marvel. It will never 

look this way, not exactly this way again. And I was here. And I saw all of it. 

I look backwards, to the way we came, and our sandy footprints are a testament 

to how far weôve walked. They wind so far back that I canôt make out where we 

began, it was so far. 

Weôve come far, my Catherineé in more ways than one. 

The tide must be coming in, because it laps at your footprints and fills them with 

water. It changes their appearance from sharp to vague. The sea takes back its 

own, I suppose. Soon, it will claim my trail as well. Soon, it will erase all evidence 

that we ever came this way.  

Itôs all right that it does. I know we were here. 
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The sea is a friend to us. It will keep our secret. It will erase our footprints and tell 

not a soul of our passage. The water will keep moving, even if we are still. It will 

brush at the sand until no trace of our adventure remains. 

I smile inwardly to realize that the sea is a Helper.  

The waves push in, and the sound of the water is like a sigh. 

I sigh too. And the sound comes from a deep, contented place inside meé the 

same place where our bond first stirred to life. The place inside me that knows my 

aloneness is ended, that my heart is secure, that the woman I love will return to 

me. 

A place I remember, on a day I remember, where I donôt think either one of us 

spoke a word to the other é 

 

But we walked for miles, together.  

 

***  

 

No matter where you are in your own walk, I wish you love. - Cindy 4 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 
4 aƻǊŜ ƻŦ /ƛƴŘȅΩǎ ǎǘƻǊƛŜǎ Ŏŀƴ ōŜ ŦƻǳƴŘ ƛƴ ƘŜǊ ƭƛōǊŀǊȅ ƻƴ ǘƘŜ ¢ǊŜŀǎǳǊŜ /ƘŀƳōŜǊǎ ǿŜōǎƛǘŜ ŀǘ 
https://treasurechambers.com/FanFiction/CindyRae/librarycindy.html  

https://treasurechambers.com/FanFiction/CindyRae/librarycindy.html
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By Barbara Anderson 
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I always wanted to give voice to what Vincent was thinking and feeling during 

the concert scene in ñChamber Music,ò soé 

 

  

 

Written On The Rain 
by Anne Alden France 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Catherine: Is that lightning?  

Vincent: I think it was.  

~ ñChamber Musicò 

 

**  

Some love letters are written on paper or parchment,  

lined, or unlined. Others are written on the rain.  

**
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                offer you my cape but you refuse. Youôre kneeling beside me, arms out,  

                 palms up, your hands ready to catch the first raindrops. Your head is  

 upturned, and a sliver of moonlight has broken through the clouds, 

illuminating the grate above your beautiful head. The soft light is there, then 

gone. We both know a storm is about to break.  

All around me, my senses feel heightened. Thereôs a charge in the air. Above us 

the crowd mutters, restless and unsure. The leaves over our heads rustle, wind -

tossed, yet clinging. Thereôs a pressure in the air, mixed in with the Schubert. 

There just is. 

Thereôs an energy in you as well. Your skin is luminous. Your dress is lovely. I 

donôt have a name for the color, so caught it is between deep turquoise and 

emerald. Pearls dangle from your ears and swing as the thunder rumbles. The 

sound is chasing the lightningé the brief flash that, for just an instant, touched 

your face with silver.  

You are so beautifulé so beautiful to me. 

I sit here in silent wonderment, thinking of all this and drinking it in, just as the 

first drops of rain begin to fall. Cooler air rushes in and it lifts the silken tendrils 

of your hair.  

 If I had my journal near, Iôd be reaching for it, furiously scribbling down all Iôm 

thinking, all Iôm feeling right nowé writing it down like a love letter. 

A love letter, written on the rain.  

You laugh, and I love the sound, low and husky. Iôve always loved that sound. 

Your head is thrown back to catch everything above you, above us both, as the 

scattered raindrops are borne to the ground. The music still plays, and the low 

bass notes mingle with the next peal of rolling thunder. The storm starts in 

earnest. The crowd changes from restless to evacuating, as they give up on a 

night spent in the open air listening to the symphony. They give up.  

But you donôt give up. 

Moving your knees a little wider for balance, you wait to receive heavenôs gifts, 

as the clouds over your head split and spill. They send their bounty to us. You 

donôt give up and why should you? Why should you when there are such 

blessings to be had? 
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The concert-goers run for cover, and the rain begins pelting down. The grate is 

no protection from the wateré indeed, it begins to drip, great, fat drops mixed 

in with the smaller kind, and you laugh again, as you look my way.  

ñVincent! Itôs raining!ò 

Your smile is full of childish delight, and I can only answer with one of my own. 

It  is raining. It is. And for a reason both of us understand but neither of us can 

explain, weôre delighted by it. 

Youôre delighted by it. 

Footsteps run by overhead, some go right across the grate, but itôs okay. We 

know we wonôt be discovered. But oh, what they would see if they only knew to 

look down. What they would see, Catherine.  

They would see you. 

My Catherine, my love.  

For I can call you that in this love letter, this letter I compose only in my mind, 

this letter I send to you, written on the rain. I can whisper it here, tucked 

beneath the cross-hatched grate, with the ivy trailing down, and dripping. I can 

say it inside, and I know itôs real, andé it makes me smile. 

Almost as much as youôre smiling. 

The musicians are losing time, but youôre looking up again, palms still open to 

the rain, a Goddess accepting her Offering. Heaven shares its bounty with you 

and youôre getting wet. Your fine hair starts to darken, and then it starts to run. 

My love is a Mermaidé my love is a Queen. 

Everything south of Oz and North of Shangri -la. 

The rug weôre on is taking on water, and the sand near us will turn to mud, as 

the dry earth drinks its fill. The sounds of the Unfinished Symphony fade and 

falter, as the orchestra falters. Now the song is ñUnfinishedò in another way. 

That would make it t he unfinished Unfinished Symphony.  

I wonder if that would make Schubert smile?  

The orchestra gives up, just as the crowd did. But you never did. You never gave 

upé on us. 

The music is stopping, but I hear the orchestraôs tune in my head even as I write 

this moment on my heart. I know I will never forget it. Beautiful, beautiful, so 

beautifulé óShe walks in Beautyéô even when sheôs kneeling. 

I wonder what Byron would think of that?  
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I think to myself that I wish this moment would last foreveré then you change 

my mind by making it better. You turn to me joyfully laughing, drenched with 

rain, and you fall against me, turning in my arms so we can both look up at the 

grate, at the dappled moonlight, at the running patrons, the dripping ivy, the 

dark night sky, and all the rest of it, and I feel you against me, and I feel it all, 

see it all, love it allé with you. Iôm a part of something. A joyous part of a joyful 

something, and that feeling draws itself upon my heart, in a place that will 

never forget it, and will always hold it close.  

Just as I am holding you close. 

Your head rests on my shoulder and I swear it fits there, Catherine, it fits there 

so perfectly, as if that spot was made for this, was made for you. The rain keeps 

coming and the music is all gone. The crowd is thinning, and all I can think 

(again) isé 

 

I wish we could stay this way forever.  

It could rain on us all night and I wouldnôt care. The thunder could drown out 

our voices, and Iôd just call it ñmusic of a different kind.ò You could stay there, 



Written On The Rain by Anne Alden France 

77 
 

against me, my arm around you, your soft hand pushing your damp hair away 

from your face, and Iôd simply call it ñParadise.ò 

ñShe walks in beauty, like the nightéò 

I know we wonôt stay here much longer, but part of me wonders why we donôt 

just. 

Youôre happy in my arms and inside our Bond, and your hand rests on my 

chest, then your fingers clutch at my vest, holding tight, as a fresh torrent of 

rain comes through. You laugh again, at being pelted, a childôs sound of 

absoluteé glee. The shelter of the Tunnels is close, but you donôt want to move 

there. You want to stay here.  

Itôs then that I realize that you donôt want it to end either. I feel you chuckle 

against me as the wind pushes the rain through, and I know I will remember 

every detail I can, to save it for my journal later, so I can write down on paper 

what Iôm writing in my head now.  

I tighten my grip on your shoulder, just to let you know I feel as you do. We can 

stay. We can stay as long as you like, Catherine. 

Let the rain pour down, then subside. Let us sit here, covered in raindrops, the 

echoes of the music and the crowd, in heavenôs benediction and each other, with 

the strains of the Unfinished Symphony even more unfinished now, trailing in 

our ears. Let us hear the remnants of the crowd fade to nothing, as the storm 

passes over us. Let the lightning fade to distant flickers. Let the thunder grow 

softer, as it rolls across the night sky. Let the rain follow it and go where it will.  

 New York will show it where to go. It always does. New York is large. It 

contains multitudes.  

And then, when it has all passed, thené then let there be peace in the stillness 

that follows. The kind of peace I told you about, more special nowé now 

because you are here, and youôre sharing it with me. 

With meé here, in a place that will never be the same for meé for us. 

You are the end of my aloneness. Iôve never felt that more than I do right now. 

I need to remember all of this. I need to remember that it started with the 

lightning. I want to record every detail. I want to read the story of it and re -

read it, fascinated and whole. I need to remember all of it so I can write it down 

on paper. 

No. Wait. No. No, I donôt. I donôt need to do that. I can justé enjoy this moment. 

Enjoy it, content that it all is as it is, and whether it happens again tomorrow or 

never again, I know Iôll always hold the memory of it close. 
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  Her Soul Made Manifest by Barbara Anderson 

As close as Iôm holding you now. 

Absent paper, I can only write on what is near. Very well then.  

I have my odd love letter already written, already completeé my unusual, 

storm -soaked billet-doux. Thisé ephemeral confession of my love for you and 

for all that we are togetheré 

Written on the Rain.  

 

 

Up sprung deft shadowy patterns by degrees,  

And natureôs face her soul made manifest.  

~ óRain in Summerô by William Stanley Braithwaite 
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   By Lynette Parker 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 

80 
 

 



 

81 
 

A Year Ago, Tonight 
by Allison  

 

 

ñ          

          t was a year ago, tonight.ò  

 

Catherine turned at the whispered sound of his voice behind her.  
Vincent held out his arms in welcome. ''How remarkable you are, remembering 

such a dark moment with dancing light.''  

Catherine took a step towards him. ''I found hope again that night. I found you.''  

They kept walking until they were close enough to touch. Vincent reached out and 

gently took Catherine in his arms. As she laid her head gently on his shoulder, 

Vincent whispered, ñEvery moment since that night, I'm reminded of what a gift 

life is.''  

Catherine lifted her head and smiled. Vincent looked at Catherine for a long 

moment then asked.  

"Are you busy tomorrow night?"  

"I don't have anything planned. Just a quiet evening home. Why?" Catherine 

replied. 

Vincent hesitated, then quietly murmured. "Would you meet me in the park by 

the drainage culvert?"  

"Of course, I will."  

Vincent slowly released her, then walked to the balcony wall. "I wish to show you 

a place." 

"Something new?'' she asked. 

"No, but it's a place I think you should see." 

"All right, I'll meet you."  

Vincent inclined his head at her agreement, then slowly placed one leg over the 

balcony wall.  

"Until then, Catherine."  

''Until then," she whispered as he slowly disappeared from view. 
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The next day Catherine made sure she left work on time for once, even though 

Joe tried his darnest to keep her there longer. She managed to catch a cab as soon 

as she walked out of her office building and hurried home to change into more 

comfortable clothes.  

Since they were meeting at the culvert, she figured he was taking her Below 

somewhere. There was no children's recital, no special dinner or occasion was 

coming up that she knew of. She pondered what he had in mind as she put on a 

comfortable pair of jeans, a soft sweater and grabbed her jacket as she exited the 

apartment, though it really didn't matter what, just as long as she was by his side.  

Catherine made her way across the park and soon the culvert was in sight. Its 

dark opening sometimes frightened people when they saw it. To her, it was a 

place of hopes and dreams. A place where she truly belonged if life was kind 

enough to allow it.  

A rustling alerted her that Vincent was near, as the Bond they shared also 

announced his arrival.  

"Catherine, thank you for coming." He gently embraced her. 

"Vincent, I would go anywhere with you." She replied as she returned his 

embrace. 

"It's not far, but it is a little difficult to get to.''  

"With you to help and guide me, the way will be as nothing."  

As Vincent released her, Catherine turned toward the culvert entrance, expecting 

Vincent to lead her Below. Then he placed a hand on her shoulder. She turned 

surprised eyes to him when he gestured ahead, away from the entrance.  

"We aren't going Below?" she questioned. 

"No, there is a place here in the park that I wish to show you."  

'I thought I'd been to every spot in Central Park."  

"This place is quite different."  

 

 

Vincent led Catherine to the 79th Street drive-through. The moon made visible 

their path clearly. Catherine recognized the general area they were walking 

toward.  

"This leads into the Ramble."  

"Yes, the place I wish to show you is just through there."  
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As they strolled deeper into the trees and brush, Catherine realized that Vincent 

was leading her into one of the most isolated areas of the Ramble that it was well 

known should not be visited at night.  

Vincent sensed Catherine's apprehension. ñIt's not much further, Catherine." 

I'm sorry, Vincent. I was always warned to stay out of this part of the park, 

especially on foot. With you, I shouldn't fear it. You always make me feel safe."  

Vincent smiled at her comment.  

"Why are you bringing me here? There's nothing but the dark tangle of brush. 

No one ever comes this far into the Ramble for fear of getting lost."  

After a few minutes of walking, they finally arrived at the base of a small incline. 

The glow of a streetlamp could barely be seen above their heads in the distance.  

Suddenly a strange sensation of dejaôvu hit Catherine. "I've been here before, 

haven't I? I can't recall exactly when, but it seems so familiar."  

Vincent pointed to the base of the incline. "This is where I found you that night a 

year ago."  

As Catherine stepped closer, Vincent pointed to a patch of grass several feet in 

front of them.  

"Here?" 

Vincent nodded. 

Catherine looked around in awe. The place was so remote, she was surprised he 

had found her.  

"Thank you for bringing me here. I have always wondered where you found 

me." 

"I was out walking, taking in the sights and sounds of the park. I wandered 

aimlessly for some time and then suddenly I felt this pull. It led me to this area 

and you know the rest."  

"What a perfect way to spend our anniversary, seeing the place where it all 

began." 

Vincent nodded his agreement. They stood in the moonlight, holding each other 

and pondered what the future would hold for them. Slowly they turned and made 

their way back to the culvert and disappeared from view
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The Warmth of Friends 
by Angie 

 

 

 

                  

                incent sat on his bed, recalling this and that, friends and family, past and     

                present. Then one night, he recognized the aide memoire where he sat - 

the quilt he had received at 18.  

Each piece was personal. There was Devin, Winslow, Father, Mary, Pascal Sr, 

Elizabeth and Peter. Paracelsus, also, he realized with shock. Who else would 

have worn that dark, expensive fabric? Pieces of his own clothing recalled 

adventures, plays, birthdays, danger, joys, and sadness.  

He hugged the quilt carefully, his heart memory full, and grateful for the tunnel 

stitchers and their memory quilts, who never lacked for material. 
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 Altered TV Guide Art by Barbara Anderson 
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Covers to the World 
by Angie 

 

 

 

1 

Vincent knew where all the manhole and storm drains were on Manhattan Island, 

and a few elsewhere. He had been marking their locations on Father's maps since 

he was 9, the first time he had gone beyond the home tunnels as a boy. They gave 

him a strong sense of the world above, one he could get no other way, because 

they were on every street, in every park, and even in the subway tunnels. 

Unlike the storm drains, manhole covers gave access to miles of maintenance 

tunnels, as useful to the tunnel community as the New York Public Works. 

 

2 

Vincent suspected that he and Devin had helped the NYPW complete their work 

expeditiously. Nothing that would invite unwanted attention from the police, just 

odd sounds the boys generated from found objects, just where they could be 

heard.  

They knew they gave the men pause and possibly frightened them. The sounds 

were definitely not usual below ground in the big city. There were clop-clops, 

metal clangs, and Vincent's favourite, a loud slither along rough gravel that 

stopped abruptly. 

The men, beyond an oath, usually said nothing, but the sound of their quick steps 

to the access manhole was very satisfying. 

 

3 

Vincent's patrol of the tunnels and manholes was both useful and fascinating. 

He had discovered the music chamber and sat there often, listening to Park 

concerts. He now shared that with Catherine, a place uniquely their own. 

The covers shed light in his dark world, literally and figuratively, danger-free. He 

often paused when he heard singing, laughter, arguments, music, scrapes, booms, 

squeaks - even cat fights. Even the Whispering Gallery couldn't match it.



Covers to the World  by Angie 
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In the city that never sleeps, the daytime noises were as interesting as that of the 

night. It pleased him to be a curious, hidden eavesdropper below. 

 

4 

Vincent and Devin had made regular visits to the grates in busy areas of the city. 

They found little treasures; keys being the most common, dropped by fumbling 

drivers who'd had a few too many drinks.  

Sometimes, the boys found the prize, coins dropped through grates in error, at 

parking meters. They were a secret from Father, guardian of the official cash 

meted out only for essentials. The boys collected a hoard, which Devin used to 

buy treats for them. That disappeared with Devin, unnoticed at the time.  

Vincent now saved them to buy a single perfect rose, for Catherine. 

 

5 

The covers had other stories to tell.  

Vincent used them to exit the world above, but one night he had been too weak to 

lift one. 

Catherine and Elliot had escaped into one on the docks. He had carried Tony to 

one, and had brought Catherine below using them, when he had gone to her aid. 

The children used them too, when there were enough to lift one. Father's 

admonitions fell on deaf ears. 

Now, his bond with Catherine allowed him to shadow her below, as she went 

about her work above. At night, especially, he was never far away. 
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  Great Men by Michaela Buszaki Struchova 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 


































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































