
Treasures from Above

by Angie

Mysterious love, uncertain treasure, hast thou more of pain or pleasure!
- Joseph Addison

Catherine gazed at her husband, his chest half exposed, his breath soft and even. Lying here
in their bed, he was something to see, relaxed, beautiful ... and hers.

She kept her emotions neutral so he wouldn't wake up, but behind that she was thinking .... 
hard. 

Yuletide was imminent and although the tunnels did not indulge in anything extravagant – that
was always reserved for the recent Winterfest celebration – they did enjoy some special 
comforts and communal gatherings. This year, the gaps in their number had become evident.
Father, Peter, William, Clarence, Sebastian and Eli would never grace their celebrations 
again. Others had as well, of course, earlier, but were nevertheless missed: Ellie, Winslow, Dr
Wong ... and Narcissa. 

Even with so many voices missing, the previous day had been stressful for Vincent. The 
meeting to discuss the Yuletime celebration had degenerated into discord. Mouse wanted a 
tree ... again. Jamie and Mary wanted to get everyone involved in making a community 
fruitcake and mince pies. Cullen and Kanin wanted to have more light ... everywhere ... 
including a roaring fireplace in the dining chamber. None of this was particularly contentious, 
but it would not be possible to do it all. 

Catherine had watched Vincent, their nominal leader, get more and more frustrated. Finally, 
he had done what he almost never did – he got angry enough to shout, “ENOUGH”. That had
silenced everyone. Vincent's voice was both loud and deep – and it carried, echoeing around 
Father's library after everyone had been silenced. Vincent always looked abashed at the 
effectiveness of this, but he took advantage of the situation to make his proclamation.

“You all have many good ideas, but we do not need great ceremony. This is a time for us to 
enjoy each other and bring the year to a comfortable and relaxed close. 

“We cannot acquire a tree, Mouse. You know this. We will use an artificial one we've used 
before and perhaps we can make edible decorations. Mary, perhaps you could get a team 
working on that with the children. 

“A fruit cake is not required. Few people eat it. I suggest we look through Williams's 
cookbooks and find something that is less work and will be more appreciated. Perhaps a 
currant cake, or something even simpler? I recall several that everyone liked.

“I believe we can find enough wood for the dining hall fireplace. That will be our celebration 
hall.”

With that, the voices became more polite and plans and teams were swiftly gathereed.

Catherine knew the toll this kind of thing took on Vincent. He hated to be in a position to 
dictate work, but he had come to accept it. It was the only way to keep the community 



working efficiently. On the upside, their lovemaking last night had been wild and insistent. 
Vincent slept the sleep of the contented now. 

So what could she give him for Yule? She usually found some small gift that he would 
appreciate, something personal. This year, as usual, she had no definite idea, but she did 
have sources of inspiration. She had come to make periodic visits to a thrift store run by a 
women's shelter. It was a cause, one she supported and donated to – both funds and clothing
and small items she didn't need - as did many other women of means, so the quality of goods
there was often excellent. Now that they had all their Christmas goods on display, she might 
find some little things for the Yuletide as well. She must pay it a visit.

She looked down at Vincent again, and found him looking at her, his mouth curved in a smile.
She looked at him and smiled back.

“I hope I didn't awaken you,” she whispered.

“There is no one whom I would rather be awakened by,” he whispered back. He raised his 
arms and she happily fell into his embrace.

*****

Later, Catherine decided there was no time like the present to browse the thrift store, so she 
went down to the Village. It proved to be as wonderful as she had expected. There were 
ornaments of every kind, but remembering that they were to make edible ones this year, she 
didn't give them more than a cursory glance. She walked up and down the aisles of 
knicknacks, and then suddenly stopped in amazement. She picked up one that was definitely 
from her world – and beautifully displayed. Almost not believing her luck, she turned it over 
and looked at the price – 50 cents!

It was in beautiful condition and she knew Vincent would love it. She had no idea how it had 
been done – but she recalled seeing some very expensive versions in glass. This was acrylic 
resin, she assumed – but it was exquisite. With joy in her heart and a light step, she 
continued her browsing, and stopped when she found a ball of glitzy yarn in one of the craft 
bins. Red with a silver border. Yes, she needed a little glitz in her life, she decided, and Mary 
had taught her how to crochet. She also found a small festive cardboard box for Vincent's 
gift. Satisfied that she had what she needed for the time being, she paid for the items, left 
$10 in the counter donation box, and returned home.

On her return, she looked at the label on the ball of yarn and realized it had a pattern on the 
back. One glance made her snort, although she liked the idea of a ruffled scarf. But knitted? 
No, the technique they suggested would work just as well with a crochet hook. She found a 
medium-sized one in her craft drawer, and sat down to examine the yarn. Yes, she wanted 
the glitter on the edge. She gathered up the first loop and then decided to work every other 
one in a slip stitch. It grew amazingly quickly, and within half an hour, she had a scarf that 
was long enough. She cut the yarn, gathered up the last loop and then tied it to the cut ends. 
Then she looked at the ragged ends and made a a few tassles out of some of the remaining 
yarn. Presto finito! Catherine was very pleased with herself and hid the scarf in a drawer out 
of sight. She would wear it at the Yule celebration with .... something. Lord knows she had 
plenty of dresses!

She learned from Vincent that the Yule planning and assignments were going extremely well 
– and she had some work to do. She searched out and found a simple chocolate-coconut ball



recipe, whose result she could wrap in tissue paper and hang on the tree. She did that one 
morning and then sat back for a well-deserved coffee and doughnut. Vincent was in the 
tunnels, as usual, now organizing decorating parties for the dining hall. She was glad they 
weren't using the Great Hall this time – the work involved was daunting, especially so soon 
after Winterfest. Food would be plentiful, as it always was, and she had made sure that 
nothing was lacking in the kitchen. Geoffrey, their cook, had kept her informed, as William 
had before him. She had decided to provide some special treats from a candy store, sweets 
not being something the tunnel residents usually enjoyed. She would pick up those up later 
today and then all she had to do was wrap Vincent's gift. 

*****

Yule arrived with a snowstorm above, not an unusual occurance in New York, but it gave 
Catherine a sense of urgency, a need to get the Yule festival underway and head below into 
the tunnels for the community celebration. It could be draughty in the tunnels, but the 
fireplace would be blazing and the dining hall warm.

In the brownstone that morning, Catherine presented her gift to Vincent when they 
awakened, and was gratified to see that he loved it as much as she had hoped.

“How was this done, Catherine?” he asked, amazed.

“I don't know, can't even imagine the care needed,” she replied.”

“Beloved of monarchs,” he commented.

“What?”

“It's a milkweed seed, I believe,” he replied.

Catherine looked at it and realized he was correct. She had automatically assumed it was a 
dandelion seed, but of course, it was too large for that. Perfect for the man who ruled her life, 
she mused.

“I thought it a lovely example of the beauty of my world - caught forever at its most beautiful,” 
she whispered. “As are you, my love.”

Vincent hugged her and planted a passionate kiss on her lips. 

“There is no one I would rather be 'caught' by.”

He reached under his pillow and extracted a little cloth bag, which he handed to her.

The contents seemed an odd shape. She opened it and chuckled. 



“Great minds think alike,” she said.

“Mouse suggested this and I found the little samples in my collection, to which he added 
some from his. Some pieces of below set for eternity. And something to rest your coffee cup 
on,” Vincent added, with a wry grin.

Catherine smiled back, ruefully. She wasn't used to thinking about where she put her coffee 
cup, and never had a coaster handy when she did. This would solve that little annoyance.

She kissed him. His gifts were always thoughtful and perfect!

“And now we should prepare for our Yule below,” Catherine commented.

“Yes, although I am reluctant,” Vincent confessed.

“Reluctant – you – to eating and mingling?”

“Only because I think I could spend all day in bed with you,” he said softly.

“We could do that tomorrow. I expect many couples will be doing so - unless they have 
pressing work.”

Vincent sighed. “Yes. I dislike procrastination, but I must. I will proclaim a holiday for all. That 
would be fair. It is, after all, traditional too.”

Catherine nodded and kissed him. She could wait.

They washed and dressed. Catherine decided on a silverish dress to match the scarf, one 
she had not worn in some time, but which she knew Vincent would remember. Vincent, after 
seeing what she was wearing, decided to wear the same vest and shirt she recognized from 
that same first Winterfest, with a pair of black pants and knee high leather chaps. A little old, 
a little new, she thought. Perfect for this year.

They looked at each other with fondness, and moved into a hug.

“My treasure from above,” Vincent said softly. “There is nothing and no one more loved.”

“My mystic lover from below,” Catherine whispered. “No one could have a better, above or 
below.”

“Mystic?” Vincent queried, then softly quoted:

“'I bequeath myself to the dirt to grow from the grass I love; If you want me again look for me 
under your boot-soles.'”*

“Whitman?”

“Yes. He knew almost as much as Shakespeare.”



Catherine chuckled and quoted in turn:

“'You know you're in love when you can't fall asleep because reality is finally better than your 
dreams.'” 

Vincent looked puzzled.

“Dr Suess,” Catherine told him.

“A man of many truths,” Vincent agreed, and planted a long kiss on his love's lips.

Hand in hand, they prepared to leave for another community expression of love.

END


