
31: Brothers

Dear Vincent,
Dev and I are living in a small cabin, on the lake Catherine told us about in Connecticut. The owner says 
he doesn’t come here any more, so we can stay as long as we want. It has furniture and a wood stove 
but there’s no electricity, so we have to use lanterns and candles, just like you.
We don’t have visitors, but Dev told me we don’t want to spend all our time in the cabin, so I should 
practice smiling in the mirror on the wall. He said if people see me smile, they’ll know we’re friendly and 
they won’t be so frightened. 
He was right. When we go into town for supplies, I wear the cloak Mary gave me with the hood up, like 
you do. I sit in the car while Dev shops and smile at anyone who looks at me. They smile back, but still 
look a little scared. Dev says that’s ok. He has told the shop owners that we’re here for my health. He 
says word will get around.
It’s very nice here. Lots of trees and ferns and other plants I don’t know. Dev found a book about them 
and I’m reading it. Some are good to eat, he says, and we should know which are which so we can try 
them. The lake is beautiful and Dev says I could go in the water when it gets warmer.
I’ve seen some animals – squirrels and deer and chipmunks. At night there are raccoons outside, 
maybe bears. Dev says better hope they aren’t bears. He bought a rifle, just in case, to scare them 
away.
We’re going to buy a camera and take photographs, so I’ll send you some.
I miss you, Vincent. Please give our love to everyone. 
- Charles

Vincent sighed as he finished the letter. How ironic that Devin and Charles were living in a cabin in the 
same area that Catherine had wanted to take him! 
Charles was fortunate. He really did have a wonderful smile and his pure heart shone from his face. 
He made people want to smile back. No amount of smiling into a mirror would make his own face more 
acceptable! A big smile would reveal his teeth – something he tried not to do in polite company.
Yet, Charles had not been frightened of him. They were brothers in spirit and understood each other. 
But in the dark and cloaked, while he could move freely in the world above, Charles could not. 
He had reason to thank the Fates, Vincent realized. Different though he was, he was not disabled, and 
had never been abused. He had the love of his tunnel family and Catherine - and his world had many 
magical places. Charles deserved a life filled with happiness and beauty – and Devin would ensure he 
had that. 
He was looking forward to sharing Charles’ new life through letters and photographs, Vincent realized. 
Devin was not a reliable correspondent, but Charles would want to report all that he saw, knowing that 
Vincent would appreciate it - as Charles would enjoy reading about life in the tunnel world in return. It 
might even encourage them to visit soon. 

END
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32: A Gentle Rain

Catherine had arrived in Vincent’s chamber subdued and sat on his bed with her head down, awaiting 
Olivia. Vincent sat in his chair, as far away as he could get, and buried his nose in a book. He wanted 
the two women to have a semblance of privacy, but also wanted to hear what was said.
Olivia arrived quietly and Catherine rose to greet her. Olivia sat beside her on Vincent’s bed, but said 
nothing. She looked over at Vincent and then dropped her head.
Catherine gave herself a mental shake and looked at Olivia. She spoke quietly.
“I wanted you to know that Kanin will have to serve 8 months in prison, but in minimum security and at 
a nearby institution. The judge was lenient, even after so long, because Kanin turned himself in - and 
because Mrs Davis spoke in his favour. I’d be happy to take you to visit him.”
Olivia looked at her. I’m grateful to Mrs Davis. I know this was necessary, but I can’t pretend I’m happy 
about it.”
“I understand,” Catherine said softly. “Maybe it was fate that Mrs Davis and Kanin should see each 
other in that hardware store. She came in to my office and demanded to know why he hadn’t been 
arrested. She had thought him dead – or far away.
“You should have seen her, Olivia. She was angry, frustrated, and later became heartbroken all over 
again, as she told me her story.  I had to try and convince Kanin to give himself up. I couldn’t ignore her 
pain.”
“I know,” Olivia whispered. “Kanin felt like he was being torn in two.”
“I think he had begun to hate himself more than the thought of giving himself up,” Catherine remarked. 
“Mrs Davis had lost her young son to a drunken driver. Think how you would have felt if Luke had been 
killed that way – and they had run away. All this time she had tried to come to terms with it. She didn’t 
want revenge, just justice and closure. She deserved that much.”
Olivia looked at the floor. “Kanin told me he couldn’t look anyone in the face anymore, not even himself 
in a mirror. He said he saw the reflection of a murderer. I hated that he felt that way.”
Catherine sighed. “Kanin saw the face of a man in denial. He was too honest to be good at it, but he 
could pretend, and did – until he saw Mrs Davis again.
“I watched them in the interview room. They were both crying, Olivia. I almost joined them. Kanin 
apologized, and Mrs Davis said she was sorry too. They’ll both need time to heal.”
Olivia sighed. “I’m partly to blame for him not turning himself in sooner. I was selfish – I admit it. I love 
him so much, Catherine … and now he’s in prison.”
“He’ll be back in just a few months – and you’ll all be together again - but Mrs Davis will still be alone. 
She has nothing and no one.”
There was a heavy silence at this. Finally, it was Vincent who spoke up. 
“Perhaps we can help her. There must be something more we can do.”
Catherine and Olivia looked at each other, and then at Vincent. They both nodded, and the three of 
them began to discuss ideas. Catherine felt the knot loosen in her chest and Olivia’s face relaxed. 
Vincent sighed to himself. All would be well now.
END



33. Orphans

Catherine sat on her balcony, thinking about the events of the past week. She was back in her world with all its 
challenges and Vincent was in his.
Were they fated to never be together, for it never to be the right time?
The death of her father had left her more vulnerable than she had expected – Joe had been right. More to the 
point, Vincent had also understood and treated her accordingly.
She knew she had put him in an uncomfortable position, but had not asked him to do what he both feared and 
desired. He had given her comfort and set her back on the path to her world.
She had to look objectively at both of them, as if in a mirror. Mirrors couldn’t lie. What did she see when she 
looked at herself? She was a woman of two worlds, as Vincent had said, but her heart was only in one – with him.
She knew he loved her completely. His couldn’t hide that he responded like any other man when they hugged. 
They both expected that, someday, the inevitable would happen. Was he really so different to other men? She 
didn’t believe it. Appearances could deceive, but she knew his heart, as he knew hers.
Was he “listening in” to her now? She pictured him in her bed and thought of the joy that would bring, letting it 
warm her. She knew he would feel it. She wanted him to know it was on her mind.

Vincent straightened in his chair and gave up trying to read. His thoughts were with Catherine – and knew 
immediately that she had thought of him, and not in an objective sense. She was letting him know that she 
wanted intimacy with him – and that she knew that he wanted it too.
How could he deny her and himself much longer? Was there really danger involved, or was he just timid? How 
could he know? Did he have the right to deny her without at least attempting intimacy?
Vincent sighed deeply. Catherine had never challenged his reluctance in this one area, an area in which other 
men he knew seldom hesitated. He knew himself physically capable, but worried about his mental state. He had 
been able to maintain an outward calm while she was nearby, but it had been difficult. She had made a supreme 
effort, too, and he was grateful to her for that. She understood he could not be rushed.
Perhaps, he thought, it was time to look in a mirror and face what he was  - and to Catherine – more than a friend, 
less than a lover. He could not hide from himself any longer. He must discover what he was capable of – for 
Catherine’s sake.
He sent her a wave of love and hope along the bond, sure that she would understand.

Catherine felt Vincent’s love enter and warm her from head to toes, then settle around her heart. There was 
something else … a question? No, more than that. Hope! He had hope! She closed her eyes and let hope 
envelop her. It was wonderful to feel his love inside her this way, a pure intimacy beyond anything she could have 
imagined before she met him.

Vincent and Catherine, in their own worlds, rose from their chairs and prepared for bed. They settled into bed at 
the same time and fell asleep, each with a sigh of happiness. 
There were no doubts and no barriers in the beautiful dream they shared. Both smiled in their sleep.

END



34. The Outsiders

Catherine gazed over the night-shrouded Park from her balcony. The sight of its dark green canopy of 
trees calmed her, especially when she worried about Vincent. She knew he was deeply depressed. He 
had pleaded with her to leave him to his thoughts almost a week ago, and she hadn’t seen him since. 
He had also withdrawn from their bond, and that distressed her more.
Why was it that just as their relationship seemed to have reached a new level of understanding, 
something happened to set it back a step? She missed knowing – and feeling - that he was with her 
24/7, even when they didn’t see each other. She felt lost … abandoned. She tried not to let that feeling 
take hold.
Why did he insist that he was different to every other man? Appearances aside, that was difficult 
to prove or disprove, and he knew it. Her arguments about the nature of internal darkness had not 
convinced him. He didn’t want an excuse or forgiveness. . He felt that his soul mirrored something in a 
dark place that was unique to him.
His body language and withdrawal, after he was forced to injure or kill to protect the ones he loved, 
made his mental anguish plain to everyone. Was that pain any worse than what any normal person 
would feel after having to resort to violence? He needed to speak about it, make them all understand, 
and be comforted.
Perhaps he felt that his gift of great physical strength demanded he be better at restraining it. But what 
would have happened had he not done what he did?
Her own feelings of guilt, when he had to rescue her, were intense. He had told her he could do no less. 
She would almost certainly have died had he not saved her, beginning with that first time in the Park. 
She would go to his rescue too – and had.
Yet … he was a gentle, caring man, one who never judged others as harshly as he did himself. To have 
felt hatred towards the outsider gang was normal. They had killed a good man and threatened everyone 
in the tunnel community. Even the feral boy could illicit no sympathy from her. She had brutally shoved 
him away after he’d shot Vincent - with her own gun.
Did Vincent worry that he would lose his temper without sufficient cause? Was he afraid of going mad 
as a result of his inner conflicts? How could she console him if he wouldn’t let her close?
She was becoming increasingly worried. She knew that Father would contact her if he thought she 
could help. She sighed. It was difficult to be patient when she knew the man she loved was in pain.
The next day, as she sat at her desk, she felt Vincent’s light touch along the bond, tentative almost, as 
if he were afraid of her reaction, or perhaps in apology. Her heart jumped and she felt the knot in her 
chest loosen. She was sure he felt her happiness.
Did she dare go to him? She had to. She would find a gift, somehow, in between her court appearances 
today. There was that old book store near the courthouse, the kind of place where possibilities began. 
Then she could walk across the Park to the culvert. He would know and come – if he wanted to see her. 
Hope springs eternal, she told herself with an inward sigh. Perhaps he felt that too. She hoped so.

END



35: When the Bluebird Sings

Vincent and Catherine were silent for long moments, gazing at Kristopher’s portrait.
“I look almost … apologetic,” Vincent commented, at last.
“So you should. You’re wearing gloves. I wonder why he hid your hands? He saw them more than once. They 
look a bit like gauntlets - and you were reading Idylls of the King when he saw you first.”
“Yes. Perhaps they make me look less impossible.”
“Funny you should say that. When you left the culvert and I faced down Kristopher, he started quoting Oscar 
Wilde’s Decay of Lying.”
“I can guess the segment,” Vincent replied quietly.

‘Dragons will wander about the waste places, and the phoenix will soar from her nest of fire into the air. We 
shall lay our hands upon the basilisk, and see the jewel in the toad’s head. Champing his gilded oats, the 
Hippogriff will stand in our stalls, and over our heads will float the Blue Bird, singing of beautiful and impossible 
things, of things that are lovely and that never happened, of things that are not and that should be.’

Catherine looked at Vincent with amazement.

“Yes, that’s the piece.”
“It is a remarkable conversation, Catherine. The last line says it all.

‘But before this comes to pass we must cultivate the lost art of Lying.’

It also implies that art never expresses anything but itself,” Vincent remarked.

“Like a mirror, in other words.”

“Yes, a mirror in which the artist’s eyes sees only what he wants it to.”
“Like all of us,” Catherine said softly.
“But Kristopher, I think, had learned the art of lying.”
“If you had seen his other paintings, you would be convinced of it,” Catherine agreed.
“Fantastic?”
“Yes – and erotic, somehow. Perfect women welded into impossible fantasies.”
“Not like this at all.”
“No. This is remarkably restrained! Not his style at all. I should be half-naked and wearing a cutaway 
breastplate, and you should be draped in suggestive silk.”
“In my case, he didn’t have to invent a fantasy, There is not much of me to be seen, except my face – but that 
is enough. I am not ‘perfect’, in any sense - while you are a very beautiful woman and look ravishing.”
Catherine looked at Vincent and moved into his embrace. She whispered into his chest.
“Vincent, no fantasy could possibly do you justice. You are unique, and therefore outside even Kristopher’s art.”
“Yet, he gave us a remarkable gift, Catherine. To see ourselves as an artist sees us.”
“Yes. I wish I could talk to him about it.”
“You have given his spirit peace, but I think his soul will always reside in his art. It will entice him back, I think - 
so you may get your wish.”

END



36. Arabesque

Lisa had returned to the world above for good and Vincent breathed a sign of relief. Having her around 
had been difficult. He could not decide what he thought of her now.
She had not wanted to stay once Catherine had smoothed her way back. That had taken courage, but 
she had proven that she had no lack of it when necessary, and he admired her for that.
On the other hand, Lisa had put Catherine at risk. He would never forget those terrible moments, 
watching helplessly as Catherine fought a thug for a gun, then hearing the discharge and fearing she 
had been shot. He had hugged her when she reassured him, desperately, gratefully.
Lisa had changed. Of course she would not be the starry-eyed teenager he had known, but she had 
become manipulative and hard inside. She had used him to gain a refuge in the tunnels, playing on his 
emotions. He had difficulty forgiving her for that too.
Once her goal was realized, she had avoided him, as if his feelings meant nothing to her. If Father had 
known she was hiding from the law, he would never have permitted her to stay – and she knew it. 
Vincent had carried the guilt of Lisa’s injury and exile for so many years that its sudden dissolution 
would take some getting used to. Catherine had helped him see the incident for what it was - nothing 
to be ashamed of. Lisa, though, had seemed to barely remember it.
The tunnel youth had been thrilled to learn about Lisa’s life as a dancer, but they knew that her life was 
one far different from the tunnels. Her real life offstage, had they been told, would have shocked them 
– but her presence among them told some of that story. It was plain she had not come back to renew 
old acquaintances. She couldn’t pretend well enough.
Vincent could find no common ground with Lisa now, except memories of a more innocent time. That 
was plain from her eyes, which told him everything he needed to know. She had looked through him, 
not really seeing him, and worse, did not care to. He would always be a creature of the dark, remote 
from her world of bright lights. 
Had she become cold and heartless because of her career, or had she always been that way? Had his 
love for her blinded him? Perhaps he would never know.  She knew was nearing the end of her career, 
Catherine had told him. She was a realist and couldn’t ignore what her mirror showed her. She had 
found a powerful patron to cushion her. Unfortunately, he was also a wanted man now.
Lisa had not realized that Vincent’s relationship with Catherine was more important than anything else 
to him. Love, he guessed, was an inconvenience to Lisa, not something she had allowed herself. He felt 
sorry for her – but knew she would not want his sympathy. She had chosen her path and would follow 
it wherever it led. At least she had done the right thing at last, with Catherine’s help.
She had done him a service by reappearing. Now there was one less barrier between Catherine and 
himself. He realized how lucky he was. After Lisa left, he had been sure he would never find love again 
– until the night he found Catherine. He hoped Lisa would find happiness, if not love. Nothing was 
impossible. He was proof of that.

END



37: The Watcher

Catherine never ceased to amaze him, Vincent reflected. After almost being drowned by a madman, she still 
maintained that their love would endure. It was a compliment that left him speechless – as most did. Devin had 
kidded him about that. He had even devised a hand gesture for “cat got your tongue?” to avoid Father’s censure. 
His brother had never avoided the subject of his appearance. That had shaped Vincent’s self-image as much as 
Father’s lessons and the love of his tunnel family, a true mirror of who he was.
Yet, his appearance had been what had ultimately triggered the watcher to do his final act – trying to kill Catherine. 
Fear and shock were common first reactions to his appearance, but he had not expected it to jeopardize the 
woman he loved. Perhaps they needed to be more careful, after all.
Vincent suddenly realized that Catherine was quivering and he berated himself for woolgathering.
“Catherine, you’re cold!”
She looked up at him and the suggestion in her eyes could not be mistaken, any more than it had been the first 
time. Vincent had been prepared to acquiesce then, and was no less willing now. He had held her in his arms a 
long time after her ordeal. It was a sweet memory he had thought about every night since – and wanted to repeat.
“Come inside,” she whispered, taking his hand and leading him through the patio doors. She had placed a lot of 
cushions on the floor near the gas fireplace. When he had removed his cloak, she pulled him down beside her.
He sighed deeply. He needed to say what was on his mind. He took her hands in his again and looked at them, 
small, white and soft, almost hidden in his large, hairy, long-nailed ones. He wasn’t ashamed of his hands, not 
any more, but they worried him.
Catherine tightened her grip on his hands and he felt her love wash over him. He knew he would have step into 
the unknown. He had taken the first step by coming inside. 
“Catherine, I…”
She said nothing, just looked in his eyes, waiting patiently, as she always did. He let his breath out softly.
“It is so difficult to admit, Catherine. I am … putting you at risk, just by existing.”
“Vincent, the risk is worth everything to me, but perhaps we need to be more circumspect. You should come 
inside when you visit, not lurk on my balcony like an interloper. We can still sit out there and read, or talk, but if 
we come inside, I can close the curtains for privacy.”
Vincent looked around at the pleasant surroundings. He had avoided coming in because he feared that “privacy”. 
However, he must trust to their good sense and restraint. He was incapable of refusing Catherine now.
Catherine seemed to be able to read his mind.
“Vincent, this is only a first step, but an important one. Nothing will happen unless you wish it to, I promise. I 
wouldn’t dream of forcing anything, after all that we’ve been through together. Do you believe that?”
“Yes, Catherine, but I am not sure how well I can control myself. I have never been in this situation before. But I 
… must try, for both our sakes.”
“Can you complete that kiss you started the other night, for instance?”
In answer, he pulled her to him and carried her with him as he lay down with her on the cushions. Their love sang 
along their bond as their mouths met, and with it came something Vincent had once believed as impossible for 
him as being in love – hope.

END



38: A Distant Shore

Vincent could feel the wonder washing through Catherine and himself, as if they reflected each other 
now as true partners, inseparable.
He had been desperately afraid that she would come to harm while thousands of miles away from him, 
yet even though he could not be there when danger did threaten, she had somehow heard his warning!
The miracle of their bond had amazed them both before, but this … strengthening … seemed to mirror 
their love. As their love grew, so did their bond.
Was there any limit to what was possible between them? It was the inevitable question, again. Would 
their bond make it possible to do what they both wanted?
As if in response, Catherine pulled away slightly and looked him in the eyes.
“I know what you’re thinking, Vincent. I can almost hear you wondering what this means … for us, for 
our dream.”
Vincent gave her a wry smile.
“I think there will be few secrets between us now, Catherine. I know what you are thinking too.”
Catherine blushed slightly, making her even more beautiful in his eyes. He chuckled.
“There is no shame in thinking … that … Catherine. I have wished it could be since the night I met you. 
I don’t know what this … development … means for us, but it can only be positive.”
Catherine sighed.
“I think so too, and have thought that way for a long time, as you probably know.”
“Yes, I have felt your need, even while denying my own. But Catherine, there is a concern. With such a 
close rapport, we must be extra careful. Distractions could be dangerous to both of us.
“I agree, Vincent, but how can we control it? I’m not sure I even understand it.”
“I think there is a simple answer. We must both exercise the reverse of distraction – concentration. I do 
not think we will “leak” emotions if we are truly engaged in what we are doing while apart.”
“That will please Joe! Me with my nose stuck in law books for the entire day. He’ll think I’m after his job!
Vincent knew she was joking and smiled. He could think of a few instances where Father might prefer 
him distracted – over the chessboard, for instance.
“We can only try, Catherine. I believe the skill will improve with practice.”
“And when we’re together, Vincent?”
Vincent pulled her close and kissed her on the lips. He felt her joy and deep love for him. 
There was no need to say more.

END



39. Trial

Now that Catherine was back above and he was alone in his chamber, Vincent forced himself to 
consider what had been bothering him. 
The recent incidents surrounding the murder of a child and Catherine’s court case had made it necessary 
for him to re-examine their bond. Was it healthy for them? 
Although he had never shied away from what he felt along their bond, there was no doubt that it was 
much stronger now - and might become more so yet. Also, more emotions seemed to be “leaking” 
down it from Catherine into his everyday life. His joy at feeling the world above through her was now 
tempered with doubt.
Catherine had been very disturbed by the pictures and reports on the boy’s murder, obviously by his 
father, and the pitiful state of the mother. Vincent had felt the same and wondered how such a think 
could happen. Their tunnel children were precious, representing as they did their future below.
However, those natural feelings had generated hallucinations for him, disturbing ones in alleys, even 
the Whispering Gallery. Such visions were dangerous because they distracted him when he was above. 
Worse, he had no idea what was being projected back along the bond to Catherine. She did important, 
necessary, good work, and he did not want her being perplexed at a critical time. It might even be 
dangerous.
He was deeply afraid that such a … distraction … had occurred during the trial. The outcome, which 
seemed almost certain at one point, reversed and then switched again. He had watched that first 
challenge on a television in a shop window at night, and seen Catherine’s face as well. He had felt her 
shock. Could his despair have affected her? She had persevered and won, but not to the extent she 
had hoped. Had she felt his lack of trust in the justice system and become disillusioned herself?
He would have to control himself better. He could not risk either of them being compromised by their 
bond. It mocked their love that it could be possible - and that he would not allow either.
Should he warn Catherine? No, he decided. She had enough worries without being afraid of him and 
their bond. He knew she did not have his control. He had schooled himself to always appear calm, to 
mirror what was expected of  him. It was a lie he justified to make himself less frightening.
If his tunnel family – even Catherine – had known of his inner turmoil during times of trouble, he 
suspected they would regard him differently. Even Father would not understand what churned inside 
him. The beast that lurked inside him could not be completely denied, but it could be controlled - as long 
as there was no danger to those he loved.
There was still hope, he reflected, with a sigh. At night, as now, he could wrap himself in the love he 
felt from Catherine as she settled into bed, and send his own in return. They could sleep and dream 
together in perfect safety.  
With a smile, Vincent slid into bed and closed his eyes.

END



40. A Kingdom by the Sea

“Contradictions,” Vincent whispered into Catherine’s hair as they gazed at the two perfect roses, one 
red, one white, on a single bush.
“No,” she whispered, looking up at him. “Just more similarities than differences. Like us.”
Vincent could not speak for long moments. Then he looked in her eyes and kissed her lightly on the lips.
She smiled when they parted. “Is that for the one I wished was you?” she asked.
“No, it’s for the one I wanted to give you in my chamber that night, but could not.”
“Why not?”
“Because I couldn’t hold you then. My hand was bandaged. And you were tired. We both were.”
“Yes. Danger seems to find me at the most inconvenient times. I didn’t expect Elliot would bring me so 
close to death, though.”
“Catherine, danger is part of who you are and what you do. It is not something you can control. That 
night, Father told me he wished he could keep us both safe.”
“I can guess what you told him,” she sighed. “Vincent, I feel as if … as if you’ve lost your innocence … 
because of me.”
“Life cannot be always peaceful - any more than it can be always safe. I am no innocent. Violence is 
part of who I am, Catherine. I struggle to contain it, but it wants to rise in me like a volcano.”
“And rescuing me gives it an outlet. It has happened too often lately. I can’t allow this to go on.”
Vincent said nothing. He couldn’t tell her the darkness was close to the surface and growing stronger 
– ever since his killing of the outsider gang. He did wish the violence would end, so that he could fight 
his inner battle and subdue the beast once and for all. But that seemed unlikely.
“Perhaps this is my fate.”
“No Vincent, it isn’t.”
“Catherine, we must fight injustice, each with the tools we possess. You have taught me that truth.”
“Then, is there no hope?”
“We must hope that one day justice will be served without violence.”
“That sounds like wishful thinking, Vincent.”
“Yet, how can we not respond, no matter the risk?”
“Let someone else do it. I don’t like what I see in my mirror these days – a woman who drags the man 
she loves into deadly situations. That’s not why I joined the DA’s office.”
Vincent sighed. Their discussion seemed to be going around in circles. He looked over at the roses and 
then down at Catherine again. She was still looking up at him. He hugged her close to him again and 
she melted into his chest. 
With her taking comfort in his arms, he could not deny hope, just as he could not deny what he was. 
Perhaps one day the two would be reconciled and the differences would be no greater than that between 
the two roses.
END


