
                           

Providence 
               By Barbara Anderson 

 

Catherine was confused as she walked slowly back to her apartment through the park. 
Her meeting with Vincent hadn’t gone as she’d expected, the way she had hoped.  

She had expected him to ask her to turn down the job in Providence. She had expected 
him to want her to stay in New York. At least she had hoped he would ask her to stay.  

Instead he had practically packed her bags.  

As she sat at her vanity and prepared for bed, she stared at the woman looking back at 
her. In many ways she felt as if she was looking at a stranger. She had gone through 
many changes in the last year. Changes that at times were incredibly painful, and at 
other times, surprisingly sweet and fulfilling.  

Reaching into a drawer she pulled out the box of stationary and a pen she kept there.  

Dear Vincent, she wrote…  

How can I say goodbye to you? How can I even express what it has meant 
for me to have you in my life? 

I don’t want to go to Providence. I don’t want to leave you behind. Not when 
there is a possibility that we could be… what? I don’t know. I suppose I wanted 



to hear you say you wanted me to stay. Some part of me hoped you would want 
me to. It would have made it easy to say ‘No’ to this job. After all, there are 
plenty of people here in New York that I could help. 

Instead you encouraged me to leave. You said, “Providence is when something is 
meant to be.”  

But Vincent, over the last few months I had begun to believe that we, that you 
and I were meant to be. I don’t see how those things can both be true. Now I 
don’t know what’s meant to be. 

What I said was true, Vincent. I do care about you so deeply that sometimes 
I ache to be near you. I thought, no, hoped you felt that way too.  

It’s also true that a part of me is unhappy. I thought we both knew why. I want 
need to be closer to you, Vincent, but you keep me always at arm’s length. You 
say you can feel what I am feeling. Then you must have realized that I …  

I think I’m falling in love with you.  

That’s the first time I’ve even acknowledged it with words. I realize now that it’s 
been true from the beginning, from the moment you first whispered to me that I 
was safe.  

I thought you were falling in love with me too. I guess I misunderstood. I’m 
grateful now that I have never shared these feelings. 

I feel like such a fool… as if I’ve had the wind knocked out of me. 

All these months I thought I was becoming a better person. What does it say 
about me, Vincent? That I just assumed you would fall for me, because I 
wanted you to. That’s always how it’s worked before. I’ve always gotten whatever 
I wanted, and whoever I wanted. I’m sorry I treated you like that, I’m sorry 
I assumed that you would want me just because it’s what I wished for. I’m sorry 
that after all I’ve been through, that I’m still that shallow.  



Over the last year you’ve saved my life over and over again. I thought it meant… 
I don’t know what I thought.  

When I was shot I thought I heard you say, “Don’t die, Catherine. If you 
die, so do I.”  I thought it meant that you… then again, maybe I dreamed that, 
like my dream of us buying ice cream on 5th Avenue. Perhaps I only wanted 
to hear you say something like that, so I dreamed that you did. 

But tonight… when you saw me, Vincent, you said, “You look like an angel 
standing there.” That wasn’t a dream. I heard you clearly. What did you 
mean? Was I reading more into those words than you intended? Have I 
really been making a fool of myself all these months? 

Every man I’ve ever cared for has wanted to control me. They’ve wanted to 
make the decisions about my future. You are the only one that’s ever wanted me 
to leave, to go and be what I was meant to be. What am I meant to be, 
Vincent? I don’t even know that myself. 

I should be so excited about this job offer. In my world climbing the professional 
ladder is important. Until the moment I was offered this job, I thought it was 
important to me too. But when I was asked to choose between advancing my 
career in Providence or staying here, I didn’t know what to do. 

Now that I realize you don’t need me or want me to stay, I guess there really 
is no other choice. 

If that’s the case, then why am I in such turmoil? Why am I in such pain? 

You have given me so much, Vincent, taught me so much about myself. You 
have helped me discover things about myself that I never knew, never even 
imagined. You’ve helped me realize that I can be so much more than what I 
was, that I am so much stronger than I ever realized. You have helped me put 
the pieces of my life back together.  



But you have also encouraged me to follow my heart, Vincent… and my heart 
doesn’t want me to go to Providence. My heart keeps leading me back to you. 

This bond, this connection that we share, Vincent, if it isn’t love, what is it? 
What does it mean that we are connected in such a way, if we’re never meant to 
be together? 

 
Catherine put down the pen. Leaving the letter unfinished, she stepped out onto the 
balcony. Staring out into the night she let the tears fall freely.  

Why am I crying? she wondered. He wants me to go. He said so himself… 

                                 

                                      


