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                  atherine quietly descended the service stairs to the basement of her  
                 apartment building, eager to see Vincent after a very long, exhausting week. It 
never mattered how tired she was, she had come to know that a good strong helping of 
Vincent was just what she needed to pick her up. She had laughingly come to realize that 
Vincent was even better for her than any strong cup of coffee had ever been.  

Who would have thought that possible? she often wondered. 

 As she reached the basement storage area, she looked carefully around, making sure no 

one had seen her, and quickly descended the ladder into the subbasement. She didn’t 

realize anyone was there until she turned toward the threshold. 

She froze in sudden terror, and breathed in sharply, barely stifling a scream. 

Momentarily speechless, her eyes were glued to him as he sat there on a dilapidated, 

cast-off office chair. Even in the dim light, his identity was unmistakable. 

He nodded slightly. “How are you, Cathy? Fancy meeting you here.” The sarcasm in his 

voice was unmistakable. 

Her intense fear turned quickly to burning fury. “Elliot?” Trembling with anger, 

Catherine could barely speak. “You nearly gave me a heart attack! What are you doing 

down here?” she demanded, trying not to speak too loudly. 

“Waiting for you,” he said calmly, with a grim smile. “I suppose I could ask you the same 

thing… that is, if I didn’t already know.” 
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Her eyes narrowed. “And just what is it you think you know?” Catherine asked, fearing 

the worst. “I’ve been upstairs in my apartment for the last two hours. If you wanted to 

see me, you could have just knocked on my door.” 

“Yes.” He tilted his head to one side. “I could have done that. But then you aren’t 

meeting him up there, are you?” 

“Meeting… him? Meeting who?” she asked, trying her best not to betray Vincent or his 

world. 

Elliot looked disappointed at her feeble attempt to lie to him. “Is that the best you can 

do? Come on, Cathy. I deserve better than that, don’t you think?” 

She glared at him in stony silence, her eyes all but burning a hole through his head.  

It was the first time in his life that he was thankful looks couldn’t kill. “Please, Cathy. 

Don’t you think I deserve some kind of an explanation? Give me something … 

anything… so I can understand. Can’t I at least meet the man who stole you from me?” 

“I’ve already told you all that I can tell you, Elliot. And he didn’t ‘steal’ anything. You 

never ‘owned’ me. You make me sound like a piece of furniture or something else your 

money can buy.” 
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“Why can’t you just tell me, Cathy? Are you in some kind of trouble? Is he? Do you need 

a lawyer? Are you being blackmailed? Come on! Give me something here!” 

“I’m not being blackmailed, Elliot. That’s ridiculous. And no, I am not in any trouble.” 

“You broke my heart, Cathy. You shredded it… then you crushed my dreams.” The 

accusations hung in the air between them. He looked up at the ceiling in desperation. “I 

just want to understand. I need… to understand why.” His eyes pleaded with her for 

answers. 

Catherine could hear the pain in his voice. She could see it on his face. It filled the small 

space they now occupied. The rage began to drain from her, and she suddenly felt 

exhausted and sick. Exhausted from the lies she’d been juggling for so long, and 

sickened by the gnawing guilt she felt for using him so thoughtlessly. It had plagued her 

since the first time she used his feelings to convince him to help her, but even more so 

since the night she had shown him the way out through the Park entrance. 

She backed up and gripped the side of the ladder to steady herself. She nodded, 

acknowledging his pain, and the part she had played in causing it. “Elliot, I’m… I’m very 

sorry. Truly, I am,” she whispered. “I’m not sure what I can do to show you how sorry.” 

Elliot visibly relaxed a little in his chair. It surprised him that she finally admitted she 

had been wrong about something. 

“Whatever you might have done…” she continued. “You didn’t deserve that… I had no 

right to hurt you the way I did.” 

Elliot nodded, feeling some relief from her admission, but he still didn’t speak. 

“I hope you can believe me when I say it wasn’t intentional… I… I know that sounds 

trite, but I never meant to hurt you, Elliot… please believe that. Things just… got out of 

control.” She sighed deeply, realizing her excuses were woefully inadequate and 

completely unacceptable. “I don’t know what else to say.” 

“Did he know?” Elliot asked with a tinge of bitterness in his voice. “Did he know what 

you were doing? Or have you lied to him too?” 

“No,” she insisted, shaking her head. “I haven’t lied to him. He did know what I was 

doing, and he… he didn’t always agree with it. I wouldn’t listen. When I told him I was 

going to accept your marriage proposal, I… I hurt him deeply.” 

“Ahhh…” he said, nodding in realization. “So, I’m not the only one you don’t listen to. I 

suppose that counts for something.”  

Catherine closed her eyes and tried to remember all the twists and turns that led them 

both to this place. She was beginning to feel like a hapless spider, caught in a web of 

secrets and lies of her own making.  

She recalled the day she told Vincent that she was going to accept Elliot’s marriage 

proposal. The pain she caused, not only him, but to herself, had been excruciating. 
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She looked toward the opening in the basement wall, thinking she had heard a sound in 

the outer tunnel. 

“Elliot, please. You’re right… I do owe you an explanation, but not here. I don’t know 

how you knew I would come here, but we need to talk about this… someplace else.” 

“But you are meeting him here, aren’t you? Can you at least admit that?” 

She looked at him pleadingly but refused to confirm or deny that he was right. 

“For weeks I’ve been asking myself, how does someone like Catherine Chandler know 

her way around the tunnels and sewers beneath New York City? Then I wondered what 

in the world would have brought you down here in the first place? The only answer I 

could come up with was that this is where he lives. Either that, or this is where he… 

hides.” He paused for a moment to see if her face would betray her secrets. 

“Do you know there are hundreds of miles of tunnels down here, below the city?” He 

continued. “I have a feeling that you do. When I found a map that showed one runs right 

under your apartment building… I don’t know how, but I had a feeling you would come 

here. I was sure I was right. I’ve been sitting here for hours… waiting… and here you 

are.” 

He could tell by the expression on her face that his arrow had hit its mark. 

“Elliot… please,” she pleaded. 

The silence between them was so profound that it rang in her ears. The air in the room 

felt oppressive. Catherine’s heart was beating wildly, and she felt as if she was 

suffocating. 

“Catherine?” she heard Vincent whisper. “Are you all right?” 

At the sound of Vincent’s voice, Elliot stood and they both sprang toward the threshold. 

Before Elliot could reach the opening, Catherine tackled him and pushed him against 

the wall. 

“Elliot, NO!” she exclaimed. Grabbing his arm, she swung him around to face her. 

Before he could speak Catherine commanded, “No… Don’t you dare move! I’m going to 

speak to Vincent…” She backed away from him but didn’t take her eyes off of him.  

“Vincent?” Elliot’s eyes gleamed with triumph. Now, at least I know his name, he noted 

silently. 

Catherine realized she had let it slip. It only fueled her desperation. “I swear to you 

Elliot, if I so much as see one whisker peer around this wall, I will strangle you with my 

bare hands.” 

He considered the look in her eyes and decided to heed her warning. 

She slowly backed toward the threshold, making sure that Elliot stayed put. 

As she came around the wall, Vincent gathered her into his arms. She willingly melted 

into the safety of his warm embrace, burying her face in the quilted softness of his vest.  
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“I’m sorry, Vincent. I’m so sorry. This is all my fault. I…” 

“Shhh,” he said, holding her a little tighter. “Shhh… It’s all right, Catherine. It isn’t your 

fault. It isn’t anybody’s fault. It just… is.” 

She looked up at him, her deep regret seeping into him. “How long have you been here? 

How much did you hear?” 

“I’ve been here since shortly after Elliot arrived. I heard everything.” 

She pulled away from him a little. “You’ve been here since…? I don’t underst… Vincent, 

you shouldn’t be here. It isn’t safe for you to…” 

“The sentry sent word that there was an intruder at your threshold. I suspected from the 

description that it was Elliot. I came to make sure he didn’t wander.”  

Catherine looked up at him, clearly confused at his words. “What?” 

“Catherine, these tunnels aren’t safe for people who are unfamiliar with them,” Vincent 

explained. “I didn’t want him to get lost, or injured… or worse.” 

Catherine’s eyes narrowed as she tried to comprehend what he was saying. “You were 

worried about Elliot’s safety? You were protecting him? What about your safety? Who’s 

protecting you?” she asked incredulously. 

He smiled sadly, and tenderly brushed the hair from her eyes. “Apparently, that would 

be you, Catherine. And I must say, you are doing a wonderful job.” 

“If I’m doing such a wonderful job, then why is Elliot Burch standing on the other side of 

this wall?” 

“Because Elliot Burch is a brilliant man. He’s in pain, and he’s searching for answers. 

That is something I understand all too well. I feared it was only a matter of time before 

he would find his way down here looking for those answers. He is trying to make sense 

of all that has happened… all that he has… lost. He has managed to piece together the 

merest of clues… and they led him here.” 

“Clearly.” She nodded. “But what are we going to do about it?” 

Vincent was silent for a moment, unsure how she would react to his suggestion. 

“I believe that we should give him the answers he is looking for,” he said simply. 

 “What?” Catherine wrenched herself out of his arms. “Vincent… No! What are you 

saying? That you want to trust him with… with… everything?” 

Vincent began pacing a short section of the wall. “Catherine… what choice do we have? 

We must trust him. He has already deduced enough to do us great harm, if he so 

chooses. Perhaps… Elliot is a man of reason… perhaps if he… if he knows everything, he 

will understand how important it is to keep our secrets.” 



 

“That is not a risk I’m willing to take. Vincent! This isn’t like the situation we had with 

Brian. Elliot is… dangerous. No… I’m afraid.” 

“I know you are, Catherine. But we owe him… I owe him… Catherine… I owe him my 

life.” 

“And he owes you his… We would have died on the waterfront that night, if it wasn’t for 

you! You have already taken great risks to help him and keep him safe. Your wounds 

have barely healed.” 

“Catherine… you once trusted this man.” 

“And he betrayed that trust.” 

“Yes, but even after that, you went to him for help… and he tried to regain your trust by 

helping you… freely, without question… and by helping me, even though he didn’t know 

it. You said yourself that he didn’t ask you for anything in return. You were once willing 

to marry him. Catherine… some shred of trust must remain in your heart… if you were 

willing to do that. Then when he came to you for help with getting his father out of the 

hospital… you trusted him again…” 

“But Vincent… this is your life… It isn’t just Elliot. He is never alone… He has body 

guards… always. His body guard is probably around here somewhere now. How can we 

even begin to trust him?” 
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On the other side of the wall, Elliot could only hear parts of their conversation. Most of it 

made little sense to him, but he clearly understood her last statement. Perhaps if I allay 

Cathy’s fears, it might help, he thought. 

Speaking from beyond the wall, Elliot said, “My body guard isn’t here, Cathy.” He 

paused to gauge her response. “I came here alone, I swear… in a taxi. You can ask your 

doorman. No one knows I’m here.” 

Catherine darted through the threshold just enough to see his face. “My doorman knows 

you’re here? Did he see you come into the basement?” 

“No.” Elliot shook his head. “I was careful, I promise. He said ‘hello’ when I came into 

the building, and he watched me get on the elevator and go up to your floor. Then I took 

the service stairs down to your basement to have a look around. As far as he knows, I’m 

still up there with you.” 

She looked doubtful. 

“Scout’s Honor,” he said, raising his right hand. “No one saw me.” 

She looked at him doubtfully. “Have you ever actually been a Scout?” she asked. 

Elliot gave her a crooked smiled and shrugged. “It’s a figure of speech, Cathy.” 

She was positioned so that she was able to see both Vincent and Elliot at the same time, 

with only a few inches of brick wall between them, but the two men were unable to see 

each other. After a few moments of trying to gather her wits about her, they 

simultaneously said, “Catherine, please.”  

Looking at the pleading expression on both of their faces, she suddenly realized why her 

heart had once been torn between the two of them. Even though she had chosen 

Vincent, there was something about Elliot that still had the power to pull at her heart 

strings. 

She closed her eyes and took a deep breath while both men held theirs. “You stay right 

there, Elliot,” Catherine ordered, as she moved closer to Vincent and once again sought 

the security of his arms around her. In that moment she felt the need for his strength 

more than she ever had before. “Are you sure you want to do this, Vincent?” she asked. 

“Catherine, we must.” 

She took a deep breath and let go of him. Leaning her back against the wall for support, 

she said, “You can come out now, Elliot.” 

Both men moved toward the opening in the wall, until they stood face to face.   

Elliot’s eyes narrowed, as he saw what appeared to be a very large creature step into full 

view. 

His eyes went wide in disbelief as he looked intently at Vincent’s face and then at the 

size of the “man” standing before him. At least he thought it was a man. What else could 

he be? Elliot wondered. 



 

Elliot froze, then retreated back a step or two. He blinked his eyes and shook his head. 

Surely, I’m hallucinating, he told himself. But no, the figure standing before him 

appeared to be very real.  

Vincent stood very still, hoping not to frighten Elliot too much. He was well aware that 

he appeared intimidating at first glance (and for some unfortunate few, even more 

intimidating at the last). He was also very aware that he was risking everything by doing 

this. The next few minutes would be critical, not only to his future, but the future of 

everyone who called these Tunnels home. 
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 “Elliot,” Catherine finally said. “This… is Vincent.” She moved close and slipped under 

Vincent’s arm, resting her hand lovingly on his chest. “Vincent, this is Elliot Burch.” 

Vincent extended his free hand. 

Elliot, still in shock, looked at the “hand” of the incredible being that stood before him. 

“Your hands… they’re… remarkable.” He looked questionably at Catherine and then at 

Vincent. “Those men… on the waterfront… the Coronistas… you… killed them?” 

Vincent nodded, remembering the fear, the rage, and the pain of that night. “Yes, I did,” 

he confessed, with a tinge of shame in his voice. 

“With your bare hands?” Elliot asked. He didn’t need Vincent to answer his question to 

know that this was the case. He was beginning to realize that his own fate was now in 

Vincent’s hands. No one knows I’m here, after all, he thought. 

Sensing Elliot’s concerns, Vincent assured him. “You have nothing to fear from me, Mr. 

Burch.” 

Elliot Burch was a man who relied heavily on his instincts, and in the quiet suspense of 

the moment, his instincts told him that Vincent was telling the truth. As he came to that 

realization, he felt himself relax and wondered how long it had been since his last 

breath.  

He took a step forward and accepted Vincent’s outstretched hand. “I owe you a great 

debt, Vincent. Thank you for what you did.” 

“You owe me nothing,” was Vincent’s response. “I am… sorry… about your father.” 

Elliot nodded, remembering the pain of the moment his father had been killed. “Thank 

you. I appreciate that.” 

None of the three were quite sure what to say next. It was Vincent who finally spoke. 

“You must have… questions.” 

Elliot nodded. “Yes, I must… I mean… I do, but I think I need a moment.” 

Vincent and Catherine stood together, allowing Elliot all the time he needed. 

As Elliot watched the two of them leaning on each other, it was clear to him how much 

they loved each other. The way Vincent held her protectively under his arm. Her worried 

look and the way she absently played with the tassels on his vest. 

They are so different, he observed. And yet, they clearly belong together.  

The revelation was almost physically painful.  

“How did… the two of you even meet?” was the first question that came to his mind. 



 

“Vincent found me… unconscious and bleeding in Central Park,” Catherine explained. 

Catherine’s mind reluctantly went back to the horrifying events that had brought them 

together. “The night I was attacked, and my face was slashed by…” 

Vincent pulled her closer. He could feel how difficult it was for her to remember the 

terror of that night. He nuzzled his face in her hair, lightly kissing the top of her head 

before picking up the thread of the story. “As a rule, we don’t bring strangers to our … 

home. But I feared she might die if I didn’t get her help as quickly as possible. So, I 

brought her below, to my father. He is a doctor. Catherine was badly injured… too 

injured to be moved Above, so she stayed with us until she was strong enough to return 

Above.” 

“Your ‘father’? Are you saying there are more… like you? And you live down here… 

below the city?” 

Vincent shook his head. “No… and yes… I mean… No, there aren’t any others like me… I 

was abandoned as a baby. Someone found me and brought me here. This is where I was 

raised. There has been a community of people living down here since before I was born. 

The man who adopted me and raised me is one of the community leaders.” 

Elliot thought for a moment. “I don’t understand, Cathy… You and I… we didn’t meet 

until quite some time after all of that.” 

Catherine nodded. “That’s right. We met several months later.” 

“So… the two of you… you were already… involved when we met?” 

Catherine and Vincent were silent. 

“I’m confused… Cathy… I know I felt something between us when we met...” For a man 

who had learned to trust his instincts, he was beginning to wonder how he could have 

been so wrong. “You felt something for me, Cathy… I was sure of it. Was I imagining it? 

Why would you lead me on… if there wasn’t any chance…?” 

“I’m sorry, Elliot.” Catherine tried to explain, “I was confused… I thought--”  

“It was my fault,” Vincent interrupted. “At least… in large part.” 

Elliot listened. 

“Look at me.” Vincent swept his hand the length of his body. “I know what I look like. I 

know what I am. And I know what I am not. I never imagined that anyone would ever… 

could ever… care for me. Sometimes, I still don’t… I all but pushed Catherine into your 

arms. I wanted her to have the life… the life I believed she would have had…if we had 

never met. The kind of life I could never offer her… or anyone.” 

“I’m not sure I…” Elliot began. 

Vincent interrupted, knowing what he would ask. “I told her to find someone… someone 

to love… someone to be a part of… someone who wasn’t… me.” 



 

Catherine picked up the thread. “When I met you, Elliot… you swept me off my feet. I 

felt like you and I… we connected somehow… That wasn’t a lie. I believed I was falling 

in love with you too. That was real. But at the same time, I ached, knowing that I was 

hurting Vincent. I didn’t want to lose him. I felt like I was being torn apart. I wasn’t sure 

what I was going to do until you…” 

“Aaahhh.” Elliot began to nod his head, as the truth revealed itself to him. “Until I 

ruined it. Now I understand.” He took a deep breath and turned to leave. 

“Where are you going?” Catherine asked. 

“I came here for answers, and you gave them to me.” He retrieved the suit jacket he had 

hung on the back of the chair. 

“No, Elliot. You can’t leave, not yet,” Catherine said forcefully. 

“What do you mean?” he asked, wondering if they might try to stop him. 

“You came here for answers,” Vincent said. “We have decided to give them to you. There 

are a lot of people here… people who depend on this place remaining a secret. People 

whose lives would be affected, if… if word got out that they live here.” 

“You mean there’s more?” he asked, wondering if he could handle any more. “Like your 

father and that odd young man who tried to sabotage my building site?” 

“It’s imperative that you know everything,” Vincent explained. “I want you to meet my 

family… see my world, so that you may understand how important it is… to keep our 

secret.” 

Elliot considered Vincent’s invitation.  

“You’ve asked me more than once to trust you, Elliot,” Catherine reminded him. “Now 

we’re offering you that trust.” 

She’s right, Elliot realized, considering her words. At times I’ve hungered for her trust 

almost as much as I’ve craved her love. Well, he decided, if I can’t have one, at least I 

can accept the other. 

He quickly donned his jacket and followed Vincent and Catherine’s lead. At first, as they 

walked, he attempted to memorize the ways they were turning, and where the tunnels 

seemed to lead deeper into the earth. At some point, he realized that, without help, he 

would never find his way out. He understood that, with not a little consternation, as the 

brick lined walls turned to huge cement pipes, and an ancient spiral staircase led them 

even deeper down to crudely carved out tunnels. As they seemed to move deeper 

beneath the world above, he was surprised, not only by the sights, but also the sounds 

around him. He expected the city sounds to be silenced this far beneath the city. But 

there was a constant rumble of subway trains as they raced beneath the city and 

intermittent clanging pipes that brought back old memories.  



 

“It almost sounds like Morse Code on the pipes,” he remarked, to breach the silence 

from Vincent and Catherine. “I swear, every now and then, I think that clanging actually 

spells out a word. If I didn’t know better, I’d think someone was sending messages about 

us.” 

Vincent and Catherine both stopped and turned toward Elliot. “You know Morse Code?” 

Vincent asked. 

Elliot was unsure how to answer. “Is that a good thing or a bad thing?” 

Catherine smiled a little. “Neither, I guess it’s just a surprise. How did you ever learn 

Morse Code?” 

He smiled a little, as he recalled, “When I was a kid, my friends and I used to send each 

other secret messages on the pipes in our apartment building. It turned out to be useful. 

It helped me land a job as a radio operator in the Merchant Marines after I left home. 

That’s how I earned enough money to pay for my architectural degree.” 

“I thought you went to Cornell,” Catherine remarked. 

“I did.” 

She looked surprised. “And the Merchant Marines paid well enough to cover the 

tuition?” 

Elliot laughed and shook his head. “No… not exactly. But I happen to be a very good 

poker player.” 

Catherine waited, knowing that there must be more. 

“The men on those ships get very bored. Drinking and gambling are common ways to 

relieve that boredom. I used that to my advantage.” 

Catherine looked surprised at the new revelation about the man she thought she knew. 

“What?” Elliot asked. “They were going to lose that money anyway. I figured they might 

as well lose it to me.” 

Catherine laughed, cocking her head to one side. “You know, Elliot, whenever I think I 

know who you are, you show me a side of you that’s… unexpected.” 

“Perhaps you tried and convicted me too quickly…” he suggested. 

Catherine looked at him thoughtfully. “Perhaps I did,” she replied, as she resumed 

walking. 

As they neared the hub, Elliot couldn’t shake the feeling that they were being watched. 

But every time he turned to see who was watching, there was no one there.  

Vincent steered them toward his chamber. 

“Aren’t we going to see, Father?” Catherine asked. 



 

“I think it’s best for Elliot and Father to meet privately, before we go into the study. 

Most of the community is already in the study,” Vincent explained. 

“How do you know that?” Elliot asked. 

Vincent smiled and reached out to touch the pipes that ran along the tunnel wall. “You 

were right. The sounds you heard on the pipes were code. It’s our Tunnel code. By now 

everyone down here is aware that you are here, and they no doubt want to know why. An 

urgent meeting has been called in Father’s study.” 

Elliot nodded. “I understand.” 

“We don’t usually bring strangers here, Elliot.” 

Catherine explained. “If this place became known… it 

would destroy a lot of lives.” 

“Catherine, would you please take him to my chamber, 

while I go and get Father? I’ll be there soon.” 

As they entered Vincent’s room, Elliot was struck by 

the “opulence” he saw around him. Though the walls 

were rough, they were lined with books. More books 

and souvenirs seemed to cover every flat surface. A 

round, antique, tiger oak table stood in the center of 

the room. He noted that in addition to the candles 

lighting the room, there were also what appeared to be 

antique, tiffany lamps, indicating that they had access 

to electricity. 

 I wonder if they have running water too? he asked 

himself.  

Though the room had a definitely “shabby” feel to it, 

Elliot could tell that the person who lived here had 

exquisite and refined, if eclectic, taste. 

Catherine stopped and turned to face him. 

Reaching to straighten his jacket, she said, “You 

should probably tie your necktie.” 

“My tie? Why?” 

“Because, I want you to make a good impression.” 

“A good what?” He laughed, condescendingly. “What 

are you talking about? I need to make a good 

impression on… homeless people?” 



 

Catherine’s demeanor changed in an instant. She tried to contain a flash of anger. His 

disdain only served to remind her of every other time he had disappointed her. 

“They aren’t homeless, Elliot!” she snapped. “They live here. This is their home. They 

are gentle people, who live here with dignity, mutual respect, and kindness. They help 

each other. They help others who need their help, and they accept help when it’s offered. 

Please understand… these people are my friends, and they deserve respect.” 

Elliot was taken aback by the passion in her voice, as she spoke of her friends. 

Catherine closed her eyes and sighed. “Elliot… please… just do it. Believe me… you want 

to make a good first impression… I want you to make a good first impression.” 

Elliot silently obeyed.  

“Happy?” he asked, as he tightened the crooked knot. 

She approached him, first straightening his tie, then reaching around his neck to smooth 

the collar of his shirt.  

As Vincent and Father entered the chamber, Vincent was taken by surprise at the site 

before him. Catherine had her arms around Elliot’s neck and Elliot was looking at her 

adoringly. He observed her as she gave Elliot’s lapels a final brush and a tug, and then 

nodded approvingly.  

“Are you satisfied now, Cathy?” Elliot asked. 

She stepped back to give him one more sweeping look. “Yes, I think that will do just 

fine,” she said, matter-of-factly. 

“AAAhem!” Father cleared his throat loudly, to announce their arrival. 

He scowled at Catherine, as he entered the room.  

From the look on the older man’s face, Elliot suspected he was not going to make a good 

first impression, no matter how straight his necktie was. 

“How could you do this, Catherine?” Father said, accusingly. “You actually brought 

this… this man here, to our HOME? We trusted you, and now… now… this?” He asked, 

making a sweeping motion with his hand in Elliot’s direction. 

“This is one of your friends?” Elliot asked, giving Catherine a skeptical glance. “So much 

for a good first impression,” he said, raising his eyebrows. 

Before Catherine had a chance to respond to either of them, Vincent stepped in, putting 

his hand on Father’s shoulder. “Father, it wasn’t Catherine that brought Elliot here. It 

was me. She tried to convince me otherwise, but I insisted. Believe me, this is not her 

fault.” 
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Father looked at his son, clearly confused by the admission. “YOU?” he asked, squinting 

in disbelief. 

“What were you thinking, Vincent? This man cannot be trusted! And now he knows… 

HE KNOWS… where we live! He knows that you… exist! Do you have any idea the power 

you have given him? He could destroy everything… everything. That is what he does!” 

Not used to being spoken of in such terms, at least in his presence, Elliot stepped up to 

defend himself. “Name one thing I have done to deserve that assessment,” he 

challenged, assuming that a homeless man who lived in caves underground would know 

very little of what went on above him. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Father didn’t hesitate. “We know all about you, Mr. Burch, and what you did to Mischa 

Langer and the other elderly people who lived in that apartment building… and… and… 



 

You and your selfishness nearly destroyed our world with your… your… dynamite and 

that blasted tower… Who knows how many other lives you have destroyed?” 

Elliot could feel his ire rising, as his face began to burn. “Is that what Cathy told you?” 

he demanded, looking angrily in her direction. 

“That is what I know! Vincent was in the alley when your thugs threw a fire bomb into 

the Langer’s apartment building, and when they attacked the Langer’s on the street. I 

read the newspapers, Mr. Burch. You are a shrewd business man, and abominably 

selfish. Poor people like us are nothing to you and your rich friends. We are nothing 

more than garbage to be removed, so that you can have whatever it is you want. Our 

lives, our homes, mean nothing to someone like you.” 

Apparently, they do know what goes on up there, he chided himself for his 

misjudgment.  

Changing tack, he continued to defend himself. “How can you blame me for anything 

that happened here? I had no idea anyone even lived down here!”  

Not one to back down, Father countered his defense. Fifty years of playing chess had 

made him sharp, and given him the ability to respond quickly. “And what about the lives 

of those you were aware of, Mr. Burch? What became of them? Do you even know?” 

“They were generously compensated,” he said dismissively, folding his arms obstinately 

across his chest. 

“Compensated?” Father bristled at the very word. “Is that what you call what you did to 

the Langers? Compensated? How do you compensate someone for destroying 

everything they have built in a lifetime? Perhaps what they had looked worthless to 

you… to you… The Great Elliot Burch… who has much grander schemes.” 

Father paused to take a breath, but not long enough for Elliot to respond.  

“Believe me, Mister Burch… I have known men like you…” Father waved his finger in 

Elliot’s direction. “I have watched them destroy good people that stood in their way. 

Perhaps I was even one of them… once upon a time. But who are you to say that your 

dreams are more important, and must come at the cost of the dreams of all others? Why, 

if it hadn’t been for Catherine… and her willingness to… to…sacrifice herself for the 

good of us all…” 

“Father… don’t!” Catherine tried to stop him from continuing. 

Jacob suddenly fell silent, realizing he had said too much. Looking sheepishly at 

Catherine, he began to address her. “I… I suppose I shouldn’t have said that last bit… 

ahem… Catherine… I … Please accept my apologies…”  

Elliot was taken aback by the sudden change in Father’s tone. Quickly rewinding the 

conversation in his head, he turned to Catherine. “What did he mean… your willingness 

to sacrifice yourself?” 

Catherine was silent, but Elliot could see that her face was flushed. 



 

“How did you sacrifice yourself, Cathy?” he insisted. 

Catherine nodded. “You came here looking for the truth, Elliot. Are you sure you want to 

hear it?” 

He nodded. “Yes… yes I do.” 

 She took a deep breath and began. “The blasting from your construction site… it was 

threatening… all of this. The lives of everyone here were in jeopardy… especially 

Vincent’s. Without these tunnels, Elliot… without this community… There is nowhere 

for him to go. Most of the people here could go Above if they lost their home here, but 

not Vincent… He couldn’t live up there. The people up there… would destroy him… Our 

world… would destroy him.” 

Elliot gazed at Vincent and had to admit that she was probably right. 

“When you confessed your love for me… and then proposed… I… I thought that 

perhaps… if you really did love me… I could convince you to give up the building 

project… if I consented to marry you. But that’s not how it… worked out.” 

Elliot nodded. He had assumed that since she had accepted his proposal, she must have 

had some feelings for him, even if they weren’t as ardent as his. It was a gut punch for 

him to realize that he had been wrong about that. 

“So, you were willing to marry me… even though you didn’t love me… or even care for 

me… to save him?” 

Catherine nodded. “Yes… I didn’t know what else to do. I thought… I hoped… that as 

long as you loved me, in time I could learn to love you too. That it would be enough, as 

long as I knew that…” 

“As long as you knew that the man you really loved was safe?” he said, finishing her 

thought. 

“Yes.” She swallowed hard and nodded her head. “But I misjudged you...” 

“Because when you gave me an ultimatum, I didn’t choose you…” he finished her 

sentence again. 

She shook her head. “No, you didn’t. It turned out that you loved your tower more than 

you loved me. I hadn’t anticipated that. So I…” 

Elliot laughed bitterly. “So, it was a test?” 

“No… it wasn’t meant to be. But it did show me that you didn’t really love me after all.” 

Elliot bristled. “That’s not true, Catherine. I did love you… more than I have ever loved 

anyone,” he insisted. 

But Catherine would have none of it. “No, you didn’t. I’m not as young and naïve as I 

once was. I’ve finally learned the difference between someone who wants me and 

someone who truly loves me.”  

She paused and looked lovingly at Vincent.  



 

Vincent could feel the strength of her love wash over and through him. 

“You wanted me, Elliot. Perhaps even more than you’ve ever wanted anything else. You 

wanted to possess me. What you call love is no kind of love at all.” 

“It felt like love to me,” he countered. 

“You loved me like you love your art collection. You surround yourself with beautiful, 

expensive things to show the world that you are better than all of them, that you can 

acquire whatever you want. I would have just been one of your acquisitions. Something 

beautiful, that you could show off to the world.” 

She could tell Elliot was reluctant to admit that she was even a little bit right, but she 

noticed that he didn’t refute it either. 

“But, I realized all of that,” she continued, “when I accepted your marriage proposal. I 

was willing to accept that kind of love, as long as it meant I could save this world, for 

Vincent and everyone else who lives here. The pain you felt from losing me wasn’t 

because you loved me, it was because you lost me… and then you lost your tower too, 

because of me. It was just the pain of defeat. You lost, and you hate that. I know it 

caused you great pain, but it wasn’t love. If you really think about it, Elliot, you will 

know that what I’m saying is true.” 

Elliot stood silent, wanting to dispute her conclusions, but knowing in the depths of his 

heart that much of what she said was true, at least to some extent. 

When he didn’t speak, she continued. “I’m ashamed to admit that I felt a certain level of 

satisfaction when you lost your tower. I thought you deserved it, because you were 

willing to hurt people, even destroy them. You lied and did underhanded, shady things… 

so that you could fulfill your dream. But did you care at all about the dreams of the little 

people who stood in your way? Did you ever, even once, wonder what their dreams 

were? Or how many lives you were destroying?  

“When I accepted your marriage proposal, I was trying to defend the dreams of those 

people… I felt that I should at least try.” 

Vincent moved closer to her, knowing that she needed to express these truths to Elliot, 

but worried that she might dash any chance they had of securing his loyalty and 

confidence. 

“Catherine,” he whispered.  

She leaned back against Vincent, suddenly tired, and overcome with regret for her own 

actions.  

“I realize that doesn’t excuse what I did.” she said. “I traded on your emotions and that 

was wrong. I’m sorry, Elliot. I know we brought you here to convince you to protect all 

of this… to keep our secrets, but you said you wanted to hear the truth. What I’ve said is 

part of that truth... at least, as I see it.” 



 

Elliot took a deep breath, trying to recover from her onslaught. He nodded, as he 

pondered the things she had said.  

“Is there anything you would like to say, Mr. Burch?” Father asked. 

He was filled with sadness as he recalled the day he had chosen to let this beautiful 

woman slip through his fingers, and all that he had lost since then. 

“The day you said you’d marry me, you told me that people were more important than 

things. I suppose it took my father’s death to hammer that lesson home, Cathy, but I 

finally got it. I’m just sorry we all had to lose so much before I did. The truth can be a 

hard thing to learn, sometimes…” 

He smiled wryly. “My mother used to say that my father would rather choke to death on 

his pride than swallow a healthy portion of the truth…” He laughed ruefully. “I guess I’m 

a little more like him than I realized. I must say, that’s a revelation I didn’t expect when 

I came here tonight. I hate to admit it, Cathy, but I can’t deny that there is some truth in 

what you’ve said. Most people would never have the guts to say those things to my face.” 

Perhaps there is hope for this man yet, Father thought. 

“Well, I must say, Mr. Burch,” Father said. “Just being able to admit that, could be an 

indication that you are not as much like your father as you fear.” 

Elliot looked shocked by the old man’s words. “I could be mistaken, but that almost 

sounded like a compliment, Mr… I’m sorry, I… I don’t know your name.” 

A little bit flustered, Father extended his hand. “Jacob… my name is Jacob.” 

“Nice to meet you, Jacob,” Elliot said, shaking the man’s hand, still unsure if it actually 

was. 

“This is your Father?” he asked, turning his attention to Vincent. 

“Yes, he is the man who raised me,” Vincent answered. “Father, I brought Elliot here so 

that he could meet the others. I want him to see that we are a family here… then perhaps 

he will understand how important it is to keep our home a secret. I hope you will allow 

that.” 

“Well, I must say, Vincent. You haven’t really given me much of a choice, have you?” 

Father replied. 

“I suppose that’s my fault, Sir,” Elliot admitted.  “I didn’t really give them much of a 

choice. You see, I suspected that Cathy might be meeting someone in the tunnel beneath 

her apartment building. I was determined to get some answers… so I waited for her 

there.” 

“Yes, Father, he had already deduced parts of the truth on his own. He knew enough to 

pose a danger to us, so I decided that it might be best if we answered all of his 

questions… and showed him where and how we live…” 

“… and who I have been protecting,” Catherine added. 



 

“Father please understand,” Vincent began. “This is not something I was planning when 

the day began. It happened very… suddenly. I had to decide what to do.”  

“Yes, yes.” Father was suddenly feeling very impatient with them all. “Well, we might as 

well get it over with. I suppose I don’t need to tell you that this has caused quite a stir. 

People are quite unnerved by it all. Most of the community are anxiously awaiting you in 

my study.” 

“Yes, I know. We gathered that from what we heard on the pipes as we came down.” 

“Well then, I suppose we’d better get on with it. Please follow me, Mr. Burch.” 

“I’d prefer it if you would call me Elliot.” 

“Yes, yes, all in good time.” 

As they approached Father’s study, the din of chatter could 

be heard in the hallway, and from the sound of it, people 

were very agitated. The cacophony of voices stopped 

suddenly as they entered the room, and all eyes turned in 

their direction. 

Elliot looked around the large room, noting that, like 

Vincent’s room, it also had an air of opulence to it. Aside 

from the rough-hewn, rock walls, he was astounded by the 

antique furniture, the well-used Tiffany lamps, and hundreds 

of books that filled bookshelves and table tops everywhere he turned. A spiral staircase, 

currently populated by curiously dressed people, led to an upper level that was also 

crowded with overflowing bookshelves. 

These people must hold education in high regard, he concluded. He noticed a chess set 

on top of a very cluttered desk, standing ready for two challengers. 

As he began looking around at the people, he realized that none of them looked very 

welcoming. 

“Is somebody going to tell us what’s going on here?” Cullen demanded. 

“Yeah, why is this stranger here?” someone yelled from the back of the room. 

A few people called out in affirmation, and the room began to clamor again. 

Father stepped forward, standing at the edge of the steps leading down into the room 

and holding out his hands as if to calm everyone down. “Yes, yes,” he began. “I realize 

that this is… disconcerting to everyone. And I will explain it, if you will just quiet down.” 

When the room became quiet, Father began.  

“As you may already know, this man standing behind me is Catherine’s friend, Elliot 

Burch.” 

“What is he doing here?” William asked gruffly.  

“Well… he is … that is… he came here, looking for some answers.” 



 

“What kind of answers?” William demanded. “Since when are strangers allowed to just 

show up here asking questions? This isn’t the first time one of Catherine’s friends has 

shown up here, uninvited.” 

The crowd was becoming agitated again. 

Vincent stepped forward and spoke loudly. “Please. Please... if you will just hear me 

out.” 

He waited for quiet in the room again. 

“I am the one… who invited Elliot to come here. And I am the one who brought him 

here… to meet all of you. In the past Mr. Burch and his business dealings have 

unwittingly intersected with us.” 

“You mean he nearly blew us all to smithereens with his high and mighty tower project!” 

Jamie interjected. 

Vincent nodded. “Yes, Jamie, that was one of the times. But may I remind you that he is 

also the man who very generously gave drilling equipment to Catherine after the cave-in 

that nearly took my life and Father’s life as well. If it weren’t for Elliot’s help, we would 

have died.” 

“Mouse helped too!” Mouse interjected. 

Vincent smiled. “Yes, Mouse. Your expertise was also essential. Thank you.” 

Jamie seemed to calm down a bit at his recollection. 

Ahhh, Mouse, finally a name I recognize, Elliot thought, the singular young man from 

Ruritania. He strained to try and see the face of the eccentric man who had once briefly 

crossed his path. 

Vincent continued. “A few weeks ago, when Catherine and Elliot entered the tunnel 

system seeking safety, Elliot became curious about why Catherine was able to show him 

the way back to safety Above, as if she had been here before.  

“Tonight, he decided to come back down into the Tunnels to explore… to see if he could 

find some answers. The sentry’s alerted me, and I went to investigate. I convinced 

Catherine that, since he had already figured out enough on his own to possibly cause 

some trouble for us, perhaps if we brought him here to meet all of you, he might 

understand how important it is to keep our secrets.” 

“What are we to do now, Vincent?” Mary asked. “What will become of us if he chooses 

not to keep our secret?”  

“I thought that perhaps we should introduce ourselves to him. The same way we did 

with Brian, when he found his way down. Tell him something about ourselves… how we 

came to be here, and why we need to keep this place a secret from the world above.” 



 

The room was uncharacteristically quiet, as the crowd considered Vincent’s request. 

Even the pipes had gone silent. Everyone stared past Vincent to Elliot Burch, trying to 

size him up.  

Elliot decided that perhaps he should step forward. 

He cleared his throat and brushed his jacket nervously. “Perhaps, if I begin by 

introducing myself, it might help,” he began. Looking around for a friendly face he 

spotted Mouse in the middle of the crowd, grinning at him. “As you already know, my 

name is Elliot Burch. When I came into the tunnels tonight, I didn’t know what I would 

find, but I can assure you, I… I certainly wasn’t expecting anything like this. Now that I 

am here, now that Vincent and Catherine have trusted me enough to show me this place, 

I assure you… I have no intention of causing you any harm.” 

“He sounds like an alien from outer space,” Kipper said, laughing. “‘I come in peace, 

take me to your leader.’” 

“Yeah,” Cullen added. “Except in those science fiction books, the humans never end up 

faring too well in the end.” 

Mary scowled at Cullen. “For heaven’s sake, Cullen. I can understand that coming from 

Kipper, he is a young boy after all, but you are a grown man. If Vincent and Father trust 

this man, then so do I.” With that, she made her way through the crowd and stood at the 

foot of the steps. 

“Mr. Burch, my name is Mary. I came here more than twenty years ago. I had lost my 

husband… and my son… They were everything that meant anything to me. I wanted to 

die.” She stopped for a moment, fighting back tears. “The people here took me in. They 

didn’t have much, but what they did have, they shared with me… a stranger. How many 

people up there do you know who would do that? They gave me a safe place to heal. 

Gradually, I began to find a reason for living again, and I decided to stay. These people 

aren’t just my friends, Mr. Burch, they are my family.” She held out her hand and Elliot 

descended the stairs to accept it. 

“It’s nice to meet you, Mary,” he said. 

Following Mary’s example, Mouse pushed his way to the front of the room and thrust 

out his hand. “I’m Mouse!” he declared. “Came here…” He crinkled up his face. “Not 

sure…” he said, rubbing his chin. Brightening up he continued, “Long time ago. I was 

little. All alone. No food. No family. No friends. Vincent found me. Brought me here. 

Brought me home. Taught Mouse to trust. Taught Mouse to talk. Taught Mouse to do a 

lot of things!” 

Elliot smiled at the strange young man, and tentatively accepted the outstretched hand. 

“It’s nice to finally meet you in person, Mouse.” 

As Jamie came forward, she looked at Elliot sideways, not ready to trust the man who 

had nearly destroyed her home. She certainly had no intention of shaking the man’s 

hand. “I’m Jamie,” she said. 



 

“It’s nice to meet you, Jamie,” Elliot replied offering his hand to her in vain. 

She put her hands firmly on her hips. “You don’t impress me… with your expensive suit 

and that fancy silk tie.” 

Elliot looked back at Catherine. So much for making a good impression, he thought. 

Jamie continued. “I betcha we could eat for a month on the money it cost to buy those 

clothes.” She paused for a moment. “But your fancy clothes and your money don’t make 

you any better than us, Mr. Burch.” 

“Jamie!” Father exclaimed. “That is no way to speak to our guest!” 

Elliot responded quickly.  “That’s all right, Jacob. She’s right.” Then turning back to 

Jamie, he smiled and said, “You’re right, Jamie, I’m not any better than you are. Not one 

bit. You’ve got spunk, I’ll say that. I bet you stick up for all your friends here.” 

She softened a little at his compliment. “I do. I don’t like anybody who hurts my family. 

That’s what they are now.” She reached out and accepted his hand. “And, thank you… 

for saving Father and Vincent from the cave-in.” She hesitated, and then added, “And 

for letting Mouse go that one time.” 

“You’re welcome.” 

One by one, most of the people in the room came forward and introduced themselves. 

Most were more guarded than Mary and Mouse. It was clear to Elliot that trust from 

these people would not be easily won. He realized that their friendship and their trust, if 

he decided he wanted it, would have to be earned. 

He was impressed by the dignity with which these people carried themselves. He noted 

that, despite the ragged and extensively patched condition of their clothes, they were all 

clean and well groomed. As some of them spoke of how they came to live in this place, 

he was humbled by the tragic circumstances that many of them had overcome. Despite 

their humble circumstances, all who chose to speak to him expressed themselves clearly 

and with grace. Even the children were well-mannered, articulate, confident, and clearly 

well-educated. 

After Father was sure everyone had had an opportunity to come forward, he stepped up. 

“Now, everyone, normal procedure is that the council would take a vote as to whether or 

not a person is to be accepted as a Member, or a Helper, or a friend to this community. 

But this is not a normal situation. Mr. Burch has not come here for our help or our 

shelter or even to become a Helper. Although, it is true that he has unwittingly helped us 

greatly in the past.” 

Turning in Elliot’s direction, Father said, “Vincent and I are possibly more grateful than 

any of you, since his help saved our lives. In light of that, I think it would be appropriate 

that we all, as a community, show our appreciation by voting to, at the very least, 

acknowledge him an honorary friend of this community.” 

“What about the fact that he nearly blew us all up when he was building that tower? Are 

we supposed to just forget about that?” Cullen asked. 



 

“That is a good question, Cullen. But as Mr. Burch pointed out to me a short time ago, at 

the time, he had no idea that anyone was living down here.” 

“What does Mr. Burch have to say about it?” William asked. 

Elliot went back to the top step so that everyone could see him better. “I’m not sure what 

to say, except that I am very sorry that my building project impacted all of you. I didn’t 

know that anyone lived down here. And I wasn’t aware of how extensive the tunnels 

beneath the city were. Now that I do know, I promise you, I will make sure to bear that 

in mind in the future.” 

“Before we vote,” Father asked, “is there anyone in the room who wishes to speak up for 

Mr. Burch?” 

Catherine stepped forward and spoke for the first time. Elliot looked surprised. 

“I just want you all to know, that when Father and Vincent were trapped, I was 

desperate, just as the rest of you were. When I went to Elliot and asked for his help, he 

gave me everything I needed, without a price tag, and without asking for anything in 

return. Vincent and Father are alive because of him. For that, I am eternally grateful.” 

As she turned, she reached and squeezed Elliot’s hand.  

He nodded his appreciation to her. 

“Is there anyone else?” Father called. 

Mouse came up the steps and turned to the crowd. “Elliot’s a good man. Better than 

good. Gave Catherine dynamite… and blasting caps… and drills… and plastic explosives. 

Saved Vincent… Father too. Even let Mouse go when the mean men caught Mouse… 

could have put Mouse in jail… but didn’t. Yep…” he said, nodding. “Elliot’s good. Better 

than good.” 

Vincent put his arm around Mouse’s shoulder and whispered in his ear. “Thank you, 

Mouse.” 

Mouse just shrugged, and blushed from his head to his toes. 

Father stepped forward again. “Now, if you approve of accepting Mr. Burch as a friend 

to this community, then all you have to do is remain facing this direction. If you do not 

approve, then simply turn around and face the back of the room.” 

Vincent watched, wondering how the community would respond.  

Elliot realized, with surprise, that it seemed to matter to him, what this ragtag group of 

people thought of him. He nervously waited to see how many would turn their backs on 

him. 

Both men were stunned when not one of the community turned away. Every single 

person voted to accept Elliot as a friend, even William and Cullen. 



 

by Lynette Parker 

“The vote appears to be unanimous,” Father declared. 

Mouse leaned toward Vincent and Elliot. “Told you,” he said, smiling smugly. “Elliot’s 

good… better than good…” Then turning to Elliot, he asked. “Got anymore dynamite? 

Plastic explosives? Mouse could really use some.” 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Elliot laughed at the odd young man. I think I’m going to like this kid, he thought, as 

members of the community came forward to shake his hand and welcome … some more 

enthusiastically than others. 

 

 

Catherine, Vincent and Elliot walked back to her apartment building in a comfortable 

silence, pondering all that had happened during the course of the evening.  

As the trio neared Catherine’s threshold, Vincent stopped.  

“Are you coming the rest of the way, Vincent?” Catherine asked. 

Shaking his head, Vincent replied. “No. The two of you should go ahead without me. I’ll 

wait for you here.” 

She looked at him curiously, wondering what he was thinking. 

Elliot turned. Clearing his throat, he addressed Vincent. “Thank you, Vincent, for 

trusting me… with everything. This evening has certainly been a night of revelations 

beyond anything I could have ever imagined. But can I ask you something?” 



 

Vincent nodded. 

“What does it mean to be a friend to your community?” Elliot asked. 

“It means you are now considered one of us, Elliot,” Vincent said. “If you are ever in 

need, you can call upon us and we will help you in any way that we can.” 

“You will help me?” Elliot asked in surprise. “And what is expected in return for that 

help?” 

“Nothing, just that we are trusting that you will not betray us to the world Above.” 

Elliot extended his hand to the extraordinary man that stood before him. “I won’t betray 

your trust. I hope you believe that.”  

Vincent took his offered hand. “Thank you.” 

Vincent watched as Catherine and Elliot disappeared from sight into the subbasement 

beneath her building. He stayed far enough away, so that they would have the 

opportunity to speak privately. Though he trusted in Catherine’s love, he couldn’t bear 

to see them together as they said their goodbyes. 

As Elliot grasped the first rung on the ladder, he turned back to Catherine.  

She could see regret and sadness in his eyes. 

“I’m sorry, Catherine… for disappointing you… for not being the kind of man you could 

love.” 

“I’m sorry too, Elliot… for hurting you the way I did. I was trying to help people here, 

and I hurt you deeply in the process. I hope you can forgive me.” 

“Do you think that if things had been different… if we had met before… before you met 

Vincent… that things might have turned out differently between us?” he asked. 

“No, I don’t,” she answered, without hesitation. “You must understand, Elliot, I’m not 

the same person I was before I met Vincent. Back then, I was just like all the other 

socialites you’ve ever known. I was shallow, conceited, self-centered, frivolous… The 

Cathy you fell for… the Cathy you thought you loved… she didn’t exist back then. I don’t 

think you would have looked twice at the old Cathy. I have become this person… because 

of what happened to me… because of what Vincent and others here gave to me. They 

taught me to be strong. They taught me to look outside of myself and outside of my safe, 

privileged world. They helped me find my purpose in life. They showed me that there are 

things that are much more valuable than anything our money could ever buy.”  

He nodded, acknowledging the truth of her words. “You made me realize some hard 

things about myself tonight, Cathy. But you are wrong about one thing.” 

“What’s that?” 

“What I felt for you… what I still feel for you … it is love.” 

Catherine opened her mouth to protest, but Elliot cut her off. 



 

“Perhaps it’s not the best kind of love… or 

even the kind of love you need. But it’s the 

only kind of love I know how to give, and it 

is real.” 

“I… I’m sorry, Elliot… I don’t know what to 

say.” 

Elliot reached for her and wrapped her in a 

huge bear hug. “Thank you, Cathy… thank 

you for trusting me tonight. I do forgive 

you. I’m not saying I like it, but I actually 

do understand why you did what you did. 

And don’t worry… I will keep your secrets… 

I promise.” He kissed her sweetly on the 

top of the head, turned without another 

word, and climbed the ladder. 

Catherine watched as Elliot ascended the 

ladder, returning to the world Above, the 

world where he was a ‘king’ in his own 

right. As he closed the trap door, she 

rushed back through the threshold and into 

Vincent’s waiting arms.  

They stood there for a long time, letting 

their love wash away the stress and the 

worry of the evening. As he held her, Vincent 

realized how much fear had been gripping his heart and mind all evening.  

Does she understand the power her love has to soothe the storms that sometimes rage 

within me? he wondered.  

“Do you think he will keep his promise, Catherine?” he asked. “Do you think he will keep 

our secret?” 

“I don’t know.” She could still feel the niggling doubt about the man she had almost 

married. “I want to trust him, but…”  

“But he has let you down before.” 

“Yes.” She sighed, knowing they had taken a great risk. 

“There was a moment tonight, Catherine, when I entered my chamber and saw you with 

your arms around Elliot’s neck.” 

She cocked her head to one side, trying to recall the moment he was referring to.  

“You mean when I was straightening his collar?” 

Vincent nodded. 

“Tell me what you’re thinking, Vincent.” 

by Rosemarie Hauer 



 

“When I saw you standing there like that… and the way he looked at you… It was as if I 

saw a small glimpse of what your life might have been, if you had never met me.” 

“And…?” 

“I felt overwhelming jealousy and at the same time I felt… tremendous guilt… As if I had 

stolen something from you… and from him, as well.” 

Catherine knew she must proceed with caution. Vincent’s struggle with these feelings 

was one of the things that stood in the way of their dream. It was one of the fears they 

had yet to overcome, together.  

“Vincent, you cannot ‘steal’ something that is freely given… You do realize that, don’t 

you?” 

Vincent looked deeply into her eyes as he digested her words. 

“Do you remember what I said to Elliot in your chamber?” she asked. 

“Which part?” 

“That I’ve learned the difference between someone who wants to possess me and 

someone who truly loves me…” 

“Yes, I do remember that.” 

“Would you want me to live in a loveless relationship with Elliot? Is that the destiny you 

want for me?” 

“No,” he said, shaking his head.  

“How can you believe that anything Elliot could offer me would be better than all that 

you have given me? If that is still what you believe, you are wrong! It doesn’t even 

compare.” 

“But Catherine,” he protested. “I have nothing to offer you… nothing of value… nothing 

at all.” 

Reaching up to stroke his cheek, she asked, “You have no idea what you give me, 

Vincent… Do you?”  

He could see the urgent question in her eyes, and she could see the awestruck wonder in 

his. 

Not knowing how to reply, he waited for her to explain. 

“Vincent,” she breathed, “You give me everything… everything that you have, 

everything that you are. Besides my parents, no one… no one… has ever given me what 

you give me so freely. You have so much to offer. Please don’t devalue that.  

“How can I make you understand that Elliot was never my destiny? It has always been 

you. If you hadn’t come into my life… I would be dead. Death… is what my destiny was… 

before you found me, and on many occasions since. Not Elliot, nor anyone else up there 

in that world. Something led you to me that night, I know it. I lived a shallow and 

meaningless existence before that.  I found my life here, in these Tunnels, with you. My 



 

life began the day you brought me down here. You gave me my life… in more ways than 

one. There is nothing more valuable than that.”  

Vincent sighed. “‘Value’ is such a difficult thing to measure, for me. Here, it is what we 

can find, or make, or bargain for. It’s not that I think I am less. But we both know your 

life would have taken a very different track if--” 

“Yes, it would have.” She was quick to  

agree and to disagree at the same time.  

“If I had never met you, it would have. A 

worse track... much worse. Even if I had 

survived the attack, being with Elliot 

would not have been a cure for that. It 

would have been the proof of it.”  

Vincent had never considered her life 

in those terms. That he was the 

salvation of it, in more ways than 

one, and not its hindrance.  

He let that epiphany sink into his 

heart. 

He looked at her again in wonder. 

“It has been a night for… 

revelations, Catherine.” he said, with 

hushed reverence.   

“Yes, it has,” she whispered. 

They stood, in the cool of the tunnel, 

embracing each other for a long time, both 

warmed by the 

miracle of their love…  

 
 
 
 
 
 

 
Never stop believing in “Happily ever after…”—Barbara 

 
 
____________ 

*Many thanks to the artists who inspired this story with their amazing and imaginative creations. 

by Rosemarie Hauer 


