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When she went to answer the knock at her door, Catherine could have had no idea of who stood on 
the other side.

"Devin, is it really you?"

She was astonished to see him. How long had it been? At least a year since he had left the tunnels 
with Charles and not a word since. Typical Devin.

"Come in. What on earth brings you back? Is Charles okay?"

Devin grinned and strolled in, almost as though he only lived own the hall, and not hours away in the 
mountains. Flopping down on a sofa he said, "Hi, Catherine. You look good. I got a bit homesick and I
was missing Vincent. How is he?"

She sat beside him. "He's fine, although he misses you more than anyone realizes, and he'll be so 
glad to see you." Now that the shock of seeing Devin was wearing off, she looked him over and 
noticed that his hair was now considerably longer and he also sported a beard. "It suits you, Devin. 
Give you a piratical look."

He laughed and stroked the whiskers, leering at her in a comical way. "Living where we do, we have 
no one to impress, which brings me to the other reason I'm here." 

Catherine raised one eyebrow, puzzled. "What do you mean?"

Devin had been thinking about it for months now. He and Charles had discussed it, trying to find 
anything which might go wrong. It has been planned to the last detail. His only problem was trying to 
talk Catherine and Vincent into it. How to bring it up.

"Ah. Do you remember a long time ago when you wanted to take Vincent out of the tunnels to the 
place you went to as a child?"

Catherine looked sharply away, not wanting to recall the terrible hurt she had inflicted on Vincent. 

“Yes Devin, I remember. It was an impossible dream and I had no right to give him such false hope. It
was too cruel and he suffered because of my selfishness."

Devin shook his head emphatically. "No, Catherine. It wasn't false hope then and it isn't now. I admit I
thought so at the time, but that was before I took Charles to the mountains. Even then, I believed he 
would suffer ridicule and scorn, just as he did in the city. But in all the time we've been there, we 
haven't seem another human being. Amazing, isn't it? He comes and goes as he likes, completely 
unafraid now. The more I thought about it, the more I felt that Vincent could do the same. Just once in
his life, why not, Catherine? Can you think of anyone more deserving?"

Catherine wished with all her heart that it could be so, but she had promised herself that never again 
would she put Vincent through the pain of false hope, and so she regretfully shook her head. 

"No, Devin. I am happy that Charles has found the peace and happiness that he deserves and 



Vincent will be glad, too, but what you suggest is just not possible for us. Besides, Father would never
agree. You don't know how angry he was with me last time. I won't risk his anger again."

Devin stood up and glared at her. She may have dismissed the idea out of hand, but he was 
determined to get them there, no matter what.

"All right, Catherine, leave it for now. I'm going Below. Are you coming?"

She looked at her watch and realized she was going to be late for work. "Sorry, I can't, but I'll be 
Below tonight."

*****

Devin entered the tunnels and right away he felt a sense of homecoming, even though he could not 
wait to leave when he had lived there. Strange. He supposed he would feel the same no matter 
where he lived. Too restless to put down roots. Even in the mountains, he felt the need to visit nearby
towns once in a while, just for a change of scenery. He would have like to surprise everyone with a 
grand entrance, but realized the impossibility of it as he heard messages singing their musical way 
along the pipes. By the time he arrived everybody would know. He smiled ruefully, 'No secrets down 
here.'

Entering the communal chamber, he was greeted by the whole community. Father stood alone 
waiting for the commotion to die down. Devin finally made his way to him.

"It's good to be back," and he was clasped in a lovng embrace. Even though Devin had caused 
Father many sleepless nights over the years, he was still his son.

"Welcome home, my son. I want to hear everything you've been up to."

Devin looked around for Vincent. "Where is he, Father?"

Father smiled and said. "He and Pascal are maintaining the pipes. They will have heard you are 
back."

Vincent and Pascal were in the pipe chamber when they heard the message come through, and they 
looked at one another and smiled.

Pascal quipped. "Back again. I wonder what stories he has to tell this time?"

Vincent shrugged. "I don't know, Pascal, but they are sure to be entertaining." 

Even though he smiled, Vincent was also sad. He had misssed his brother more than anyone realized
and he knew that it would not be long before he became restive to leave again. Everyone had learned
to accept that it was Devin's nature to be always on the move.

When Devin saw Vincent, he was glad he had come home and even more sure that what he and 
Charles had planned was right. The two brothers embraced and disappeared to Vincent's chamber 
where they could talk in private. They spoke of their lives since they had been apart and after a while 
Devin found the courage to speak of his plan. But even as he enthusiastically outlined his idea, 
Vincent was shaking his head.

"Devin, Devin. Stop. What you suggest is not possible for me. Catherine wanted the same thing for us
and it didn't work then, just as it won't now. Maybe the dream is all it is ever meant to be. Just a 
dream."

Devin could not believe how stubborn Vincent and Catherine were being, but he was not going to be 
thwarted now. 

"I've got it all planned, Vincent. Listen to me. Are you any less deserving than Charles, than anyone? 
You should see him now. He is at peace with himself and the world, and in all the time we've been 



there, we haven't seen a single soul. It's almost fall now and it will be even safer. I know what I'm 
talking about, Vincent."

Vincent had long since put the hope of seeing Catherine's world to the back of his mind, relegating it 
to that place where dreams are kept and only sometimes brought out to hope for. Now his brother 
was resurrecting the dream. 

"Devin, don't. Father would never agree and I won't have Catherine hurt by what can never be."

Devin did not care what Father thought. It was not his decision. "I'm not giving up on this, Vincent. I'll 
get you there. You see if I don't."

*****

Later that day, Devin confronted Father in his chamber. 

"They deserve that time more than anyone I know and it isn't right to deny them. Vincent has guarded
and protected all of you for most of his life, and you've let him go on doing it, without once thinking of 
what he might want or need. It's about time you realized that any one of you can leave here, but he 
can't. He doesn't have that luxury, so just for once in his life, let him have a choice. If only for a few 
days. Nothing will happen to him or this world. Think about it, Father, and remember that everyone 
deserves their day in the sun."

After he had left, Father sat alone in his chamber thinking about what Devin had said. Funny, but 
Devin had always been so immature and irresponsible, thinking only of himself. That is, until Charles 
came into his life. Now he had grown up and it was ironic that it should be he who understood 
Vincent's dreams better than anyone else. Father felt overwhelming shame to realize that they had all
depended on Vincent, so much and for so long that they had indeed forgotten that he had needs 
which maybe the world Below could not fulfill.

That was truly selfish, and he admitted that he was the worst offender of all. In truth, there was no 
valid reason why Vincent could not have that time to live his dream with Catherine. 

"You are an old fool, Jacob Wells," he muttered to himself, "I'll make him go."

*****

When Devin had left to find Father, Vincent picked up his cloak and went to Catherine. He could not 
stay Below any longer. He was suffocating down there and he felt the walls closing in on him. Devin's 
plans had sent his head reeling with visions of he and Catherine walking along sunlit, leafy glades 
and breathing in flower-scented air. The pain of it was almost more than he could bear. He ran 
through the tunnels and out into the twilight, not stopping until he reached her terrace. He tapped at 
the window and then began to pace her balcony, desperately trying to banish the delicious but 
forbidden thoughts crowding his head. When Catherine came out to join him, she could see he was 
terribly upset.

"What's wrong? I was about to come Below." He pulled her into his arms and sighed against her hair. 
She always seemed to calm him.

"Devin has returned. It is good to see him again, but he has planted an idea in my head and now I 
can't rest for thinking of it."

She was furious with Devin for even mentioning it to Vincent. 

"Oh, Vincent. He was here earlier and told me what he was planning. I tried to put him off because I 
know the pain you suffered before and I never want you to go through that hurt again. Why won't they
leave you alone?"



Vincent held her closer. "They don't mean to hurt me, Catherine. It's just that they sometimes forget 
that I have no choices. Don't worry so. It will pass."

She did not know how he could be so forgiving. She would probably strangle Devin when she saw 
him again. They stayed close together for a long time, until Vincent felt calmer and more able to face 
going back.

When he returned to his chamber, it was very late, but he was surprised to see Father and Devin 
waiting for him. Father came forward and placed a bag on the table. 

Clearing his throat he said, "Forgive me, Vincent. I've been a selfish old man. Of course you must go 
and I insist that you do. Your bag is packed." He placed a hand on Vincent's shoulder. "Go with my 
blessing."

Vincent could hardly believe what he was hearing and cast incredulous eyes to Devin, who was 
grinning from ear to ear. 

"Come on, Vincent. You heard the man. Let's go before he changes his mind." Grabbing the bag 
Devin urged Vincent out of the chamber as Father's voice followed them out.

"All I ask is that you be careful. God speed." Then they were gone.

*****

Devin had parked the camper close by and within minutes they were on their way to Catherine's 
apartment. Vincent was still in a state of shock and had not uttered a word.

"Stay low, Vincent. I'll be back with Catherine before you know it."

He dashed into the building, took the elevator to the right floor, then ran along the corridor and 
pounded on her door. As soon as she opened it, he stormed in and began pulling clothes out of her 
closet and telling her to get a move on. She was amazed at his behaviour and still mad at him.

"Just a minute, what are you playing at?"

Devin grinned and carried on stuffing clothes into a case.

"Vincent is waiting down in the van. You are going on holiday." He was laughing at the look on her 
face and having the time of his life. Catherine ran to the window, looked out, and sure enough the van
was there. How he had managed to convince Father she did not know and did not care to know. All 
she knew was that it was really happening. As an afterthought, she picked up her camcorder and 
camera, and they went down to the van.

Catherine looked across at Vincent and he seemed totally shell-shocked, incapable of speech. 
Everything had happened so quickly that his mind could not take it in.

"Are you all right?" she asked. "Don't worry, Vincent. Let's just enjoy the time we have, savour every 
moment. This is what we have dreamed of for so long, and now we can live it."

Vincent shook his head, more in bewilderment than anything else. "That's just it, Catherine. The 
thought of actually living our dream is what is so hard to believe. I don't think I can truly believe it until 
it happens."

Devin smiled to himself, as he shamelessly eavesdropped on their conversation. He and Charles 
were going to see to it that they had the best living dream ever. There was so much Vincent had to 
see and to experience.

*****

When the sun came up, it caught Vincent by surprise and almost blinded him. He had not slept, afraid



to, in case when he woke he would find himself back in his chamber. The colours of the passing 
countryside hurt his eyes, they were so vibrant and bright. Devin glanced back.

"Not for now. I can't wait for you to see where we live. It will blow your mind."

Catherine was still asleep and Devin was impatient for her to wake. "Wake up, sleepy head. Morning 
has broken."

She stirred and rolled over. Her first sight was of Vincent in daylight. How different he looked now 
compared to the half light and shadows of the tunnels. His glorious mane of hair shone like gold and 
his eyes! Lord, but his eyes were bluer than the sky. This was another Vincent, one she could 
discover anew. The wonder she saw in his beautiful face brought tears to her eyes and she mentally 
thanked Father for changing his mind. If he were here now, he would know this was right.

Devin brought the camper to a stop. "Home sweet home. Come on, you two. Charles will be waiting 
with breakfast. I'm starved even if you aren't." 

They all climbed out and Vincent laid his hand on Devin. "Thank you, Devin."

His brother nodded without speaking. No words were needed between them.

"I've sorted out the other cabin for you. It's not much but who cares? It's warm and cozy, that's all that
matters." He looked up. "Ah, there's Charles. Hey Charles. I told you I'd get them here." Charles 
limped his way across the clearing, smiling as much as his deformities would allow. Vincent 
embraced him and was gratified to see that what Devin had said was true. Charles was at peace and 
content with his life.

Vincent was not in the least hungry, not for food anyway. "Would you mind if I stayed out here for a 
while?" 

The others understood his need to absorb his new surroundings and they started to make their way to
the main cabin, which was hidden in the trees and barely visible.

"Catherine, come with me." 

She had thought that he would want to be alone, but on knowing that he wanted to share these first 
moments with her, she was very happy. Smiling, she reached for his hand and they looked out at the 
panoramic scene, which seemed to stretch on forever.

*****

There were not enough hours in the day for Vincent. There was so much to see and to touch. Each 
blade of grass and every leaf which fell from the trees was a source of wonder and delight to him. 
Catherine sat in the grass and was content to just watch him make new discoveries. She watched as 
he made his way to a huge tree and, standing against the trunk, he looked up into the canopy of fall 
leaves and smiled as he saw birds and squirrels going from branch to branch. All the while, the 
leaves fell and fluttered around him, green and orange and brown, crunching under his feet when he 
moved. But most of all, the smell of pure, clean mountain air was sweet to his nostrils after the years 
of nothing but dampness and candle smoke. He filled his lungs again and again with the sweet, 
scented oxygen. It tasted so good to him. A butterfly landed delicately on his chest and he held his 
breath as he studied the intricate pattern of its brightly coloured wings. He only began to breathe 
again when it flew away.

He made his way back to Catherine and as he lay down beside her, he heard her remark, "Isn't this 
just perfect? It's like we are the only two people in the world and all this beauty is just for us." He 
reached out and entwined his fingers with hers.

"Yes. Just to be here is a miracle enough. To be here with you is so much more than that." 



They stayed in the long grass watching the sky turn from bright blue to pink and then to a blazing 
orange as the sun began to set behind the mountains. Then, one by one, the stars took the stage and
Vincent, who was at one with the night, pointed out each constellation to Catherine. Even though he 
had never walked freely in her world, he seemed to know so much more about it than she.

"Vincent. How is it that you know so much about my world?" He did not have to think about his 
answer.

"Because I had the best teacher any child could have."

Catherine smiled. "Father. Of course."

Vincent took her hand and reminisced. "He took me all over the world, Catherine. Through India with 
Kipling, London with Dickens, down the Mississippi with Twain. We still have many places to travel, 
he and I. His words paint such vivid pictures in my mind, that if I close my eyes, then I'm really there."

Devin called for them after a while and they reluctantly left their stargazing to go inside. The interior of
the cabin was spartan, but it had been made into a comfortable home. Vincent strolled about the 
large living area and found it difficult to believe that Devin had made all the furniture with his own 
hands. Back in the tunnels, it had been nigh on impossible to get him to do any work at all. Devin 
sensed what Vincent was thinking and laughed.

"I know, I know, but we had to sit and sleep somewhere. It was a case of needs must. Besides, I 
found that I have the knack for it. I've made all sorts of things since."

Charles served the meal, which had been sending out a delicious aroma for some time. It turned out 
to be a rabbit stew, with lashings of vegetables which had been grown by Charles in the garden at the
back of the cabin. The plates were soon cleared and everyone complimented the chef.

"If Charles didn't do the cooking around here, we'd starve. That's one thing I can't master," laughed 
Devin.

After dinner Devin walked them across to the other cabin.

"Like I said, it's a bit rustic but it's warm and dry and Charles lit a fire for you earlier. Sleep well."

Catherine walked to the front door and opened it. Vincent followed behind and as he stepped inside 
he inhaled the scent of pine. 

"Ah, can you smell it, Catherine? So sweet."

She nodded. "Charles must have used pinewood to light the fire." She stifled a yawn. "I'm tired." She 
crossed the room to the big double bed and turned down the covers, and there, nestled on the 
pillows, was a posy of wildflowers.

"Oh, Vincent. Look."

He looked over her shoulder and on seeing the flowers said, "They thought of everything, didn't 
they?" Lying in each other's arms, they tried to identify the different noises outside, but before too 
long they were lulled into sleep by the nightsounds of the creatures in the forest.

*****

A scratching at the door roused Vincent from sleep. Quietly, so as not to disturb Catherine, he 
cautiously made his way to the window and what he saw made his eyes widen with delight. Very 
carefully, he opened the door and his eyes met those of a deer. The scent of Vincent was new and 
strange to the animal but it did not move away. Maybe it sensed that here was a kindred spirit. 
Vincent tentatively reached out a hand, touching at last a black, velvety nose. He had caught 
glimpses of deer the day before, but he had never expected to get so close, let alone be able to touch



one. There was an empathy between them, like they both understood their need to be wary of their 
surroundings.

Catherine had felt Vincent's absence, even in sleep, and she woke with a start. Seeing the empty 
space beside her she looked around the room and found him crouched down in the doorway talking 
quietly to the loveliest creature. If only she could stop time right at this moment. Then she realized 
that she could. Thank goodness she had brought her camcorder. Being as quiet as she could, she 
reached down and lifted up the machine. Looking through the viewfinder she set the record button 
and let the tape run. The sound of someone shutting a door in the main cabin broke the spell and the 
deer turned away. Catherine turned off the recorder and let out her breath in a rush. What a beautiful 
sight to wake up to! She got out of bed and padded to Vincent's side. He acknowledged her presence
without words, his eyes still following the deer as it trotted toward Charles. who stood in the clearning 
shaking a bucket. Both Catherine and Vincent laughed out loud as they watcehd the deer nudge 
Charles, trying to persuade him to empty the contents of the bucket on the ground. Charles was 
laughing too.

"Be patient, little one. There you go, breakfast," and he strew some food on the ground and limped 
his way back inside.

Catherine kissed Vincent good morning and he finally looked her way. Taking her hand he said, "I 
have been privileged to come so close to nature's beauties." There was no disputing that fact.

"No one deserves this more, than you, Vincent."

*****

After breakfast, Devin and Charles took them to one of their favourite places. It was quite a trek, 
which took longer than usual because Vincent insisted on stopping every few paces. There was 
always something new to discover. Not that anyone minded because they were seeing everything 
through his eyes now, realizing that the earth's wonders should never be taken for granted. Catherine
was using roll after roll of film, taking pictures of Vincent. The expressions on his face were a joy to 
behold.

When they finally reached the pool, Devin turned to Vincent and said, "Remind you of anywhere?"

The pool was nestled in a clearing surrounded by trees rather than walls and had blue sky for a roof 
instead of solid rock. Even the waterfall was the same as the one at home. After saying they would 
collect them at sunset, Charles and Devin left them alone.

Skirting the pool, they felt almost like intruders in this magical place. Trees hung low, their branches 
touching the water and carpets of mild flowers lined the edges of the pool. The sun, now high in the 
sky, shone through the trees causing the water to glint like silver. Catherine took off her shoes and 
dipped her feet in the water.

"Brrr! It's freezing," she laughed. She could see that Vincent was longing to go in because he looked 
so hot and uncomfortable wearing so many clothes. "Come on. I know you can swim. Let's do it."

He turned startled eyes on her, only to see she was divesting herself of jeans and sweater. Taking a 
deep breath she dived beneath the surface and stayed under as long as she could. When she 
emerged, laughing in his direction, she was arrested by the sight of Vincent poised to make his own 
dive. If she had thought he belonged only in the tunnels, she now revised her opinion. He stood there,
proud and magnificently primeval, completely in tune with his surroundings, and looking as though he 
really did belong in the forest. Two Vincents. One Below and one Above. Both belonging. His muscles
rippled the same as any other man's, yet he made her weak with desire in a way no other could. Their
eyes caught for a infinitesimal moment and then he disappeared beneath the water.



They played for a long time, splashing each other like children, neither noticing the coldness of the 
water. Just looking into each other's eyes kept them warm. Drifting slowly together they felt the shock 
of skin on skin, and kissing her gently Vincent guided them both to the water's edge. The sun beamed
down and dried their bodies in no time, but they were in no great hurry to dress, happy to lay together
until Devin came for them.

*****

That evening after supper, Vincent sat in a chair on the porch, writing in his journal all that he had 
seen and done so far. Every now and then he lay down his pen and looked out over the mountains. 
They made him feel so small. The most vivid impression he could take home would be the colours. 
Always changing and such a contrast to the sameness of the tunnels. Charles came out and sat 
beside him.

"I'm glad you have had the chance to see all this, Vincent. I wanted to repay you for all your kindness 
towards me, at a time when I was in need."

Vincent shook his head. "No thanks were ever needed. It is our way to offer sanctuary to anyone who 
needs it. But I am grateful to have seen all this, Charles. It will live forever in my memory."

Catherine and Devin remained inside and made plans for their return.

"He has been so happy here, Devin. I thank you for that."

He shrugged her thanks aside. "You both deserved it, Catherine, if only once in your lives. I was glad 
to do it."

She touched the camera which lay on the table and laughed. "This camera has never worked so 
hard. It's a relief to know that one of the Helpers is a photographer. I shudder to think what anyone 
else would make of these when they are developed. But just imagine, Devin, Vincent will be able to 
take them out and look at them whenever he chooses, and know they are part of his experiences and
not of someone else. Not second hand. Something belonging only to him. That's a priceless 
treasure."

Devin nodded and said nothing.

*****

There was one day left before it was time to go back. Devin had decided to leave just after midnight. 
so Vincent could be home before sunrise. After a restful night, all four friends opted to climb the 
mountain as high as they could. Catherine forged ahead, snapping pictures as she went, but half way
up she began to wish she was fitter. Even Charles had overtaken her. Vincent backtracked and took 
her hand.

"Not far now. Don't give up. Think of the view."

Puffing hard, she gritted her teeth and with his help she made it to the top. It was indeed worth all the 
effort. They were almost in the clouds and the air they breathed was pure and sweet and pollution 
free. When they at last started the descent, Charles suddenly announced that they would have fish 
for dinner that night, and that declaration prompted an argument between him and Devin as to who 
was the better fisherman. To hear them squabbling made Vincent and Catherine laugh delightedly. It 
was finally settled only when it was agreed that all four would catch their own dinner.

Two hours later, by the banks of a river, the four friends sat with their poles and lines, betting on who 
would catch the first fish. As it transpired, Vincent caught one big enough to feed them all. He had to 
endure all the usual fisherman's jokes, but he laughed along with them and promised he would not 
stretch the truth about its size when he got home. Nobody believed him. All fishermen, even Vincent, 



told lies.

Their bags packed, Vincent and Catherine took one last walk together. It was very dark now, but it did
not matter. Everything they wanted to see, they saw in their mind's eyes. Committed to memory 
forever. 

*****

An uneventful drive brought them back to the city in the early hours, and the noise, even at that time 
of the day, seemed harsh to their ears after the peacefulness of the mountains. Devin walked some 
way with them into the tunnels, then stopped. He was anxious to get back on the road. 

"Tell Father I won't leave it so long next time. Be well, you two," and he was gone.

It was silent in the world Below. The pipes sang out only the occasional message and they reached 
Vincent's chamber without being met by anyone. Catherine decided to spend the rest of the night with
him, wanting to make it last as long as she could. He understood, because he felt the same.

"We did it, Vincent. We lived our dream." She walked into his arms and he drew her close to his 
heart.

"Yes, my Catherine. We lived our dream and it was better than I could ever have imagined. My mind 
is full of pictures and bright colours, and my heart is filled with you, Catherine." He tipped her face to 
his, and looking deep into her eyes whispered low, "Of the way you looked in the sunshine. Of the 
way we were together in the pool. We have so many memories to cherish, and there is room bow for 
a new dream to hope for."

He would have many stories to tell in the future, sharing his time in the sun, but for now and for the 
rest of the night. It belonged only to him and his beloved Catherine.

END


