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Song of Solomon 



 

 

I wrote this with memories of Terry, 
my first love … 

This is for you, Nader. 
 
 
 
 
Chapter One 
 
1       The song of songs, which is Solomon’s. 
 
 
“Some of the most beautiful and erotic poetry about love is in the Bible,” Catherine 
whispered early one evening. The setting sun was bathing the city in flaming hues of 
orange and gold, creating an almost ethereal halo around Vincent’s head as they stood out 
on her balcony enjoying the coming night. He had been reading to her from Dickinson, 
and some of the phrases reminded her of similar poetry. 
 
“Mmm,” Vincent agreed, nodding slightly. Catherine watched as minute ribbons of red 
raced through his hair and threw the unique planes of his face in relief. “The Songs of 
Solomon.” 
 
Crossing her arms against the chill and leaning on the edge of the balcony wall, Catherine 
smiled in remembrance. “I was sixteen or seventeen when I first read those verses. I 
thought I was reading something adult and forbidden ...” A soft laugh. “Even though it 
was the Bible.” 
 
Vincent gave her a tender smile. “Devin took it upon himself to initiate me into the types 
of literature Father usually kept hidden away from us. At the time, the language of the 
Bible was a bit difficult for my six-year-old mind to understand, but yet I had no problem 
interpreting that part of the Old Testament.” 
 
Catherine laughed. “What else did Devin introduce you to?” 
 
“Oh ... National Geographic. Grey’s Anatomy and others. Even selected sections he had 
underlined in Webster’s Dictionary.”  
 
She laughed even louder. Vincent chuckled, caught up by her easy exuberance and peace 
of mind. Two whole weeks of vacation lay before her, before them, and they planned to 
spend every glorious minute of it together. Vincent had made arrangements with Father 
to divide his work among the other tunnel members so he could be with her; and, in the 
event they were spotted on one of their planned trips Below, everyone would be 
instructed to pretend they were invisible. 



 

 

 
A cold breeze sprang up, rustling the leaves of the rosebush by the French doors. 
Catherine shivered and Vincent instantly moved to throw part of his cloak around her. 
 
“Tell me I’m not dreaming,” she whispered, snuggling into his embrace. “But if I am, 
then may I never awaken.” 
 
Vincent looked down to see her eyes reflecting the first stars of the night. “In dreams, you 
could not feel this,” he answered, and bent his lips to hers. 
 
The breeze stiffened, but could not chill the lovers wrapped in a midnight cloak of love. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
2       Let him kiss me with the kisses of his mouth: for thy love is better than wine. 
 
 
The perfection of Vincent’s kisses still thrilled her. His lower lip was full, sensuous, and 
prone to capture her own mouth and nuzzle it until she was soft as butter. His upper lip, 
cleft but soft, was covered with short, fine, apricot-colored hair, and was extremely 
sensitive. Catherine loved to explored the split with the lightest strokes of the tip of her 
tongue, until he shivered at her touch. 
 
She taught him the exquisite art of French kissing, and the feel of his long, smooth 
canines against her tongue was an exciting difference. His own tongue was rougher than 
hers, though not abrasive - and he delighted in alternately licking and nipping the rose-
petal-soft skin of her throat and neck, sending rills of ice right down to her toes. 
 
But his favorite method was to suck gently on her mouth, on the fullness of her lower lip 
and tongue, to breathe in her own breath, and to have her respond by drawing in his 
tongue until he could taste almost every part of her. He could lose himself in her kisses, 
drown in her scent, and the first stirrings of desire which would sweep him down into a 
whirlpool of dizzying, smoldering passion - where his hands and body were guided by an 
instinct as old as time itself. 
 
Every kiss was new. Every kiss was different. And every kiss was a vow and a promise. 
 
You are my beloved. Show me forever. 
 
I’ll show you eternity ... 



 

 

 
 
 
 
 
3       Because of the savour of thy good ointments thy name is an ointment poured 
forth ... 
 
 
When he least expected to, when his mind would be far away and involved with those 
duties or problems he had to attend, Vincent would hear Catherine’s name mentioned in 
conversation and the very syllables would quicken his blood. 
 
There was something about the mere whisper of that sound - passing a doorway, down 
the throat of a tunnel, across the space of a chamber - and he would literally stop short for 
a split second just to catch the reference to her. Her name could grab him in such a way. 
 
And there were nights, lone and restless stretches of time, when he would lie awake and 
stare into the amber glass window beside his bed, and her name would come unbidden to 
his lips, formed by a kiss of lip, teeth and tongue ... almost a prayer to love ... 
 
Catherine ... 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
4       Draw me, we will run after thee: the king hath brought me into his chambers: we 
will be glad and rejoice in thee, we will remember thy love more than wine: the upright 
love thee. 
 
 
Catherine ran before him, laughing with joy and abandon, her hair plastered to her head 
and her clothes clinging like a second skin to her body. Vincent ran until his longer 
strides caught up with her, and he grabbed her around the waist, lifted her off the ground, 
and swung her around as she squealed with childlike happiness. 
 
Nearly exhausted, they tumbled to the sands, arms and legs woven into a pattern of love 
as they lay catching their breaths. 
 



 

 

The Grotto was the color of sun-washed white; the shore of the underground lake a 
darker gold. The waters were the same green-grey shade as Catherine’s eyes and as cold 
as wet ice. A vast cliff pitted with small caves jutted out over the waters, and it was there 
Vincent and Catherine had found one such cave on the lee side of the enormous cavern, 
out of sight of the pathway used by the tunnel dwellers. They had laid their camping gear 
on the sands outside the mouth of the opening and placed their bedrolls just inside the 
narrow aperture. 
 
“As children,” Vincent had told her, “we would come here to play pirates, Treasure 
Island, and bury our treasure. Actually, Devin would bury it, then he would draw a map 
for the rest of us to follow in finding where he’d hidden it.” 
 
“What type of treasure?” Catherine asked. She sat with her knees drawn up under her 
chin and Vincent noticed the lines of stress were already fading from her face. 
 
He shook his head slightly, faintly amused in his reminiscing. “Treasures small boys 
found priceless in their imaginations ... bottle caps that became Spanish doubloons, 
brightly-colored feathers found Above in the park, pieces of fool’s gold ... whatever was 
important at that time to us.” 
 
“Did you ever find your buried treasure?” she smiled.  
 
Vincent snorted softly. “We lost more treasure than we found,” he admitted. ”Devin’s 
maps were difficult to follow.” He watched as Catherine unconsciously piled the sand 
beside her into a small mound, feeling her calm happiness in the moment. 
 
Unexpectedly, she scrambled to her feet and dusted off the seat of her jeans. Holding out 
her hand to him, she invited, ”Let’s walk the shoreline.” 
 
Together they strolled along the semi-rocky beach and talked of childhood escapades and 
of dreams dreamt in their youth which were as insubstantial as cotton candy. They 
rounded a small spit of land where the lake narrowed to flow under a rocky overhang, 
when suddenly, and taking him completely by surprise, Catherine dashed ahead as the 
words “Beat you to that rock!” floated back to him. Vincent pelted after her. 
 
He could have easily caught her, yet the sight of her ahead of him and the bubbly 
effervescence of her mood made him keep a comfortable distance between them, and 
Vincent drank in Catherine’s loving glow like a man dying of thirst ... 
 
At the same time, Catherine knew he was deliberately staying behind. She twirled on her 
toes, arms outstretched and feeling wonderfully alive. 
 



 

 

Somehow over the past few weeks, under the pressures and difficulties of an unusually 
gruesome case, she had felt as if little pieces of herself were dying. Her sleep suffered, 
her appetite disappeared, until she found herself at the virtual edge of flushing everything 
down the handicapped toilet on the first floor of the criminal courts building. Unable to 
stand any more, she had acquiesced to Vincent’s insistence that she take a full two weeks 
of vacation. Now, with his help and unconditional love, Catherine felt she could take on 
the Supreme Court if she needed. 
 
Letting her spontaneity guide her, Catherine stopped and balanced on one leg, then the 
other, removing her jogging shoes and her socks, tossing them onto the sand, then took a 
running leap before hitting the water with a flat plap! 
 
Her shriek echoed throughout the Grotto. 
 
Vincent laughed long and hard at her reaction to the electrifying coldness of the lake, and 
watched as she splashed about in the chest-high water near the shoreline before slowly 
plowing her way back to the beach ... and proceeded to throw off her wetness on him like 
a soaked puppy. 
 
Taken totally unaware, he grabbed for her, but she skipped back, pivoted, and took off 
back down the beach toward their encampment. But this time, Vincent had every 
intention of catching up. 
 
Now, they lay warm and wet, covered with sand, and breathing heavily. Without a word, 
two pairs of lips met, softly searching, tenderly expressing their own deep river of love 
and letting time tick away at its own unimportant pace. 
 
 
 
 
 
7       Tell me, O thou whom my soul loveth, where thou feedest, where thou makest thy 
flock to rest at noon ... 
 
 
Catherine had to admit she was not a cook, or at least one who could fix a true sit-down 
supper. If she didn’t grab something on the go from a deli or sidewalk vendor, she usually 
settled for a frozen entree from the corner market which she could defrost and cook in the 
microwave.  
 
After having discussed the possibility of going down and enjoying one of William’s 
culinary delights, she and Vincent decided that they were determined to make this 



 

 

vacation away from everyone else remain away even if it meant having to take on the 
Frugal Gourmet cookbook with both shirt sleeves rolled up. 
 
Leaning against the kitchen counter, arms crossed over his chest, Vincent watched with 
amusement as Catherine attempted to fix them a simple supper. She had the basics down 
pat: steaks in the oven, potatoes in the microwave, salad tossed and in the refrigerator. 
 
No problem. 
 
“Supper should be ready in about fifteen minutes,” she announced happily. 
 
“But shouldn’t you stay in the kitchen and watch? Make sure the steaks don’t burn?” 
 
“I followed the directions to the letter. What could go wrong?” 
 
And what didn’t ...? 
 
The potatoes, not having been stabbed prior to being placed in the microwave, exploded 
with a satisfying buloom!, coating the inside of the appliance with mush. The steaks were 
not placed on the lower rack in the oven, and so ended up charcoal black on the outside 
and cold runny red on the inside. 
 
But the salad was okay. Sort of. 
 
“Next time,” Vincent commented, reaching for the bottled dressing, ”we shall go Below 
where I will gladly face William’s failures any day.” 
 
“Sounds wonderful,” Catherine surrendered. “Do we go in disguise, or just hope no one 
recognizes us?” 
 
Vincent paused, considering. “Do we have any other choice? I would offer to cook, but 
I’m not at all familiar with the mechanisms in your kitchen.” 
 
“Well, we could order out ... have it delivered.”  
 
“That sounds fitted to our needs.” 
 
Catherine grinned. “Great. Then all we would have to do is decide what to order. Would 
you prefer Chinese or pizza?” Looking back down at her pile of partially-wilted lettuce 
and slightly-green tomatoes, she added, “Or perhaps I should go ahead and cry ‘uncle’ 
and look for the phone book.” 
 
“I believe I saw it on your desk in the living room,” Vincent offered, and rose to fetch it. 



 

 

 
 
 
 
 
9       I have compared thee, o my love, to a company of horses in Pharaohs chariots. 
 
 
Vincent’s strength continually amazed Catherine. His presence and aura of power aside, 
he was solid muscle, formed by the Master Sculptor. 
 
Bernice, the seamstress who often made his clothes, commented that Vincent liked his 
shirts and pants to fit snugly, neither tight nor loose, but how many times had she had to 
darn, patch, or repair an article because those self-same muscles flexed one too many 
times and ripped the seams clean apart? 
 
And so Catherine often took for granted what marvels of strength of which he was 
capable. She had seen him climb sides of buildings too sheer for any safe foot- or 
handhold, watched him take on and defeat several men at one time; she had even clung to 
his neck as he pulled them both hand-over-haul up a greasy elevator cable. 
 
Yet the gentleness with which he coveted her, pulled her to him in a lover’s embrace, 
picked her up and carried her to the dark velvet of the bedroom where he made love to 
her with the tenderness of opening a rose one petal it a time ... 
 
Catherine smiled, the memories bright pink on her cheeks, and bent back over her needle 
and thread to hurry and finish mending Vincent’s vest before he was through with his 
shower and came to rejoin her in front of the hearth. 
 
 
 
 
 
10       Thy cheeks are comely with rows of jewels, thy neck with chains of gold. 
 
 
The scar which marked the left side of Catherine’s face near her ear was no longer a 
reminder of the grim tragedy which had befallen her many months ago. Instead, she wore 
it proudly, at times defiantly, as a symbol of courage and survival. It was almost a brooch 
of keloid beauty which, with a simple touch of her fingers, brought forth her first 
memories of Vincent: his voice of raw silk and his caring of her through those times of 
blood and pain. 
 



 

 

Depending on her frame of mind, she wore her hair forward to cover the scar when she 
was pensive, or calm, or private. At other times, defying the world and all the dirt and 
anger it threw her way, she wore her hair pulled back, baring her disfigurement like a 
shield. 
 
Vincent adored every graceful curve and smooth plane of Catherine’s face, but he 
especially loved this final scar she had refused to eliminate after many sessions with the 
plastic surgeon. To him, it meant her love for him surpassed her fears and injuries. 
 
To him, next to her crystal and his ivory rose, it was the third, and most binding, proof of 
their union. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
11       We will make thee borders of gold with studs of silver. 
 
 
Catherine closed the door behind her and slowly walked through the living room while 
she examined her mail 
 
“Bill ... ad ... bill ... another bill ... letter from Rita ... she’s on vacation this week, too. 
Newspaper subscription renewal notice ... oh, good, my bank statement.” Dumping the 
rest of the envelopes on the dining table, she went into the bedroom to retrieve her 
checkbook from her purse. During the entire discourse, Vincent watched her as a 
bemused smile played about his lips. By now, he was used to her eccentricities - the fact 
that she often talked aloud to herself, one of them - and he calmly waited until she 
reentered the room before asking, “Catherine, what is a bank statement, and why is its 
receipt considered good news?” 
 
“Ah, yes. One of the many pieces making up my life which are totally foreign to you,” 
she remarked, grinning. She plopped into the chair opposite from him and laid out the 
envelope, a small calculator, her bank book, and a pen. “Simply enough, my statement is 
a reconciliation of the money I’ve spent in my account. Doesn’t Father have a bank 
account for the community’s money?” As soon as she said the words, Catherine realized 
she knew absolutely nothing about the tunnel world’s financial status - or if they even 
had any money. She opened her mouth to question him when Vincent, having read her 
puzzlement, jumped in first. 
 



 

 

“Yes, we have money. At the moment, I don’t know exactly how much, but it’s very 
little. We have a Helper who keeps our records. Many of our other Helpers, especially 
those who are unable to provide us directly with food, clothing or other implements, 
usually send a few dollars now and then as their way of providing assistance.” Vincent 
closed the book he had been reading; the time for conversation had arrived. 
 
“So ... in the event you need to buy something because you can’t obtain it otherwise ...” 
Catherine surmised. 
 
Vincent nodded. “Most often, Father buys meat.” 
 
“Meat?” she echoed. “Why?” 
 
A soft chuckle. “Admittedly, it would not be as necessary if we had a Helper employed in 
a packing plant or butcher shop, but since we don’t ...” Vincent raised his hands in a 
shrug for punctuation. 
 
Catherine was appalled. “Vincent! I never knew! To think that what little money your 
world has, that you have to spend it on meat ... what happens if you need medicine or 
other supplies?” 
 
“Catherine,” he interrupted gently, “Peter and Dr. Wong are our sources for any 
medicines we need, and they haven’t failed us yet. As for other supplies, those things 
which we cannot scavenge from Above or barter through the antique store have to be 
bought, but only if Father deems them important enough.” 
 
“And what if there’s not enough money for meat and whatever else you need?” 
 
“I don’t know,” he admitted. “Father has only briefed me about who is in charge, where 
the money is kept, what we spend it on.” Pausing, Vincent reached over and tapped the 
thick envelope before her with one pearly nail. “I would greatly appreciate it, Catherine, 
if you would instruct me on the ins and outs of a checking account. Then, perhaps, when 
the time comes for me to take the reins from Father, I will be knowledgeable enough in 
that area to spend the money sensibly.” 
 
Catherine quickly agreed and motioned for him to bring his chair around to her side of 
the table, but in the back of her mind, a small seed had taken root. 
 
And Catherine vowed that from that day forth, if the tunnel world ever had a need to dip 
into their funds, there would never come a time when they would be found in short 
supply. 
 
 



 

 

 
 
 
13       A bundle of myrrh is my well-beloved unto me: he shall lie all night betwixt my 
Breasts. 
 
 
The old fashioned alarm clock, once belonging to her grandparents, had hands which 
glowed in the dark. It was lying on the bedside table across from her, but Catherine could 
see that it was well after two in the morning. 
 
Her radio alarm clock was on the nightstand on her side of the table, and although it kept 
time and did its job the way it was suppose to, in the event of a power outage the old 
double-belled, wind-up, moon-faced relic was a reliable backup. 
 
Lying now, partially on her side, with her back to the electronic model, Catherine smiled 
in the dark and shifted just enough to ease the cramp that was beginning to stiffen her 
right shoulder. 
 
Vincent lay stretched out beside her, against her, with his head nestled beneath her chin. 
His breath itched in the curve of her breast, a warm, tickling of air and fine facial hair, 
and Catherine rubbed her nipple for relief. 
 
Grandfather’s alarm clock spoke loudly in the black stillness. Catherine could almost 
envision a ghostly pendulum arching back and forth, back and forth ... tick tick tick tick 
... the beating of a heart made of springs and cogs and wheels. 
 
But accompanying the noise in contrapuntal rhythm was the barely heard sound of 
Vincent’s snoring. 
 
Well ... not exactly snoring ... 
 
For Vincent purred when he slept. 
 
It was a deep sound, much like the muted rumble of the clothes dryer tumbling in the 
kitchen, or the decompression of the central air conditioning unit as it circulated fresh air. 
But, nonetheless, it was the exact sort of sound that would eventually lull her back into 
deep sleep and back into those dreams she would never remember in the morning. 
 
Drowsy, fulfilled, and content, Catherine resisted kissing the top of his head for fear it 
would awaken him and closed her eyes. 
 
They both needed their rest. Tomorrow would be another full day. 



 

 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
14       My beloved is unto me as a cluster of camphire in the vineyards of En-aé-di. 
 
 
In the first faint cotton light of the false dawn, Vincent woke, and he was immediately 
aware of Catherine spooned against his back and buttocks. Her left arm was curled 
between his shoulder blades, and she had twined her feet in the warm hollows behind his 
knees. 
 
The smoothness of her skin with its almost petal-soft hairlessness still surprised him, 
even after feeling it beneath him, beside him, for so many nights. Like the comforting 
touch of sheets worn soft and supple with age, the sensation of her molded to him was a 
sweet experience - almost like a caress she had bestowed upon him with the utmost 
privilege ... 
 
To become one of many cherished memories he could remember and relive whenever 
they were apart. 
 
 
 
 
 
15       Behold, thou art fair, my love: thou art fair; thou hast doves’ eyes. 
 
 
Catherine bustled about, lost in her usual morning routine and unaware of Vincent 
watching her every move. 
 
It was fascinating seeing how she puttered about, each step, each reach, each purpose 
ingrained in her from repetitious memory - from bed to bathroom to closet to kitchen ... 
and if by chance he were to interrupt or in any way break her from her routine, she would 
misstep and forget to do something in her chain of events, and thus possibly start out the 
day on the “wrong foot”. 
 
Everybody had one – the Morning Ritual – and Vincent took advantage of the growing 
ease between them which came with familiarity to notice and memorize Catherine’s so 



 

 

that, on the mornings they woke apart from each other, he could “listen in” to her steady 
stream of emotions and try to determine just what she was doing at any given time. 
 
But what surprised and delighted him the most was Catherine’s ethereal beauty when she 
first arose in the morning. Most of the people he knew or had seen as they climbed out of 
bed wore an invisible mask of grey, half-completed sleep. Yet Catherine’s skin was pale, 
almost like cream, translucent, not pallid, and her hair settled in wild, soft wisps across 
her forehead and cheeks. And her eyes ... stained glass windows the color of the ocean, 
clear and untainted by thoughts of the coming day. 
 
A newborn’s eyes, he realized. Innocent. Trusting. Pure. Waiting for the first impression 
of 
the morning to be written across their surface. 
 
The eyes of my heart. 
 
 
 
 
 
16       Behold, thou art fair, my beloved, yea, pleasant: also our bed is green. 
 
 
Fluffing the pillow, Catherine paused for a moment to plunge her face into its depths and 
draw in a deep breath. 
 
There. That indescribable scent which was distinctly Vincent’s. 
 
And clinging to the hem of the case was one long auburn strand, a hint of gold running up 
the shaft as she held it to the light. Its owner was presently seated at the breakfast table 
pouring over the morning paper, and Catherine carefully laid the hair on the bedside table 
before resuming her task of making the bed. 
 
Strange, one’s sleeping habits, she mused to herself. That Vincent would automatically 
take the left side while I prefer the right. That he would cover with only the sheet, but I 
need the comforter to keep me warm. 
 
Finishing, she walked back into the dining room and folded a foot beneath her as she sat 
in a chair across from him. 
 
“Vincent? Who makes the beds Below?” 
 
“Everyone does their own,” he responded, looking up from the crossword puzzle he was 



 

 

attempting to complete. He gave her a vague smile, tilting his head slightly. “Why? What 
makes you ask?” 
 
“And everyone takes turns doing the laundry?” Catherine continued. 
 
“Laundry duty is a chore that rotates responsibility, yes. Like soap-making and garbage 
collecting. The good with the bad. That way, no one has the dirty work all to 
themselves.” 
 
She laughed. “And you change your own sheets.” 
 
“I change my own sheets.” 
 
“Good!” Propping her chin in the cradle of her crossed arms on top of the table, 
Catherine announced, “Then tomorrow morning, you make the bed!” 
 
Vincent never looked up from his puzzle. “Very well. But be aware ... I don’t do hospital 
comers. And I prefer my blankets under the bedspread, not on top of it.” 
 
“Fine with me, as long as I don’t have to make the darn thing every morning.” 
 
A nod to close the agreement. “Now ... about the breakfast dishes ...” 
 
 
 
 
 
17       The beams of our house are cedar, and our rafters of fir. 
 
 
As different as night and day, gold and silver, old and new, was the difference between 
sleeping Above and Below. Below was night – gold – old. The smells of earth, seasoned 
leather, and the tang of burning candles permeated every surface like a favorite, haunting 
perfume. The sounds blurred and grew indistinct, until they became the softest of 
lullabies. Near-constant dark held no fears or terror of the unknown, for tiny flames of 
light created the most romantic settings, giving a sense of privacy and intimacy. And the 
fabrics, although tattered, repaired countless times yet still frayed, faded and worn, were 
softer than the finest silks against the skin. 
 
Vincent’s bed, their bed, was firm and solid. It was an island amid the sea of his chamber, 
lit by the golden palm tree rosette in the wall. The bolsters lining its edge were miniature 
mountains, protecting them from interruption, invasion, or attack by outside forces – or 



 

 

the most luxurious of cushions for companionship, reading, conversation ... or 
lovemaking.  
 
Above was day – silver – new. The sun threw columns of warm light against the French 
doors of the bedroom, and the glass panes refracted rainbows over the carpet and 
comforter. So many stories above the streets of New York, the air held only the trace of 
Catherine’s perfume, the mustiness of the sun-baked bricks on the balcony, and the 
barely noticeable lemony smell of furniture polish. 
 
Catherine’s bed, the one they used more frequently, was wider and deeper than the one 
Below, and it begged to be laid upon. Its downy pillows and cover enclosed its occupants 
in a cloud of printed satin, and no thought of interruption threatened the two lovers 
wrapped within and on it. 
 
A bed of patchwork and wood. 
 
A bed of silkiness and brass. 
 
Two worlds ... two hearts ... one love. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
Chapter Two 
 
1       I am the rose of Sharon, and the lily of the valleys. 
 
 
Comfortably curled on the carpet near the stereo system, Vincent was enjoying rereading 
Whitman’s Leaves of Grass as Prokofiev whispered from the speakers at his back. 
Catherine was in the kitchen watering what few plants she owned, and she had promised 
to start dinner as soon as she was finished. 
 
Vincent shifted to ease the growing cramp in his leg when he caught a whiff of a noxious 
odor coming from the kitchen. He sniffed, wrinkled his nose, and called out, “Catherine? 
What are you doing? What do I smell?” 
 
“Huh?” 
 



 

 

“Catherine ...” Holding his place in the book with his finger, Vincent got to his feet and 
walked into the kitchen to see Catherine pouring water into the potted rosebush she had 
brought indoors to leach. 
 
It was the water which was rank. 
 
“What is that terrible odor, Catherine? Is something wrong with your water?” 
 
“My water?” She puzzled for a moment before a grin popped up on her face. “Oh! You 
smell the fish emulsion.” 
 
Vincent shook his head. “Educate me, my love.” 
 
“Fish emulsion,” she repeated. “You mix it with water before pouring it into your plants. 
It’s good for them. Hmm ... I’m so used to using this stuff, I guess the smell doesn’t 
bother me anymore.” 
 
Taking a step back, Vincent dryly commented, “I fail to see the purpose of owning rose 
bushes if you only cover their glorious perfume with fish juice.” 
 
“Vincent!” 
 
“I’m sorry, Catherine, but it is making my stomach feel queasy.” 
 
She quickly took the plant back out to its spot on the balcony and ducked inside the 
bathroom to wash her hands. Coming back into the living room, she held up her palms for 
his inspection. 
 
Vincent obligingly sniffed them, and immediately his head snapped back. 
 
“What? What?” Catherine demanded, a small frown starting to furrow above her eyes. 
 
“It’s still there.” 
 
She smelled her hands for herself. “I smell soap ... yes, you’re right, you can still smell 
that fish stuff. Well, I know what will get rid of it once and for all.” And she strode back 
into the kitchen, opened the refrigerator door, and dove into one of the vegetable crispers 
in the bottom to begin tossing handfuls of lemons onto the counter. 
 
“What do you plan to do with so many lemons? Vincent chuckled.  
 
“Take a bath,” she quipped, and proceeded to slice the lemons into halves with a paring 
knife. Holding up one half, she instructed, “Now watch”, and began rubbing the pulpy 



 

 

side over her hands, liberally squeezing up two complete lemons over both palms. “and 
wrists. “Now?” 
 
“Much better. I cannot detect the fish odor any longer But you definitely have a citrus air 
about you now.” 
 
“Does it bother you like the fish emulsion did?” 
 
He smiled. “No. In fact ...” He walked over and rested his arms on her shoulders, hands 
crossed behind her head. “I always did have a preference for fruit punch.” 
 
Catherine laughed softly. “Oh, you did, did you?” 
 
Nodding, Vincent leaned in to give her a kiss when she suddenly swerved and ducked 
under his arms. 
 
“But there’s still all these lemons I sliced apart. I need to do something with them before 
they go bad.” 
 
“Then make lemonade.” 
 
“Lemonade? Are you thirsty?” 
 
A gentle chuckle. “Just start squeezing, and I will get the ice.” A dark twinkle sparkled in 
his eyes. ”Lots of ice.” 
 
 
 
 
 
2       As the lily among thorns, so is my love among the daughters 
 
 
(Excerpt from a page in Vincent’s private journal) 
 
... She is at once of this earth and not of this earth. When she is here with 
me, a solid figure of warmth and love, real to my touch, I long to hold 
her in my embrace unendingly, never to let her leave me, never to 
remove the sun of her face from my sight. 
 
Then she is gone Above – a wraith, a smoke, a fog that leaves its mark 
upon my hand, a 



 

 

reminder.  
 
But that which connects us, our bond, is stronger and more sure than the 
feel of her against me. It ties, it clings, and it sways between us like the 
strongest steal cable which holds a bridge above the rivers. And along its 
thick and gleaming strength she comes to me.  
 
She is water to my parched throat. She is light to my blind eyes. She is 
food to my shrunken belly. She is hope to my withered soul. 
 
Catherine. Catherine.  
 
She is my life's blood. And should my heart be torn from me, it will pull 
at my feet, for she is why I am here. My life was created for her, and 
gladly will I live it - or give it - for her ... 
 
 
 
 
 
3       As the apple tree among the trees of the wood, so is my Beloved among the sons. I 
sat down under his shadow with great delight and his fruit was sweet to my taste 
 
 
(Excerpt from a letter from Catherine to Nancy Tucker) 
 
... I used to dream of days and nights like these. But I always 
believed that, like fairytales, they just wouldn't come true. I mean, 
this much happiness, this much contentment –something has to go 
wrong, doesn't it? Forgive my doom saying, but so many times in 
my life when everything was so right, so perfect – remember 
Stephen? 
 
Oh, but Vincent is not Stephen. Never. And when we're together, 
just he and I, I can't begin to tell you how full of joy and love I feel, 
and that I'm afraid I'll burst in a great explosion of colorful 
balloons that will go sailing up into the sky and float forever above 
the city, looking down on everyone like confetti clouds. 
 



 

 

He does that to me, this giddy, girlish feeling, and yet he says I'm 
all the more endearing when I blush or fumble or find myself at a 
loss for words. I don't know. I wish there were words I could use so 
that you could feel as wonderful as I do. Oh, Nancy! If this is love, 
then how can heaven be even more beautiful? ... 
 
 
 
 
 
4       He Brought me to the banqueting house and his banner over me was love 
 
 
Vincent once told Catherine that as a boy he had written a list of those things which made 
him happy. It was a short list, not over a page in his private journal, and it included such 
notions as having a scratch for every itch, a rainbow after every rainstorm, and being lazy 
on early Sunday mornings. 
 
Having to keep the tunnels in repair, mounting guard duty for protection, and the 
countless other chores which were never-ending took up all of Monday through Saturday 
But Father had decreed to keep Sunday as a day of rest, allowing Vincent the chance to 
indulge himself in sleeping late and enjoying Williams brunch of bagels and fruit. 
 
So it was that on that Sunday morning, Vincent and Catherine arose, leisurely got 
dressed, and strolled hand in hand to the dining chamber. Having admitted the night 
before that her forte for breakfast was either burnt toast or instant cream of wheat, 
Vincent had told her of his Sunday morning ritual and they immediately slipped down to 
the sub-basement and tiptoed unnoticed to his chamber to spend the night. 
 
It was late when they entered the large eating room, but there were still others who had 
been late in arriving and were still packing in onion or cinnamon and raisin bagels with 
cream cheese or butter, and topping them off with fresh strawberries newly arrived from 
Above.  
 
Vincent escorted her to a chair and went to fill a plate for the both of them, and Catherine 
took the time to look around, return a smile or a wave in greeting, and soak in the 
hominess of this time and day. 
 
When Vincent returned with food and drink, the pair ate in quiet companionship as the 
others in the chamber watched from a distance, still aware of the “taboo” of disturbing 
them while Catherine enjoyed her vacation. But the tunnel members were quite content to 
watch and listen to the couple – more to watch, as they were unable to hear whatever was 



 

 

said between the two – because the sight of them alone was uplifting and heartwarming, 
giving the feeling that all was right with the world ... the sense of protecting and being 
protected in the aura of their love. 
 
It was difficult to explain, especially in the fact that Vincent and Catherine never openly 
demonstrated or professed their love for each other; but it was clear to even the youngest 
child that here was a love which provided the most stable foundation for their world. It 
was a love which anchored each heart firmly in tunnel soil, to ensure that their world 
would continue for many, many years. 
 
It was eternal. 
 
 
 
 
 
6       His left hand is under my head, and his right hand doth embrace me. 
 
 
Scientists have said that one does not lose sleep, that it will catch up with itself sooner or 
later. After weeks of stressful nights for Catherine and equally short evenings for 
Vincent, they had decided the following Monday to take a brief nap before Catherine left 
to pick up a movie to watch that afternoon. Exhaustion quickly claimed them for its own 
and they slept deeply and dreamlessly in each other’s arms. 
 
A breeze still clinging to the scent of cherry blossoms from the trees in the Park brushed 
back the sheer curtains from the doors leading from the bedroom to the balcony, and 
billowed them gently like rolling waves of fine lace. And occasionally an elfin spirit 
would flip a lone strand of hair across the very ticklish corner of Catherine’s nose. 
 
In sleep, she snorted softly and swiped unconsciously to remove the irritation, only to end 
up bumping her nose with her knuckles. The abrupt pain immediately faded, but she was 
left more awake than drowsy, and without opening her eyes, Catherine took stock of 
where she was. 
 
Vincent was stretched out on his side with his right hand cupping the hollow of her hip. 
Her head lay across his left arm, and she wondered if she was cutting off its circulation. 
 
She could feel beneath her eyelids that it was still daylight. The spring warmth was 
intoxicating, and she took a deep breath. In a few more hours it would be dark – with any 
luck, the crickets would be out tonight and sing to them from the streets below. 
 



 

 

Oh, so carefully, Catherine eased out from his embrace and off the bed, padding in her 
socks to the bathroom. 
 
Vincent smiled. And when he felt the bed dip at her return, he let himself drift back on 
somnolent clouds as she turned back against him to cuddle beneath his chin. 
 
 
 
 
 
7       I charge you, O ye daughters of Jerusalem By the roes, and by the hinds of the 
field, that ye stir not up, nor awake my love, till he please. 
 
 
To be able to watch her love sleep was such a rare occurrence for Catherine. Usually, the 
moment she stirred or slowly gained consciousness, he would be there, either lying 
beside her or bent over her, to greet her with a kiss, or a smile, or both. The chance to 
watch him slumber was an opportunity she enjoyed ... especially in the muted light of 
day. 
 
She noticed he preferred to rest on his back, stretched out over most of the entire length 
of the bed. His hands lay splayed by his side or on his stomach, as opposed to the slightly 
clenched or curled position her own took. Even now, fully clothed but bootless, and 
totally oblivious to the world (how weary you must have been, my beloved, to sleep this 
deeply during the day), Vincent still posed a powerful figure. 
 
Catherine ran her gaze down his figure, afraid to follow the path her eyes took with her 
fingers for fear of awakening him. In the comfort of her apartment, he wore less of the 
bulky clothing he needed in the cool damp tunnels, and enjoyed the simple lightweight 
feel of a single shirt and pants when he stayed Above. And through the patched fabric, 
Catherine could see the well-defined muscles of his upper body; an amber mat of curls 
peeked over the V of collar and top button. 
 
His belly was flat and gently moving with his breathing and his thighs ...  
 
Catherine mentally shook herself, smiling. 
 
There were several days still ahead of them, several chances still available and waiting, 
several moments yet to explore and conquer, and many, many opportunities left to bury 
each other in their love ... and in themselves. 
 



 

 

Flooded with contentment, Catherine formed herself along his side, face in the hollow 
beneath his jaw, and before her deeply drawn breath had completely escaped her, she had 
drifted back to sleep. 
 
 
 
 
 
8       The voice of my beloved behold, he cometh leaping upon the mountains, skipping 
upon the hills. 
 
 
Catherine often wondered why Vincent’s voice sounded the way it did. At times, she 
guessed that it was the result of whatever or whoever had created him, caused by the 
same Hand which had formed and molded him, so that when the Breath of Life had 
passed his nostrils, it had turned into fire and gold and poured scalding down his throat to 
change the tone and timbre of those vocal chords and coat them with the purest beauty. 
 
Or, perhaps it was due to his bestial side, when the first full-throated bellow of anger or 
warning ripped past those knife-like teeth, and forever scarred the tissues in its wake. 
And Nature, with her soothing hand, had tried to ease the damage by gifting him with the 
most melodious voice she could put together from her cornucopia of musical sounds. 
 
In any case, Vincent’s was the voice of gentleness and trust. Any and all who heard it 
were enthralled, but secretly Catherine coveted the fact that he saved its most tender, 
caressing inflections for her alone. 
 
For it was the Voice of Love. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
9       My beloved is like a roe or a young Hart: behold he standeth behind our watt, he 
lookith forth at the windows, shewing himself through the lattice. 
 
 
When Catherine finally awoke, she saw that she was alone in the queen-size bed, but she 
knew that Vincent was still nearby, somewhere in the apartment. 
 
Dusk was falling. The first faint stars were finding their places in the darkening sky, and 
the air had grown cooler. 



 

 

 
Rolling over, she saw him through the open doors, standing on the balcony, watching the 
city. His back was to her, but she knew he was aware that she had awakened. The sight of 
him there, his arms crossed and resting on the brick edge, brought to mind all the times 
they had spent in the early days of their developing friendship, and ultimately their love, 
viewing the panorama from these heights in the hottest of summer nights and the coldest 
ones of the winter. 
 
During them, Vincent had been very reluctant to enter the inner rooms of her apartment. 
The balcony was a middle, common ground between his world and hers; and although 
she often “invaded” his tunnels for hours and days on end, it had taken some time before 
Vincent had felt comfortable enough to pass between the outer French portals and into 
her sanctum sanctorum. 
 
The deepening night hid the planes of his face when she noticed the movement of his 
head – he had turned to look at her, now that she was awake. 
 
“Come look,” he invited. “The lights of the city are opening their eyes, too.” She crawled 
off the bed and joined him, sliding an arm around his waist as he followed suit. And 
together they watched the change in the city as it shed its mantle of business for one of 
pleasure. 
 
Catherine glanced up. Overhead, the moon was filling up, and it would be only another 
night or two before it turned into a huge, orange disk in the heavens. But still, tonight, the 
milky wash of light was turning the color of Vincent’s hair to snow, layering his 
shoulders and the hairs on the back of his hand which rested on the balcony’s edge. 
 
“God, you’re beautiful,” she breathed. 
 
A chuckle. “No more than you, Catherine.” 
 
“No, I mean, here, silhouetted in the moonlight, like I’ve seen you time and time again, 
waiting to hear you tap on the glass.” 
 
“Anyone else seeing me thus outside their window would have frozen in fear. Yet I 
always felt your happiness reach out, ready to swoop me up in its embrace,” he 
commented. 
 
Catherine grinned, and Vincent noticed how the light played chase with the shadows 
around her eyes and mouth.   
 
“Tell me something.” 
 



 

 

“Anything.” 
 
“I’ve always wanted to ask you, whenever you pecked at my doors, was that a random 
tapping or did it mean something?” 
 
Amused, Vincent countered, “Why? What made you think of such a question?” 
 
He felt her shrug. ”I don’t know. Perhaps it’s because of all the time I’ve spent Below. I 
keep promising myself that one of these days I’m going to sit myself in a chair right next 
to one of those main pipes Pascal uses and not budge until I learned more of that code 
you use.” 
 
“But you already know enough to signal us.” 
 
“Yeah, sure. I can tap out your name and Father’s name and my name and a half-dozen 
other words, but I want to be able to converse in your underground language!” A sudden 
thought caused her to give a short bark of laughter. “Perhaps I should take a course in 
Pipe Code 101!” 
 
Thinking of Michael’s induction into college life and of the various subjects he had to 
enroll in, Vincent laughed in response. 
 
“So, tell me, Vincent ... even in the abbreviated form which you use Below, does your 
tapping mean anything?” 
 
He nodded. “How astute you are. Of course, it means something.” And he clicked one 
nail against the bricks in the greeting. 
 
Shaking her head, Catherine said, “I couldn’t read it. I’m sorry.” 
 
“Don’t be. This message is rarely ever sent over the public pipes because it is too 
personal.” Again, he repeated the missive, but this time slower, and he interpreted the 
code as he tapped:  
 
                                                            
                                                                                                                   I love you 
 
 
 
 
 
10       My Beloved spake, and said unto me, Rise up, my love, my fair one, and come 
away. 



 

 

 
 
“Oh ...” 
 
It was more sigh than sound; nonetheless, Vincent paid a moment’s notice to it before 
closing his eyes and letting the slowly rippling waves finish lapping over his sated 
consciousness. 
 
Here, now, like this ... spent sweaty, sticky ... the very edges of his muscles still faintly 
vibrating with the echoes of their passion, Vincent felt that his whole being had come 
alive in their primal dance. And, without knowing why his thoughts drifted on the 
currents that they took, he watched as his memories flickered like phosphorescent ghosts 
across the blackness in his mind. 
 
Catherine loved to feel soft, silky things against her skin. She preferred the cool kiss of 
satin and the fine powdery tickle of lace in her lingerie, but she especially enjoyed the 
shimmer of long nightgowns and dressing robes, the way they flowed between her legs 
when she walked, and the bare comfort they provided. How many times had he watched 
her approach him, dressed in material no more substantial than cream, and wished he 
could lower his mouth to lap up all of her warm deliciousness. 
 
Below, where the temperatures were colder, she opted for the brushed flannel or cotton 
shifts made for her, lovingly trimmed with bits of ribbon or fur. But Above ... Vincent 
smiled ... the expensive nightwear now remained in the bottom drawer of her wardrobe, 
folded and eternally waiting.  
 
Am I so different? he mused. Not much. He had his favorite long sleeping shirts, repaired 
so many times that the fabric was almost transparent, that he wore to bed. And when he 
was in the tunnels, he still wore them. But, again, Above ... 
 
A hand tapped him on the upper arm to get his attention. 
 
“Yes?” he murmured without opening his eyes. 
 
“I’d love to remain in your arms for the rest of my life, my love, but you know we’d both 
feel ten times better if we took a shower.” 
 
Vincent sighed, agreeing. He loosened his embrace to feel her slip away from him and off 
the bed before she clasped one of his hands in hers and tugged on it. Opening one eye, he 
gazed at her nudity, transfixed for the hundredth time by her beauty when Catherine 
playfully tugged again. 
 



 

 

“Forsooth, my beloved. Yea, cometh away with me and let us be quick and be wet, for lo, 
the time is nigh and yon pizza delivery man will arrive forthwith!” 
 
Appalled by her bad Shakespeare, Vincent rolled over on his back laughing as Catherine 
stood watching him, hands on hip. Giving up, she pivoted and disappeared into the 
bathroom where Vincent soon joined her, wiping the tears from his eyes. 
 
 
 
 
 
11       For, lo, the winter is past, the rain is over and gone; 
 
 
“Vincent?” 
 
“Yes?” 
 
“How do you know what time it is Below? I mean, I know Father has a pocket watch, and 
I’ve noticed a couple of the men, like William, own a wristwatch, but other than that, 
there’s no wall clock or anything to tell the time down there.” 
 
Vincent peered over the edge of the couch to wait for Catherine emerge from the kitchen 
where she was making popcorn before answering her.  
 
“How do you know when to awaken even before your alarm has gone off? How can you 
tell yourself that you need to return to something within a set amount of time, and find 
that you have, indeed, done so? It’s all internal, Catherine. Life Below is paced 
differently than here Above. We arise, we work ...” 
 
“I know,” she interrupted as she placed the large aluminum bowl on the coffee table, ”but 
so much of what you do is based on hourly observations ... the changing of the guards, 
the shift work in the tunnels ... and William serves dinner at seven every night almost on 
the dot!” 
 
 “The smell of William’s cooking draws everyone to the dining chamber in time for their 
meals. As for the other, the workers pace themselves so that one person arrives as the 
other is leaving, overlapping each other.” 
 
“What if someone’s late?” 
 
“The person getting off duty goes by to make sure the next replacement doesn’t forget, or 
to see that nothing has happened to keep them from doing their job.” 



 

 

 
Catherine grunted around a handful of popcorn. “Then explain about you. How are you 
able to tell when it’s dark? Or that the sun’s about to come up?” Giving him a hard eye, 
she added, “I’d bet that if you ever went into a deep sleep, like Rip Van Winkle, that 
you’d wake up knowing the exact month and day!” 
 
Vincent smiled broadly. “I don’t believe I am that gifted, but I could possibly tell the 
season of the year.” 
 
“Umm.” 
 
“Does it bother you?” 
 
“Bother me? No. But life would be so much simpler if it wasn’t ruled by the counting of 
seconds.” 
 
“I quite agree,” Vincent answered. “I quite agree.” 
 
 
 
 
 
 
12       The flowers appear on the earth; the time of the singing of birds is come ... 
 
 
Among other things, Catherine loved to sing in the shower. Her favorite songs ranged, 
Vincent believed, from the ridiculous – an old pop” tune called “Sugar Sugar” that she 
admitted had been sung by a cartoon group – to the sublime, gentle love ballads like 
“Greensleeves” and “I Gave My Love a Cherry.” And although her voice was not as 
melodious or bright as a professional singer, what she lacked in talent, she gave in depth 
and emotion. 
 
On the other hand, Vincent knew that his singing only rivaled the African water buffalo 
during mating season. For, even with its exquisite  quality his was not a voice made for 
melodies. 
 
Vincent remembered days when, in his youth, he was totally oblivious to the rasp and 
puncture of his trying to join in a favorite Christmas carol or while singing “Happy 
Birthday” at a friend’s party. It was Mary who held his head to her breast and as gently as 
possible told him how grating his tunes were on the nerves. Then, to soothe his horrified 
and damaged ego, she emphasized the fact that, even with this inability, no one – 
including Father, who had a bit of Shakespearean role-playing in his background, and 



 

 

Winslow, with his rolling baritone which was the envy of all the men Below – no one 
could match the esthetic quality of his voice when he used it to read or recite aloud. 
 
“You send goose bumps up my arms and down my back,” she told him. “Above, you’d 
probably become a famous movie actor because your voice is the stuff that dreams are 
made of. Oh, child, I’d bet the angels themselves wish they could speak like you.” 
 
“But I want to sing!” he protested, as two enormous tears tracked down his cheeks. 
 
“Let the birds sing, Vincent. It’s the only thing they can do that you can’t.” 
 
Even now, standing in the doorway, Vincent could still hear Mary’s loving testimonial as, 
behind him, Catherine cleaned up the kitchen while singing another one of her simple 
refrains. 
 
“Vincent? What are you doing?” she called out to him. 
 
“Waiting.” 
 
“For what?” 
 
Vincent chuckled to himself. “For the coming of the dawn,” he answered her, ”so I can 
hear the birds sing.” 
 
 
 
 
 
13       The fig tree putteth forth her green figs, and the vines with the tender grapes 
give a good smell. Arise, my love, my fair one, and come away. 
 
 
(Excerpt from a note written to Vincent from Catherine.) 
 
... I won't be long. We're running low on a few essentials, which makes 
me wonder how one goes Above to buy milk, shampoo and toilet paper. 
Guess we can add it to our list of things to discuss when we're not 
otherwise engaged. Oh, and since you mentioned the fruit of the vine last 
night, I'll splurge on a bottle. I'm sure that once you taste something 
that's a little more on the sweet and fruity side, you will gain a bit more 
respect for Dionysus' gift to the common man. Just think, if we lived in 
Greece ... 



 

 

 
 
 
 
 
14       O my dove, that art in the clefts of the rock, in the secret places of the stairs, let 
me see thy countenance, let me hear thy voice; for sweet is thy voice, and thy 
countenance is comely. 
 
 
“... and before I ever saw you, I’d see that enormous shadow on the wall of the tunnel, 
looming towards me like ... like ...” 
 
“Like what, Catherine?” 
 
“Like it couldn’t wait to swoop me up and carry me away.” 
 
“Yes ... many times I have felt ... your emotions were conflicting, hard to untangle. I 
could feel your anticipation, knowing I was coming, but yet there was also that tinge of 
fear.” 
 
“I didn’t fear you ...” 
 
“I know.” 
 
“But you are such an imposing figure. You seem to radiate power. I’d lay my hand on 
your arm or chest and I could feel your energy inside you, thrumming and vibrating with 
every heartbeat.” 
 
“Did you not think that perhaps part of that was caused by my desire to see you? To be 
with you? And later, to love you?” 
 
“I had hoped ... dreamed ... strange, what a mere shadow on a wall can evoke in a person 
...” 
 
“You always looked on me with such calmness.” 
 
‘Not always ...” 
 
“No, not the first time ...” 
 
“Oh, Vincent, if I could only make you forget that terrible first time!” 
 



 

 

“Why? Why is it so important? If you could relive that moment, would you change it? 
Would that headlamp be any less dented? Would your bandages be any less 
bloodstained?” 
 
“I would eradicate that memory of my screaming at you for all eternity.” 
 
“And I of my roar of hurt and anger at your fear.” 
 
“... my love ...” 
 
“So, my Catherine, you see ... I, too, have a secret and shameful memory. Your first sight 
of me was of my darkest side, as a beast.” 
 
“But I first truly beheld you from the sound of your voice. Your glorious voice. When 
you read to me, comforted me, urged me to grow stronger and to accept myself.” 
 
“I remember ... when I first picked you up in my arms, and my mind, my whole body, 
began to tingle, as if it had been asleep for all those years and was just beginning to 
awaken. It was when I laid you on Father’s examining table and stepped back, the 
tingling stopped. Such an emptiness I have never felt in my life! I knew then, beyond all 
reasonable doubt, that there was no way I could ever remove you from my sight ... or my 
heart.” 
 
“And that was the birth of our bond?” 
 
“Its birth ... and our deliverance ...” 
 
“Oh, hold me ... please ...” 
 
“Only if you hold me in return, my Catherine ...” 
 
 
 
 
 
16       My beloved is mine, and I am his. 
 
 
It was during supper one evening, when both of them were dining Below, that Catherine 
watched her beloved tackle a heaping plate of pasta. A spaghetti fight later ensued 
between the children, and she and Vincent good-naturedly joined with some of the other 
adults in the free-for-all, laughing so loud that their sides ached as the cold strands flew 
fast and furious across the dining chamber. Later, retreating back to the apartment for the 



 

 

evening, and still picking pieces of vermicelli from their hair and clothing, Catherine 
asked, “Is there anything you can’t eat? Or won’t eat?” 
 
“Why do you ask?” 
 
“Well ... I’ve been dining with you for some time. William is always so imaginative with 
the food he has to work with. But mostly I’ve noticed that, really, there are no picky 
eaters in the family.” 
 
“Picky?” 
 
“You know, finicky.” 
 
“Oh,” Vincent nodded with understanding. “Like when you try to hide your brussels 
sprouts in your napkin when you think no one is looking ...” 
 
“Vincent!” 
 
“... or when you cut your beets into very small pieces, then spread the pieces around your 
plate so it looks as though you’ve eaten them ...” 
 
“I do not!” 
 
“Catherine ...” 
 
“Well ...” Laughing, she gave up. “Okay. But you haven’t answered my question.” 
 
Vincent took a moment more to think. ”As for allergies, I don’t know of any. And, yes, 
there are some foods I like less than others.” 
 
“Really? Like what?” 
 
Grinning, he replied, “I can’t reveal all my little secrets to you, Catherine.” 
 
“Oh! A man of mystery, eh?” A snicker. “Well, then, kind sir, how about your favorite 
foods? What is there that you absolutely adore? Besides me,” she added in fun. 
 
“Ice cream.” 
 
“Excuse me? Ice cream?” she echoed. 
 
“We have no way to keep food refrigerated Below. Things like milk usually come 
powdered in a box, and ice is an absolute luxury.” 



 

 

 
“So when have you ever had ice cream?” 
 
“On the rare occasions when Mary or one of the others would take the children to the 
park, they would come down with ice cream cones and all would share a lick with me. 
I’ve sampled everything from chocolate to pistachio, to one that even had little pieces of 
bubble gum in it.” 
 
Catherine shook her head, amazed at how little she still knew about his world, his way of 
life. “I promised you that, every chance I got, I would show you as much of my world as 
was possible. If you have a secret passion for ice cream ... well, then, my love, ice cream 
you shall have.” 
 
Her mischievousness glittered through him. “And how do you plan to ... assuage my 
passion?” Vincent humored her. 
 
“Just wait,” she grinned, and they walked the rest of the way in silence. 
 
Once again in the apartment, Catherine grabbed her wallet and planted a quick kiss on his 
cheek. “Give me forty-five minutes,” she whispered before slipping out the door. 
 
Rather than sit with time on his hands, anticipating her return, Vincent built a small fire 
in the fireplace to ward off the early Spring evening chill and curled up in front of one of 
the couches to work one of the crossword puzzles in the book she had bought exclusively 
for him, for when she had to be gone and he decided to stay until she returned. 
 
It was little more than an hour later when Catherine returned, carrying a huge paper sack. 
She dumped it on the table – ”Just a minute. There’s another one outside!” – and quickly 
brought in a second bag. 
 
Silently, Vincent watched her begin to unload a seemingly endless train of small, round, 
cardboard containers bearing pink and brown polkadots, stacking them on the table, until 
she had several neat columns piled up. 
 
“Would you mind getting us two spoons?” she asked sweetly. Vincent obliged and 
returned to the living room with two teaspoons in time to see her pull the lid off one of 
the containers. 
 
It was ice cream. 
 
Better yet, every little tub was full of ice cream. 
 



 

 

More so, there were almost thirty little round tubs of ice cream, each with a different 
flavor inside. Catherine sighed happily around a spoonful of the rich dessert.  
 
“Mmm ... pure paradise. Here.”  She held out the tub to him. “Try it.” 
 
Vincent eyed the slightly yellowish color sprinkled with dark bits. “What kind is this?” 
 
“Cookies-n-cream. I couldn’t resist, Vincent. I went to get a dozen or so of my favorite 
flavors for you to sample, and ended up saying, ‘Why not?’, and getting some of 
everything they carried. You won’t believe what all I have here!” 
 
He noticed that each lid bore the name of a different flavor of ice cream, pencilled across 
top. Lemon chiffon, merry cherry chip, peanut butter and chocolate, blueberry 
cheesecake, bananas and strawberries, jamoca almond fudge ... 
 
“Catherine, what are the ones marked with the letter ’L’?” 
 
“Oh, those are the liqueurs. Irish cream and kahlua and cream. I even got some of the 
exotic yogurts. I think there’s cappuccino and amaretto. There’s also some white 
chocolate, and three or four tubs of sorbet. Ever had any sorbet?” 
 
“Not that I recall.” 
 
“It’s like frozen fruit juice. They had tropical fruit, banana, and sunshine orange.” 
 
Straightening, Vincent paused from his random tasting to inquire dryly, “Are we to eat all 
of this at one sitting?” 
 
She laughed. “Heavens, no! Lord, that would cause the grandaddy of all stomach aches! 
Whatever we don’t get to or finish, we can put in the freezer until we want more.” 
 
Vincent snorted softly and dipped back into his carton of rocky road. “Catherine?” 
 
“Mmm?” 
 
“You never cease to amaze me.” 
 
“You can count on it,” she smiled lovingly, and playfully snatched a spoonful of his 
flavor as he watched. 
 
 
 
 



 

 

 
17        Until the day break, and the shadows flee away, turn, my beloved, and be thou 
like a roe or a young hart upon the mountains of Be’ther. 
 
 
Snuggled deep beneath the quilted coverlet, Catherine opened one eye still heavy with 
sleep and watched her husband make his way from their warm bed to the bathroom. 
 
Sounds of splashing told her he was washing his face and hands, part of his usual 
morning ritual, which would be followed by a quick brushing of his hair. 
 
Vincent, she had found, was definitely a morning person. He rose alert and cognizant, 
usually in the most cheerful frame of mind ... whereas, on the other hand, she admitted to 
being an afternoon person. She really didn’t begin to shift into high gear until just about 
lunchtime, and her enthusiasm and determined doggedness carried through until long 
after sunset.  
 
In addition, she enjoyed lounging around in a gown or pajamas or robe for a while, as 
Vincent got completely dressed the moment after his feet touched the floor, claiming it 
helped to set his goals for the day ahead. 
 
But the idea of facing such exuberance before her first cup of coffee was unthinkable, and 
Vincent – mindful of her desire to get up in the mornings at her own pace and her own 
time – understood as he left their bed first. 
 
Catherine could never understand why Vincent got dressed backwards. To her, he should 
first put on his clothes, then brush his hair. But, no, he would mercilessly drag the brush 
over his scalp and immediately pull his undershirt over his head. Another shirt or sweater 
would follow, and lastly he would don either his favorite corded grey wool vest or 
another vest or a jerkin.  
 
However the case, Catherine had to admit that, in the end, his hair had that delightfully 
tossed, tousled look that she adored - an effect most women would pay a beauty parlor 
fifty dollars to achieve the same results. 
 
And all you have to do is pull sixteen layers of clothing over your head, she mused with a 
smile. Propping her hand under her head, she continued to watch as Vincent emerged 
from the bathroom. 
 
Barefoot, he padded over to a small chest he had brought from Below (she had been 
unable to get him to take one of the drawers in her wardrobe), threw up the lid and dug 
around for a pair of the thick wool socks he preferred. He then perched his rump on the 



 

 

edge of the bed – A little furry but delightful to be-hold, Catherine punned to herself – to 
roll them onto his feet. Pants went on after the socks, and the boots were last. 
 
The show over, Catherine fell back into her pillow and scrunched around until she found 
a warm spot. She sighed comfortably ... as a kiss tickled the corner of her mouth. 
 
“Shall I assume you’re ready for me to make coffee, or do you wish to take a few more 
minutes deciding?” Vincent breathed over her ear. 
 
“Can I have a third option?” 
 
She could almost swear she heard him tilt his head in question. “And that is?” 
 
“I want to see if you take your clothes off in exactly reverse order from the way you put 
them on.” 
 
His chuckle betrayed his reaction. “Don’t you know the answer to that by now?” 
 
Catherine rolled over, opened her eyes and stared up at him, feigning confusion. 
 
“I honestly ...don’t ... remember ...” 
 
Then, here. Allow me the chance to show you ...” 
 
And he did. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
Chapter four 
 
1        Behold, thou art fair, my love; behold, thou art fair; thou hast doves’ eyes within 
thy locks: thy hair is as a flock of goats, that appear from mount Gilead. 
 
 
There were many times, many singular moments, when the two of them could pass an 
entire evening without saying more than a dozen words to each other. Lost in the comfort 
of just being with each other, both would go about their various tasks with only an 



 

 

occasional glance, a passing smile, or a single touch brushed upon hand or shoulder, to 
convey a simple thought of love. 
 
Catherine often brought work home, and Vincent would take the opportunity to either 
catch up on his own correspondence, or log in some entries for Father in the thick book 
used for the purpose keeping track of medical supplies. 
 
On other evenings, they would settle down before the fireplace, each with their own 
book, and pass several hours with an occasional break for drinks or snacks. 
 
Of course, there were also those nights when they talked unceasingly, covering a wide 
range of topics – wherever the flow of conversation led them – probing, inquiring and 
honestly answering questions about themselves to the person they loved the most, or 
openly divulging secrets, desires, and fears they shared with no one else, with the surety 
of two who were more than lovers ... and much more than friends. 
 
Soulmates. 
 
But tonight was one which easily led like a paper boat on a gentle steam from a light 
supper to the beckoning crackle of the fire, and where two promising volumes were 
waiting on the coffee table between the couches. 
 
Vincent’s new secret vice was to remove his boots in the evenings, placing them right 
outside the French doors in case he needed to leave quickly, and pad about in stockinged 
feet. And now, with legs tucked beneath him, he adjusted some pillows at his back before 
reclining on one of the sofas. 
 
Catherine turned on the stereo receiver to a classical radio station, and adjusted the sound 
so that it was loud enough for background music, but not distracting, then curled herself 
on the floor in front of Vincent as she opened her book. 
 
Soft strains filtered through the air, punctuated by the occasional spark or pop from dry 
wood burning brightly. 
 
With her back against the side of the couch where Vincent was seated, Catherine was 
aware of his warmth, his presence, by the leg of his jeans scant inches away from her 
face. The turn of a page in his book echoed in her ear and the rhythm of his breathing 
lulled her, soothing, hypnotic. Unaware of her own growing drowsiness, Catherine’s head 
began to dip back little by little. 
 
Her contentment was a soft flannel blanket wrapping him inside. Vincent sighed, shifting 
slightly to ease the cramp in his knees, and looked down at his love’s drooping eyes, the 
book in her lap beginning to slip from her hands. And without forethought, reached out to 



 

 

draw his fingers through her hair, pressing and circling her scalp with a soothing 
massage. He used his claw-like nails to tease and lightly tickle the skin, enjoying the 
ribbons of dark gold satin which flowed past his knuckles. 
 
He felt her consciousness rising to the surface, and when she broke the wave to draw in a 
deep breath of air, a deeper current of desire coursed through her, into his arm and up and 
over, past his heart until it crashed against the rocks, the surging tide taking him by 
surprise by its  suddenness. And the foam left behind by the ebbing flow tasted sweet, 
rich ... heady. 
 
Vincent closed a fist in the brightness of her hair and pulled her head back, lowering 
himself until his mouth found hers to breathe with her. Unheeded, his book slid shut to 
rest on the seat beside him. 
 
The wetness of her mouth scalded him. All at once his whole body was centered on the 
movement of her lips and the taste of her tongue, and his own kiss followed her 
down ... down ... down into the abyss of her growing passion. 
 
Lungs screamed for air and the lovers broke apart, only to come together again, but this 
time with more fire, more thirst, more need. 
 
Lower and lower, Vincent found himself falling into the whirlpool that was both her 
blood and his, bubbling and steaming, and his body followed until he was pinning her to 
the carpet. His hands had left the curtain of her hair and taken a life of their own, tracing 
the velvet curve of her body, pulling and pressing, attempting to envelope her with 
himself. 
 
Catherine moaned, panted, and she clutched the waistband of his jeans, beating her hands 
against his hips like helpless moths to a light. 
 
Her whole spirit was red with heat, turning their bond into a glowing brand that sizzled 
his flesh where it touched him. 
 
Somehow, her jeans evaporated after slipping over the sweaty lift of her thighs. Vincent’s 
pants also disappeared. And when flesh met bare flesh, the intensity of their need seared 
them, and the roar of the flames drowned out their cries for more.  
 
Still clothed from the waist up, their minds, their hands and their passion focused on the 
meeting of their bodies below. The terrible urgency to reach the pinnacle point of release 
and explode outward thundered through their nerve endings, crystallizing every sense 
until they began to overload, as every thrust and every press into the carpet carried them 
higher and further than before. 
 



 

 

It was a train roaring through his veins, racing to burst through the walls of his heart, this 
incredible urge he had to fill her, for her to suck him In, within her, returning stroke for 
stroke ... nails on skin, leaving needle-thin lines of scarlet in their wake. 
 
Until ... 
 
The power of their eruption was unexpected, throwing them into the ultimate blackness 
of fulfillment, pulsing and robbing them of sight and sound and sanity. For that split 
second of eternity, they ceased to exist as two separate people, but re-formed and molded 
into the one being, the one soul they had always known they were. 
 
Reality fluttered back down on the exhausted lovers with delicate leaves of 
consciousness. Propped above her, using his knees and elbows to leep his weight from 
crushing her, Vincent nuzzled the salty wetness in the curve of her jaw, too tired and too 
happy even to murmur an oath of love. 
 
Catherine shifted slightly, enjoying the feel of them still joined as one, and reached up, 
threading her arms through his, to bury her hands in his hair 
 
“My love ... my beloved...” 
 
“My Catherine ... yes...” 
 
“Shh ...shh ...” A whisper that died into the softest of sighs. 
 
It grew quiet, and a faint cry of a violin floated in the air as a log cracked and settled in 
the embers of the fire. 
 
 
 
 
 
2        Thy teeth are like a flock of sheep that are even shorn, which came up from the 
washing; 
 
 
Catherine’s mouth fascinated him ... 
 
Vincent’s own experiences with kissing were limited. With the exception of the rare kiss 
bestowed upon the lips of persons countable on one hand, Vincent usually relegated the 
quick peck or buss on a proffered cheek or forehead. And as he was growing up, he often 
wondered why poets and scholars alike spent so much time, words, and energy on the 
lowly kiss. 



 

 

 
But then ... he kissed Catherine. 
 
If one could put the entire heart and mind into two full and wonderful lips, Nature had 
accomplished it with Catherine’s. However, the most surprising thing for him, more than 
the miracle of their kisses, was her reaction to his lips. 
 
“I have kissed many men, Vincent. I won’t deny that. Yet I cannot even begin to explain 
what your lips do to me, how I go numb and jelly-like all over, how just the feel of them 
can squeeze all the air out of my lungs.” Then, with a twinkle hiding behind her eyes, she 
added, “But you already know that, don’t you? You know exactly what happens to me, 
probably even before we kiss.” 
 
He admitted he did, most of the time. 
 
“I’ve spent many hours thinking of you, thinking of you kissing me and I think I’ve come 
up with a possible reason why yours are unlike any others I’ve ever experienced.” 
 
“It’s the shape of your mouth. And it’s your teeth.” 
 
“How so?” 
 
“Because of the way your mouth is formed ...” She touched the cleft at his upper lip with 
a fingertip and lightly caressed it. “Your palate, your tongue, even the length of your 
fangs ... it’s like the person born with a harelip or another physical deformity, you’ve 
probably had to learn how to speak and eat differently than everyone else you know.” 
 
Remembering past embarrassing moments when he had tried to be like everyone else and 
fit in, Vincent understood quite well what she was saying. He nodded for her to 
continue.” 
 
That which makes you unique, makes all of you, and all that you do unique.” Her smile 
was the sun emerging from a rain-soaked cloud and Vincent could not tear his eyes from 
the fullness of it. 
 
“So I am ... unique.” 
 
“You are.” 
 
He smiled in return. “Then let me taste the fact of it,” he murmured, bending to her 
uplifted face. 
 
Catherine closed her eyes, willing to lose herself in the power of his love. 



 

 

 
 
 
 
 
3        Thy lips are like a thread of scarlet, and thy speech is comely: thy temples are 
like a piece of a pomegranate within thy locks. 
 
 
Catherine eyed the camera once more, a thread of indecision and a rope of common sense 
prevailing in her thought to buy it. Tucking her bag of groceries over one hip, she opted 
instead for the finely-tooled leather boots she had spotted in the men’s department, paid 
for them with her credit card and hurried back to the apartment where Vincent would join 
her as soon as it grew dark. 
 
At present, he was Below helping with some project which involved the digging of a new 
entrance to an abandoned boat dock on the waterfront. Catherine might be able to take a 
two week vacation from the rest of her world, but, unfortunately, he could not ... as much 
as he would have liked to. 
 
However, Catherine felt it was all for the better. Although they loved to be together, they 
still needed that odd moment or two away from each other. It made the homecomings so 
much more special, and they could share whatever experiences they had had during that 
time apart. 
 
Doing what she called ‘a little recreational shopping’, Catherine had found herself 
recalling Vincent’s face almost everywhere she turned: at the grocery store, on the street 
corner where the huge subway grates coughed up smoke and steam, over the counter in 
the men’s department at Saks. 
 
Even Frank whistled at her on the sidewalk as he whipped a quick and illegal u-turn via 
an empty alley and skidded up to her to offer a ride in his cab back to her apartment when 
he saw the load she was carrying. The topic of conversation on the way, of course, had 
also centered around Vincent. 
 
Soon after dusk, Vincent tapped his code on the outer doors and let himself in. Tossing 
his cloak over the back of one of the dining room chairs with the ease of a matador 
swirling his cape, he slowly walked into the kitchen to observe the woman of his heart 
arranging cut flowers in a vase. 
 
 “You were thinking of me today,” he informed her with a soft smile. 
 
“Do tell.” She laughed gently. “How could you know?” 



 

 

 
“There’s a special quality that comes about you. I can’t quite put it into words.” 
 
“Like love? “He nodded. ”Only more so. I also feel the same emotion from you at other 
times during the day. But the time when I feel it the strongest is when we are alone 
together, our quiet times ... our loving times ... the moments before and after we kiss ...” 
 
Catherine walked over to him and stood on tiptoe to receive the press of his mouth on 
hers. “I had a serious decision to make today, and it turned out to be quite a battle of wills 
before it was all over.” 
 
Vincent silently waited for her to continue. Picking up the vase, Catherine walked it out 
to the dining room and centered the arrangement on the table. “Do you realize that, with 
the exception of Elizabeth’s tunnels and our portrait, there are no pictures of you?” 
 
“Catherine, need I explain ...?” 
 
“No, you don’t,” she gently interrupted. “Yet, there are times I would give just about 
anything to gaze upon your likeness ... during those times when I’m alone and you can’t 
be with me. Times when the sun is out and I wish you could share it with me. I’d even 
like to see how your face would glow in its light ... much in the same way it does in the 
lamplight, or by the light of a candle, only brighter, and more golden.” 
 
“A picture...” 
 
“A photograph ... no, that wouldn’t do. But then, I guess I could always play it off as a 
mask, if I were asked. But, Vincent, even a likeness, a small cameo or a painted miniature 
...” She paused and gnawed on her lower lip. 
 
Feeling her melancholy, he commented, “One of the most cherished items I possess, we 
possess, is the portrait of us by Kristopher. I had it hung in the Common Chamber where 
everyone can see it. I often find myself staring at the painting for hours, sometimes, not 
knowing, not remembering how or when my footsteps led me to the chamber. Yes, I can 
see how you would want to share in that same pleasure that seeing the face of the one you 
love can bring when that person is not with you in the flesh.” 
 
“That sounds like a promise,” she whispered, half-hoping. 
 
He barely nodded. “I will try. That is all I can offer you.” 
 
“It’s enough. Just knowing you understand is all I really wanted.” 
 
Vincent nodded again, and the matter was brought up no more that evening. 



 

 

 
 
 
 
 
4        Thy neck is like the tower of David builded for an armoury whereon then hang a 
thousand blucklers, all shields of mighty men. 
 
 
With Vincent inside taking a shower, Catherine threw a light shawl about her shoulders 
and stepped out onto the cool terrace. The night was overcast, the stars and the moon 
hiding behind great clumps of swollen clouds, and the smell of forthcoming rain made 
the air feel pregnant with moisture. 
 
At the same time, light mists haloed the park lamps and the windows in the faraway 
buildings. Slick streets made wet sucking sounds with the passing of each car; and from a 
great distance, she could almost swear she heard the deep, throaty howl of a cargo ship 
pulling into the harbor. 
 
Standing there, absorbed in trying to read the night, Catherine never heard him come up 
behind her until a warm breath flowed over a bared shoulder and she shivered 
involuntarily. 
 
“It’s turning cooler ... perhaps we should go inside?” 
 
“No.” She smiled and crossed her arms over her stomach. “I want to stay here until it 
starts to rain ... and then ... I still may stay outside.” 
 
Vincent joined her, standing next to her as he lifted his face to the evening sky to smell 
and taste what the dry had to offer. Turning to look at him, she noticed the strong column 
of his neck, the forceful outline of his arms and back, and once again she was reminded 
of his immense and sometimes deadly power. 
 
An almost invisible skein of fear quivered through him, but Vincent knew her 
apprehension was not because of him but rather because of what he was. It was a subtle 
difference, one which had taken him so long, almost too long, to distinguish between. 
Being bound closely by their love for one another, once as friends and now also as lovers, 
they tended to let their individuality fade into a back corner. It was tricky, and almost 
dangerous; but the years of caution inevitably prevailed, reminding them of who they 
were and what he was – and that those differences needed to be heeded if they were to 
share many more years together. 
 



 

 

“It will begin to rain soon,” he announced. ”When it does, will you laugh as you did that 
night in the park? At the concert?” 
 
Catherine’s smile was wide with the memory. She gave a light laugh. “Rain makes me 
feel reborn. New. Fresh. Alive.” 
 
Moving back behind her, Vincent dipped his head and ran his rough tongue over the 
junction of her neck and shoulder, then bent further forward to the sensitive area above 
her collarbone. 
 
Catherine melted, closing her eyes to the sensation, tangled the fingers of one hand in his 
damp hair, and collapsed back against him. 
 
“Why do you do this to me?” Her voice tightened in her throat. “What sort of spell do 
you have me under?” 
 
The murmur in her ear was all she needed to hear. “Thou art my beloved. And thou art 
mine ...” 
 
 
 
 
5        Thy two breasts are like two young roes that are twins, which feed among the 
lilies. 
 
 
The shawl dropped slightly, but far enough to where Vincent could see the beauty mark 
on her right breast. It rose and fell with each quivering breath she took. 
 
Her growing sense of anticipation was distracting him, keeping him from extending their 
foreplay, and two swift thoughts entered his mind: Would he lower her to the floor here, 
or sweep her off her feet and grandly lavish her on the bed? 
 
His senses were flooding from her abandonment. Catherine had turned in his embrace, 
the shawl falling, unheeded, to their feet, and the strapless nightgown no more than 
transparent silkiness between them. She had loosened the ties at his throat and was 
tonguing the exposed skin, nibbling in the hollow at the pulse running just below the 
surface. 
 
Moaning softly, Vincent suddenly realized the tables had turned, and he willingly 
surrendered to the thunder of their hearts. He took a half-step forward as her back and 
buttocks pressed against the cold brick wall and felt the heat rising from the pressure of 
his body. Holding her firmly about the waist with one hand, the other hand drew up her 



 

 

spine, stroking the exposed skin, and grabbed the edges of the delicate cloth – so tempted 
to tear it from her, yet unwilling to ruin such fine material. 
 
Without knowing, he felt Catherine’s hand reach around and deftly unhook the single 
catch that held the gown together, and the sleepwear followed the shawl to her feet. 
 
Desire was dry wood ignited by a forest fire of passion. Vincent lifted her into his arms 
and buried his face in the softness of her breasts, feeling the hardened nipples rub against 
his cheek and chin, and on stiff legs carried her to the bedroom. But instead of laying her 
on the bed, he pivoted and sank into the coverlet, falling backwards and pulling her on 
top of him, until he was all but muffled in the warmth of her fragrant skin. 
 
Catherine moaned and tried to wriggle tighter against him. Her impatient hands struggled 
with the buttons on his pants, but he batted them away to reach the closures himself. 
 
It almost became a race to see how fast they could meet their need, which had become an 
immense whirlpool of heat and frantic, drugged movements. And when they were finally 
freed of all restrictions, the lovers lot themselves in the ultimate and most perfect union 
of body, mind and soul. 
 
 
 
 
6        Until the day break, and the shadows flee away, I will get me to the mountain of 
myrrh, and to the hill of frankincense. 
 
 
The rains began before dawn, heralded by the flash and boom of Nature’s cannon. Water 
poured down on the balcony and ran in miniature rivulets across the glass panes in the 
French doors. 
 
On her side, facing the terrace, Catherine peeked between her lashes just long enough to 
see that Vincent had rescued her clothing from outside and had draped it over the vanity 
chair. 
 
His large slumbering warmth at her back told her he was still asleep, and so she closed 
her eyes to let her foggy mind drift on its own currents. 
 
Another crash resounded, and she saw the lightning from behind her eyelids. Slightly 
curved in the cottony depression of the sheets, her body sent her gentle signals that it still 
needed to rest, that the night had served up its own storm of flesh and lightning, and one 
of the best sleeps one could ever achieve – especially during a cascading rainfall – was 
right after a perfect night of lovemaking. 



 

 

 
A capricious thought scampered through her consciousness, and Catherine briefly 
contemplated which scenario was better ... making love late at night, when the body was 
weary after the day’s events, and therefore the defenses weaker ... or at the light of the 
new day, when one was rested but still slow and lazy and more willing to play the 
captured slave. 
 
She smiled, and the bed moved slightly as the blanket of warmth shifted away from her 
back, but then one furred arm crept over her ribs and the hand reverently cupped her 
lower breast where it rested next to the mattress. 
 
Drowsy, content, fulfilled and lulled by the pounding rhythm of the rain, Catherine 
drifted back in the arms of sleep ... and of her love. 
 
 
 
 
7        Thou art all fair, my love; there is no spot in thee. 
 
 
Vincent awoke and noticed the other side of the bed was empty, but still warm in the 
indentation of the sheets. Closing his eyes, he laid his head back against the pillow and 
opened his heart to her, seeking her out, wanting and needing the first touch and 
awareness of her that began every morning for him. It was like the first drink of water in 
the morning, the first breath of air from a raised window, the first shaft of light down a 
darkened tunnel. 
 
And she was there, sure and strong and as clean in spirit as an innocent child. Sometimes 
she even glowed. Her life-force he often believed, was greater than his own, for she did 
not have the physical gifts that Nature had bestowed upon him to protect himself. Instead, 
she had to rely upon her own wits and stamina and the power of her convictions to 
survive the dangerous and often cruel world in which she lived. 
 
He emotionally reached out to her, and Catherine answered in same. Presently he heard 
her walk into the bedroom, over to his side of the bed, and drape herself on top of the 
comforter, on top of him. 
 
“I know you’re awake. I felt it. Are you going to get up now? Because you promised you 
would show me how to make waffles between two pieces of tinfoil, the way you do when 
we go camping.” 
 
Vincent smiled and looked up at her. Even with no makeup, she was more beautiful to 
him than any painting or artwork he had ever seen. 



 

 

 
“Blueberry? Or plain?” 
 
“Have you ever had banana waffles?” she asked. 
 
“Banana?” 
 
“Hey, buddy, you haven’t lived until you’ve eaten my world famous banana waffles. I’ll 
whip up the batter if you’ll do the honors.” 
 
Curious as to how banana waffles would taste – “Oh! And with maple syrup and butter, 
too!” – he rolled out from beneath the covers, belted on the bathrobe she kept for him for 
when he was Above, and followed her into the tiny kitchen to begin another experiment 
in eating. 
 
8       Come with me from Lebanon, my spouse, with me from Lebanon: Look from the 
top of A-má-na from the top of Shénir and Hermon, from the lions’ dens, from the 
mountains of the leopards. 
 
Like the night of their first anniversary, Catherine had gathered every candle she could 
find and decked the entire balcony with their dancing lights. They gave an almost 
ethereal quality to the night – points of light which beckoned to the darkness, yet pushed 
it back into the furthest corners far away from the couple seated within its protective 
fires. 
 
After an intimate candlelit dinner had graced the table, a feast prepared by a superb 
restaurant and catered in, Vincent raised his glass of water in preparation for giving a 
toast. Catherine saluted him in return with her glass of wine. 
 
“To Fate,” he whispered. 
 
She smiled over the flickering lake of light. The tapers glittered, their illuminations 
broken into a million reflections in the crystal and softened by the white lace of the 
tablecloth and Catherine’s gown. 
 
“And Destiny,” she added. 
 
Each took a sip before sampling their individual Baked Alaskas, and Catherine chewed 
on her lower lip before speaking again. “Vincent?” 
 
“Yes?” He paused, the fork halfway to his mouth. She had something on her mind, and 
he knew to be patient until she finally decided to talk about it. 
 



 

 

“As much as I love to eat out here, out in the open, I’ve been meaning to ask you ... if it 
didn’t bother you to be so ...” 
 
“Unprotected?” He had read her inflection immediately and responded with a slow shake 
of honey-dark hair. “Once before ... but no more. Many things have happened, Catherine, 
to worry what Fate, or Destiny, will bring. Whether there are more sick minds watching 
us, even now as we dine, cannot affect us, cannot even become a part of our lives unless 
it actually happens. We must live and love every hour of every day.” 
 
“But, still, can’t we plan for the future? Our future?” 
 
“Yes. But we should never dwell on the dark side, on that side wherein lies hurt and 
anger. If it should occur, then we will face it and deal with it accordingly. In the 
meantime, let us rejoice for the time we have, for the life we share ... for the love we have 
yet to experience.” 
 
“With you as my master? My protector and guardian? As well as my best friend, my 
lover, and my husband?” Now her tone had taken on a teasing quality. 
 
A tiny grin curled one corner of his mouth. “I would prefer that your list begin with the 
last item and proceed in reverse order.” 
 
“And how do you truly see yourself, Vincent? When you’re up here with me, like a king 
in his lofty tower ...” 
 
“I’m not a king, Catherine. As I said once before, I see myself more as Lancelot, 
protecting the land and the lady he loves.” He took another bite, then impulsively reached 
out to take one of her hands and hold it across the table. “No ... I take that back. Not 
exactly Lancelot, for he and Guinevere betrayed their lord and liege, King Arthur. No ... 
just ... see me as I am ... a man, or almost a man ...” 
 
“A Man,” she firmly stated. “My beloved.” 
 
Vincent sighed long and slow. “A man ...” he hesitated, then finally added with a loving, 
but teasing, look, “and your king.” 
 
 
 
 
 
9        Thou hast ravished my Heart, my sister, my spouse; thou hast lavished my heart 
with one of thine eyes, with one chain of thy neck. 
 



 

 

 
The crystal lay on her vanity where she had placed it the night before. Most of the time, 
Catherine wore the necklace discreetly tucked inside her blouse or shirt, afraid that if she 
wore it out, its beauty would draw too many admirers and questions (much like the time 
she had worn Mouse’s gift of gold jewelry). 
 
But whenever she was afraid to have it on, she left it curled within its rope of gold on her 
vanity where she could always find it when she needed it, safe from accidental crushing. 
 
Today, another treasured item lay beside it ... a leather pouch slightly water-stained, the 
hide shiny on its underside from wear, containing an ivory rose just beginning to tint to 
pale yellow from the years. The thong holding the pouch was fraying around the knot; 
Catherine had noticed it and had made mention to Vincent to have Mary or Sarah replace 
the leather binding with a newer one before it snapped from around his neck. 
 
Vincent once told her that he had made it a point to only wear her rose whenever he knew 
they were going to be together. With all his duties and numerous jobs he had to do 
Below, many of which included strenuous physical work, he was afraid the pouch might 
get caught between a literal rock and a hard place and either be crushed or torn away and 
lost. Otherwise, when he was in his chamber, he kept the rose lying atop the small shelf 
running alongside his bed under the stained glass window. 
 
To Catherine and Vincent, the crystal and the rose were not only pieces of each other’s 
worlds ... they were pieces of each other’s hearts. 
 
 
 
 
 
10        How fair is thy love, my sister, my spouse! how much better is thy love than 
wine! and the smell of thine ointments than all spices! 
 
 
Vincent stopped at the tunnel junction and closed his eyes. He breathed deeply, inhaling 
... and slowly let it out. Someone had just walked through that area and she had been 
wearing the same fragrance Catherine preferred. It mattered not who that person was, 
only that the lingering scent left floating in her wake brought a wealth of memories 
tumbling end-over and into his mind like playful puppies. 
 
Originally, Catherine had liberally sprayed herself with cologne, dousing herself in the 
fashion of most women Above, but to Vincent’s sensitive nose the overpowering odor 
was more offensive than any stench yielded from an unsavory alley. 
 



 

 

It had not taken Catherine long to realize her mistake and abstain from any more 
excessive use. It was later he told her that, aside from the expensive perfumes, he really 
liked it when she wore none at all — although she reminded him of a field of flowers or 
of some exotic princess from a foreign land when she did wear them, it was her natural 
essence, her own female scent, which was abundantly more enticing and exciting to him.  
 
She did not quite believe him until she grew to know him better and became more aware 
of his incredible sense of smell, as well as all his other heightened senses. 
 
Catherine still enjoyed her perfumed soaps, and Vincent found her to be a veritable 
garden of scents: her soap, her shampoo, her deodorant, the detergent with which she 
washed her clothes ... even the makeup, lipstick and fingernail polish she wore. 
 
However, Vincent found his favorite scent, and one of his most enduring memories, was 
the morning he had awakened following the night they had finally become lovers. 
Catherine had been tucked into him, the sheets pulled up to form a cocoon of warmth 
around them, and the scent of the two of them had mingled into one indescribable smell 
of love, of joy, of oneness. 
 
Standing at the junction in the tunnels, Vincent smiled once more, cast an eye above him, 
as though he could almost see through the layers of dirt and rock to where his love was 
awaiting him, then turned and vanished back into the dark aperture without disturbing 
even the dust on the ground. 
 
 
 
 
 
11        Thy lips, O my spouse, drop as the honeycomb: honey and milk are under thy 
tongue; and the smell of thy garments is like the smell of Lebanon. 
 
 
He heard the sound of the shower running when he stepped into the apartment. Treading 
silently over the carpet to the bathroom, Vincent gently eased open the door and saw a 
rolling wall of steam shroud the glass door of the shower, giving him only the sight of a 
misty outline moving inside. 
 
So as not to frighten her, he sent his feelings of happiness and slight arousal slipping 
through their bond, and the shadow in the shower paused. 
 
“Vincent?” 
 
“I’m here.” 



 

 

 
A circle widened on the glass and a nose pressed against it. Still unable to get a good 
view, Catherine snapped the door open and stuck her head out, water dripping onto the 
tiles. 
 
“Oh, hi! I didn’t expect you so soon,” she smiled broadly. 
 
“We struck solid granite during our excavation. It will take Foster and his crew perhaps a 
day to break through it. I decided to wait up here ... Father knows where I can be 
reached.” He tilted his head. “Are you almost finished?” 
 
“Just got in. Care to join me?” 
 
She was answered when he parked himself on the edge of the bed and began unlacing his 
boots. Ducking back beneath the warm spray, she began to lather her head with shampoo 
when she heard the click of the door opening and a powerful presence slipped in beside 
her. 
 
“Do you really think this shower is big enough for the both of us?” she giggled. Her eyes 
still shut against the soap in her hair, Catherine felt herself being pulled into a warm, 
furry embrace, muscles of iron clearly evident beneath the skin. Water sluiced over both 
of them, cascading like little waterfalls over their heads and faces as Vincent soundly 
kissed her. 
 
The feel of her skin against his, slick and wet, the taste of her lips sweet with the water ... 
 
“I will never be able to get enough of you,” he murmured in her ear above the soft roar of 
the shower. “Before I even touch you, I need you, must have you. Catherine ...” 
 
He pressed her closer, feeling her move in response. Drenched, hair plastered to their 
skulls as foam curled down their thighs and legs to slip into the drain, the couple let the 
hammering of their hearts echo with the sounds of splashing ... and silently hoped the hot 
water would last. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
12         A garden inclosed is my sister, my spouse; a spring shut up, a fountain sealed. 
 



 

 

 
(excerpt from a letter written to Catherine by Vincent:) 
 
... Even when I am exhausted beyond reasoning, beyond intelligent 
thought or language, the moment you enter my embrace, you 
purge every ounce of weariness from me. When my muscles cry out 
because of the demands I have placed upon myself, the touch of 
your hands and a kiss from your lips soothes like no balm ever 
created.  
 
I think of you as an ever flowing fountain, a fountain of the purest 
water, water of hope and happiness, courage and conviction, love 
and tenderness - mine and mine alone to quench my thirst 
whenever I am in need of you, to cool my fever brow whenever I 
am in want of you. 
 
And, again, as I have countless, endless times in the past, and as I 
will in days and weeks to come, I ponder what higher power, what 
universal force which created me decided to also breathe life into 
one such as you and bring the two of us together, to love and be 
loved in return ... 
 
 
 
 
 
13        Thy plants are an orchard of pomegranates, with pleasant fruits; camphire, 
with spikenard. 
 
 
“Do you ever think about dying?” 
 
Vincent cocked his head to peer down into Catherine’s serious hazel eyes. Lying together 
on the chaise lounge on the balcony, listening to the faint chirp of crickets and the 
muffled city sounds, her question was sudden and completely unexpected. 
 
“I have ...” he slowly admitted. 
 



 

 

Catherine, realizing he needed clarification, re-phrased her inquiry. “What I meant was, 
do you ever wonder how long we have left to live? If we’ll have years to spend in each 
other’s arms, or if something will happen to one, or both, of us and cut our lives short.” 
 
“Either is possible, Catherine.” 
 
“Have you ever wondered ... if we could go on living ... without the other?” 
 
A definite twist in her gut was shooting sparks along their bond, but Vincent did not need 
to rely on his empathic gift to know something was bothering her. 
 
“What is it, my love? Are you feeling your mortality? Has something happened today 
that you need to talk about?”  
 
She was silent for several minutes before continuing.”Joe called me today. He’s working 
on a case of a doctor who’s infected with a deadly, contagious disease and is giving that 
disease to unsuspecting patients. He just wanted to brief me on the case as I’ll be taking it 
over when I go back to work next week. That got me to thinking about the plague that 
infected the tunnels a while back.” 
 
“Ahh.” 
 
“I worried so much that you might get it. And later, I wondered if you might not die from 
a gunshot or some other catastrophe that I had led you into.” 
 
“Catherine ...” 
 
“No, wait, let me finish. It’s true, and you can’t deny the fact that you’ve faced numerous 
life-threatening instances because of me. And so the thought of losing you, of you being 
killed because of something I did, something I led you into ...” 
 
He knew of her tears before he saw them glittering in her eyes. Holding her tighter, he 
nuzzled the side of her face for comfort. “Neither of us can predict what will happen, 
when it will happen. I live in a world where danger is constant ... a collapsed wall or 
ceiling, mudslides, vast, bottomless pits that edge narrow trails ... the chances of my 
being killed from protecting you are no greater than numerous other causes. You cannot 
dwell on the possibility, my love, my greatest love. Only, let us enjoy every minute we 
have to share, and leave the future for prophets and fortune tellers.” 
 
She calmed as his words soothed her. “You remind me of something a professor in 
college once said in one of his lectures ... every day we live, we plant a seed. How we 
live our lives determines if that seed sprouts or remains dormant. And what we cultivate 



 

 

and accomplish because of how we’ve lived our lives will mean the difference between 
our having planted a blade of grass, a blooming flower, or a tree.” 
 
“A very wise man,” Vincent observed. 
 
Catherine nodded in agreement. “I wish ... I hope that in our lifetimes we’ve planted and 
brought forth a tree ... a fruit tree.” 
 
“A blade of grass provides oxygen, and greens the earth ...” began Vincent, clarifying her 
allusions.  
 
“... A flower does that, but also gives the earth beautiful colors and smells. Yet a tree 
gives more than the other two. It also gives shade and a home for other living creatures ... 
I think a fruit tree is the highest one can achieve, because it allows others to live and 
survive on the food it provides.” 
 
Chuckling, Vincent ran a hand through her hair, pulling it away from where the wind had 
thrown it across her nose and lips, and asked, “Very well. So, what kind of fruit would 
you wish to bear in your lifetime?” 
 
“A pomegranate.” 
 
That surprised him.  “Not an apple? Or an orange? Or something exotic like a papaya? Or 
kiwi?” 
 
“I read somewhere that a single pomegranate fruit contains more than a hundred seeds, 
seeds which can either be eaten or planted to make more trees. If I can, in my lifetime, 
touch and make a difference to the number of people in just one of those fruits ... 
imagine, Vincent, just try and imagine ...” 
 
“Mmm.” He rested his chin atop her head, feeling her sigh deeply. ”Personally, I’d like to 
be a coconut.” 
 
“Oh! Vincent!” She began to laugh, reaching to pull one of his hands up to where she 
could kiss it. “A coconut?” 
 
“Swaying in soft tropical twilights with the sea at my feet on some remote, forgotten 
island ...” 
 
Catherine nestled closer to her love; and together they watched the moon come out, and 
thought of far-away beaches bathed in the same muted glow as they. 
 
 



 

 

 
15        A fountain of gardens, a well of living waters, and streams from Lebanon. 
 
 
Vincent was brushing his teeth when Catherine came into the bathroom. He watched as 
she opened a drawer next to him, pulled out a small plastic packet, removed a pill from 
the packet, replaced the packet in the drawer, shut the drawer, and left the bathroom – all 
without looking at him or saying a word. 
 
He rinsed his mouth and was still wiping his face with the hand towel when he walked 
into the bedroom. Standing in the doorway, he watched her enter the room, cross to her 
side of the bed, and slide under the covers. 
 
“My love ...” 
 
“Goodnight, Vincent. Please don’t forget to pull the doors to if you’re planning on 
staying up to read.” 
 
Well, he had planned on spending an hour or two reading before retiring for the night. It 
was a very interesting biography about a very powerful man, and Vincent was enthralled 
by the intricacies and manipulations which went on in the world in which Catherine 
lived. But her simple act of removing her pill from the drawer and going to take it in 
privacy had brought back all the countless arguments and disagreements they had 
suffered, and Vincent could still feel the tiny hurt which sat in her heart like a grain of 
sand, irritating and keeping the wound raw and bleeding. 
 
But we love each other, Vincent. I love you more than life itself. Is our love such that it 
has to end? That once we are gone, there is nothing left to show for how much we loved? 
 
Catherine ... I cannot ... I dare not begin to even wish ... We have gone over this time and 
time before ... 
 
You said the same thing about our becoming husband and wife, about becoming lovers. 
Vincent ... I want your child. You can’t say the child would not be loved ... 
 
No! I ... please ... 
 
Just think of all the possibilities if our child turned out to be like me. I would bring him or 
her Above, let him enjoy all the richness my world has to offer that you always wished 
you could share, give him a chance to make a difference in both worlds. 
 
Yet, if he ... or she ... were to be cursed to look like me ... 
 



 

 

Then Father’s legacy will live on. Your world will continue to flourish after we have 
passed away. There will be security in the knowledge that your child, our child, whether 
he looks like you or like me, will be loved beyond any doubt, and he will carry on the 
torch we have spent our lives keeping aloft ... that hope and that promise of a better home 
... a safer home. 
 
My love ... until I am sure, until all my doubts have been resolved, I must ask ... beg of 
you ... please do what you must to prevent a pregnancy. You are trying to erase an entire 
lifetime of self-doubt and fear and denial. It will take time for me to accept the idea of a 
child. That’s not saying I do not want children ... oh, Catherine ... the idea of a baby, the 
flesh of our flesh, in my arms ... but it is too soon, too sudden. Please, just give me some 
time ... 
 
Alright. I will. But when you’re ready, you’ll let me know? 
 
I will, Catherine. My heart will be the first to let you know. 
 
 
 
 
 
16        Awake, O north wind; and come, thou south; blow upon my garden, that the 
spices thereof may flow out. Let my beloved come into his garden, and eat his pleasant 
fruits. 
 
 
There was only a light from the bathroom and one from a lamp in the living room shining 
across the carpet and falling across the comforter on the bed. 
 
Tossing the hand towel back onto the counter, Vincent switched off the light and went to 
stand by the bed. He gazed down at the silent form turned away from him, and the sting 
of tears warmed his face. 
 
How could he tell her, where would he begin, to let her know of his decision? He had said 
his heart would be the first to tell her ... he would let his heart be his guide. 
 
Kneeling beside the bed, he placed a hand on a covered shoulder, and closing his eyes, he 
tried to call to her, break through the wall she had built and reach her innermost desires. 
 
She shifted, rolled over, and faced him. “What is it? What are you trying to tell me?” She 
sat up on the edge of the bed, and Vincent cupped her face between slightly trembling 
hands. 
  



 

 

“Something happened today ... something that has made a difference in my life, and 
therefore yours. Something that has changed my mind.” He felt her brief spark of hope 
ignite, and watched it light in her eyes. 
 
“I never dreamed that the lives of Mariah and Timothy would parallel ours so closely.” 
 
“The Helpers?” 
 
Vincent’s gaze never wavered from hers. “They kept putting off having children, saying 
it 
wasn’t time, they needed to wait, there were many years left in which to have children ...” 
 
“What’s happened? They’re still young; Mariah’s only thirty.” 
 
“Father felt there was something wrong during her last physical and requested she get a 
second opinion from a physician Up Top. That doctor has confirmed Father’s fears. 
Mariah has ovarian cancer. She will never be able to have children now.” 
 
“Oh, Vincent ... I’m so sorry ... how she must be devastated, what Timothy must be 
feeling ...” Catherine shared the pain for the woman she knew, shared in the way only 
other women can for the loss of the gift of creation. Vincent continued. “It made me 
realize how selfish I have been in denying us, denying you, the gift of bearing our child. 
For it is a gift, Catherine, something rare and wonderful. And if we ignore that gift, that 
possibility of creating another human being, we may lose it, never to regain it, and that is 
a burden and a debt I cannot ... one I refuse to bear or owe you.”  
 
He lowered his hands, wrapping his arms about her waist, and laid his head in her lap, 
pressing against her belly. “You asked me last night if I ever thought of dying ...” 
 
Catherine ran her hands through his hair, stroking. “You said you wanted to be a 
coconut,” she reminded him with a tint of amusement. 
 
“I would rather be a father.” 
 
The air grew still. His head was warm where it lay upon her. Silently Vincent stood and 
strode purposefully back into the bathroom, returning a moment later with her packet in 
his hands. There were only a half dozen of the pills left; these he removed from the 
container until they lay in the palm of his hand. Stepping to the open French doors, 
Vincent flung the medication as hard as he could out over the balcony; then he dusted his 
hand on the leg of his pants. 
 
“Better?” she whispered, watching him. 
 



 

 

He let out a loud sigh. “Yes. Much better.” 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
Chapter Five 
 
1        I am come into my garden, my sister, my spouse: I have gathered my myrrh with 
my spice; I have eaten my honeycomb with my honey; I have drunk my wine with my 
milk: eat, O friends; drink, yea, drink abundantly, O beloved. 
 
 
The moon was the color of candy. Big and heavy and orange, it hung so low in the sky 
that it almost seemed to sink into the tops of the trees. 
 
Vincent and Catherine enjoyed the deep part of the night when they could walk together, 
hooded and cloaked, hidden from the eyes of strangers. Fortunately, the night was not 
warm enough to be uncomfortable, and a breeze gently lifted the leaves from the grass 
and pushed against the new flowers to watch them sway. 
 
“I spy with my little eye ... something that begins with the letter P.” 
 
Stopping, Vincent stared at her with amusement. “I haven’t played that game since I was 
a child,” he told her. 
 
A grin crossed her face. ”Neither have I, but I thought it might be fun, just the two of us, 
pitting our wits, you might say. 
 
“Very well.” He resumed their walk, pondering, then announced, “Park. You see the 
park.” 
 
“Okay,” she laughed. ”Your turn.” 
 
Looking around – still very much aware of their surroundings and of any possible danger 
– Vincent said, ”I spy with my little eye ... something that begins with the letter T.” 
 
“Oh, don’t be so easy. T must stand for trees, right?”  
 
He nodded, and there was a moment of silence while she thought of another one.  



 

 

 
“Alright, I’ve got one. Bet you can’t figure it out, either,” she dared. “I spy with my little 
eye something that begins with the letter B.” 
 
“Bench. Park bench,” he responded immediately. Catherine gasped. 
 
“How’d you know?” 
 
“You glanced at it just before you gave me your clue. My turn, now. I spy with my little 
eye something that begins with the letter B.” 
 
“B? Well, it can’t be the bench. I’ve already used that one. Hmm ... B ... B ...” 
 
“Give up?” 
 
“Just give me a chance. B, right? You sure?” 
 
Vincent gave her a reproachful look. “Catherine ...” 
 
“Just checking! Okay, I give up. You tell me.” 
 
“B for blossom.” 
 
“Blossom? For goodness sake, Vincent, why couldn’t you just say flower?”  
 
“Why not seat for bench? Trail for path or walkway? Birch or maple or oak for tree ...?” . 
 
“Uncle!” she cried, throwing up her hands in surrender. “Uncle! Mercy, but you’re a 
zealous player! No wonder Father has such a tough time against you!” 
 
Vincent smiled, a teasing twinkle in his eye. “Just remember that the next time you want 
to play a game,” he warned in fun. 
 
“Uh-huh.” The tone of her voice gave him scant notice before Catherine slapped him on 
the arm and yelled, Tag! You’re it!” and pounded off in the direction of the tunnel 
entrance. Caught completely unaware, he pivoted and raced after her, trying to catch her 
before she reached the gateway. 
 
But he lost. 
 
 
 
 



 

 

 
2        I sleep, but my heart waketh: it is the voice of my beloved that knocketh, saying, 
Open to me, my sister, my love, my dove, my undefiled: for my head is filled with dew, 
and my locks with the drops of night. 
 
 
How many nights have I sat upon your terrace and simply watched you move about in 
your apartment, unknowing of my presence outside? How many times has the moon sunk 
to the horizon before I roused myself to seek shelter Below? And how many hours have I 
wished to be inside ... with you? 
 
How many evenings have I remained still, as one with the shadows, as the first dew of 
new day coated me with moist kisses? How many bricks in your balcony have been 
warmed by my body as I leaned upon them, eager and intent upon watching you ... 
enjoying the mere sight of you as you go from one room to the other, back and forth, 
doing this or that or perhaps answering the telephone ... 
 
How many? 
 
God only knows, for I, myself, lost track of them many many nights ago ... 
 
 
 
 
3        I have put off my coat; 
 
 
It was still warm in her hands, (Like Joseph’s coat of many colors, she mused.), and tiny 
clumps of mud and dirt clung to the hem, falling to the carpet as the cloak brushed 
against the floor. 
 
She had never really paid attention to it, thinking of it only as the black cape he wore for 
warmth and protection, until the night the lunatic had lured her from her apartment, 
kidnapped her, and tried to kill her by drowning her in the trunk of a stolen car. That 
night, after Vincent had saved her and had wrapped her wet, shivering body in the cloak’s 
massive length, she had sat in the back of the EMS ambulance and studied it, rubbing the 
material between her fingers and stroking it. 
 
It really wasn’t all black; there were swatches of brown and grey in it, too. Some sections 
of its patchwork were leather, but mostly it was made of some heavyweight cloth like 
linen or cotton. Thongs of leather laced the shoulders and front panels, thongs she liked 
to play with and tie into knots whenever they were together, just like the children who 
climbed up to sit in his lap would. 



 

 

 
There were also small pockets inside, just large enough to safely hold a small pouch or 
note. 
 
Catherine held it up to her nose and sniffed. Yes, she could still smell the dampness and 
the scent of burned candles dinging to the fabric. She ran her hand over the soft texture of 
the garment, and smiled. 
 
A beautiful cloak ... so much a part of Vincent ... and now, so much a part of her. 
 
 
 
 
 
4        My beloved put his hand by the hole of the door.  
 
 
“Question,” Catherine said suddenly in the middle of the afternoon. Vincent looked up 
from where he was entering some figures for Father in a ledger and glanced at her 
sprawled across his bed. “That hole leading from my sub-basement to the tunnels ... how 
did it get there?” 
 
“We pushed it in,” he answered matter-of-factly. 
 
“Obviously, but who did? You?” 
 
“Yes,” he nodded. “Me. And Kanin.” 
 
“When? Why? I mean, after you found me and nursed me back to health, you led me 
straight back to my apartment and that doorway was already there.” 
 
“Remember Mary asking you where you lived? After I located the building, and the 
children went Above to verify it as your residence, Kanin used his hammer and chisel to 
weaken the mortar around the frame leading to the basement before I knocked it in. I 
knew it was only a matter of time before I would have to take you back. I suppose ...” He 
paused for a second. “Perhaps the hole was a bit much. I could have just as easily led you 
to the park entrance or to another entrance out. But a part of me ... part of my heart ... 
wished ... and dreamed ... and hoped to be using that entrance again to see you.” 
 
Rolling over onto her stomach, she propped her chin on a bolster. ”Frankly, I’m in awe of 
the strength it took to break through those bricks. It wasn’t like the time you tore through 
them to rescue me at the brownstone in the Village. Have you any idea how strong you 
really are?” 



 

 

 
“The question is hypothetical. There is no true way to measure my strength without 
revealing myself.” 
 
“You’re right, I know. But, still, it gives me a warm feeling all over to know there is little 
that can harm you, and few who can best you.” 
 
Vincent mused over her statement. “I am not superhuman, like a fantasy figure in 
children’s comic books. I bleed, I hurt, I can pull a muscle, and bullets and knives can 
penetrate my skin ...” 
 
Catherine sighed, interrupting. “Modesty is perhaps your truest virtue, my love. Here I try 
to compliment you on your abilities and you have to keep reminding me of your 
shortcomings. What am I to do with you?” 
 
A warm smile sprinkled with suggestiveness. “Do you wish a truthful answer?” 
 
“I would wish a kiss first before your answer,” she replied. 
 
“That kiss, my Catherine, is my answer,” Vincent informed her, and proved it. 
 
 
 
 
5        I rose up to open to my beloved; and my hands dropped with myrrh and my 
fingers with sweet smelling myrrh upon the handles of the lock 
 
 
Every time I look up to see your face, your figure ... in the room, in the door, bathed in 
moonlight or shining from the glow of a lamp ... I am always struck anew by the fact that 
I have been blessed. I have been blessed by a deity to not only know you, but to have you 
as well, and to be able to share in your life, your sorrows and your joys, but most 
importantly, in your love. 
 
What have I done to deserve you? What has occurred in my life that I have been 
rewarded with knowing .. .and having ... you? 
 
And will I always be able to keep you? Will there come a time when I will lose you, either 
by fate or happenstance, or by some error, some costly mistake that I have by fatal 
chance made? 
 



 

 

What can I do to keep you? What can I say so that I can spend the rest of my life waking 
up beside you? To see your face not just in my dreams, but in sight of my hungry eyes as 
well? 
 
Tell me ... please, tell me. 
 
“Tell me that you love me, Catherine.” 
 
 I will, my beloved. Forever. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
10        My beloved is white and ruddy, the chiefest among ten thousand 
 
 
“In an earlier time, you would be a king, a most noble and wise scholar.” 
 
“In an earlier time, I would not have had the likes of Shakespeare or Burns to guide me,” 
Vincent countered. His soft voice was punctuated by the steady roar of the Falls as the 
two of them sat on one of the small wooden benches near an alternate entrance. 
 
“You would be feared,” Catherine continued, gazing upon him with eyes lost in time. 
“People would look at you and know instantly of your power.” 
 
“But I would hope that their fear was not rooted in tyranny.” 
 
“Oh, no.” She shook her head. “The fear would come from those who were evil and who 
wished to dethrone you. No ... you seem to radiate a sort of ... a kind of aura ...” She 
struggled for words. Understanding what she meant, Vincent rescued her. 
 
“You mean that my strengths are evident for all to see. That I do not need to bring down 
walls or conquer peoples to prove my power?” 
 
“Not just your strength, Vincent, but your beauty as well.” 
 
“My beauty?” 
 



 

 

 
 
 
 
11        His head is as the most fine gold, his locks are bushy, 
 
 
“You are beautiful, Vincent, not just to me, but to everyone who has ever met you, or 
seen you. And for so long I wondered why there weren’t more of the Tunnel women at 
your feet.” 
 
Vincent appeared a bit embarrassed. Other than Lisa, and later Lena, there seemed to 
have been no other woman who had loved him as more than a friend. 
 
She watched him as he gazed upon the prisms of light created by the falling waters, as 
transparent rainbows floated above the surging flow. A suffused light, daylight seeping in 
by way of some undiscovered route Above, crowned his head, and she smiled with 
happiness. 
 
 
 
 
 
12        His eyes are as the eyes of doves by the rivers of waters, washed with milk, and 
fitly set. 
 
 
How could she tell him of the countless times she had found herself hypnotically gazing 
at some blue object, transported by a particular shade to a place, a person hundreds of 
yards, perhaps miles away? Could she make him understand her wanderings into jewelry 
stores, consciously believing she wanted to window shop for earrings or bracelets, only to 
find out that unconsciously she was secretly wishing to find a sapphire or other precious 
stone that exact same hue as his eyes? 
 
She had always loved playing in the snow as a child, but just last winter she discovered a 
new reason to appreciate the frozen droplets. In the freshly fallen crystals to the sun, she 
could see an azure gleam ”fleeted within their depths, a solid and undisturbed dark ice 
blue 
 
And there were untold visits to art galleries to discover which artists preferred their oils 
in the rich cerulean tones. Picasso’s blue period was fast a favorite of hers, for in those 
pieces she found the open oceans, the cloudless sky, the birds with their iridescent 
plumage ... 



 

 

 
... and Vincent’s eyes. 
 
 
 
 
 
13        His cheeks are as a bed of spices, as sweet flowers: his lips like lilies, dropping 
sweet smelling myrrh. 
 
 
Vincent watched as her eyes misted, her thoughts drifted away from present time. A 
gentle vibration through their bond told him she was lost in a dreamworld of pleasant 
memories and he hesitated to draw her back, but she looked so beautiful to him at that 
moment. 
 
The two weeks were more than half over and the countless days and nights of love, of 
playfulness, and of slow moving relaxation had performed their miracles. Catherine had 
lost that haunted tightness in her posture and around her eyes she had fleshed out some, 
and a baby pink blush shaded her face Impulsively, Vincent leaned over and nuzzled her 
jaw, and Catherine reached out to caress the velvet nap covering his chin. 
 
“A penny for your thoughts,” he rumbled. 
 
Her half laugh was more of a sigh. “As if you had a penny to spend,” she teased. “But I 
was thinking of you ... as if you didn’t know.” 
 
Another sigh, this time of contentment. “Mmm, that feels so good You’re almost better 
than a large stuffed animal. A lot more cuddly, anyway.” 
 
“Almost better?” This time, he was the one to tease. How can you compare me to 
something made of imitation fur and stuffed with cotton? 
 
“Easy my love. You don’t have to feed a stuffed animal, they never complain about my 
stealing the covers or emptying the water jar in the refrigerator and not refilling it, they 
...” 
 
“But can they do this?” he interrupted, blocking her next sentence sealing her lips with 
his. A little sound came from the back of her throat, and when he moved back, he saw 
that Catherine’s eyes were still closed. He pressed on. 
 



 

 

“Or this?” He traced around her cheek to her jaw, massaging the silken skin with his 
mouth, tickling with his tongue. Her breathing quickened, and she grew warmer to his 
touch. 
 
“Or this?” Vincent found the pulse in her neck and began to nip at the sensitive area, 
using the fine hairs about his muzzle to stroke the hollow above her breastbone. Her 
sweat was moist and sweet where it lay in a soft sheen. 
 
“Oh, God ...” 
 
 
 
 
 
14        His hands are as gold rings set with beryl: his belly is as bright ivory overlaid 
with sapphires. 
 
 
He reached up to hold her steady. The back of the bench halted her retreat, so Catherine 
tried to scoot sideways to the end of the seat. 
 
Vincent’s breath above the collar of her blouse was a humid mist, both hot and chilling, 
the pressure of his mouth and nose coating her with goose-pimples. 
 
She wanted him to stop. 
 
She wished he would never stop. 
 
And his hands grasped her waist with a mind all their own. 
 
Releasing his wrists, Catherine dug her fingers into his vest and burrowed them up under 
the edges, past the closures of his shirt, until they found the soft mat of hair that ran from 
his chest, down to his belly. The muscles below the skin were hard, taut, flat. She felt him 
shiver when she drew her nails oh-so lightly across the surface. 
 
“Not here ... please ... not here ...” 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 

 

15        His legs are as pillars of marble, set upon sockets of fine gold: his countenance 
is as Lebanon, excellent as the cedars. 
 
She never opened her eyes, aware only of the sensation of being lifted and carried in his 
arms, pressed rightly to his chest. The air grew cool and sounds muted; the pounding 
waters of the Falls gave way to the pounding of the blood in her ears. 
 
Long strides echoed down the hard packed earthen tunnel and when Vincent finally came 
to a stop, he was breathing heavily from the rush, the exertion...and the passion. It 
mattered not where they were, where he had taken them - her world was centered on that 
bright beacon of light which shined through the air between them, pulling them, drawing 
them inexplicably together, to melt them into the one body and one soul for which they 
had been destined to become. 
 
Through half-closed eyes, Catherine watched Vincent as he removed his clothing, folding 
his vest and jeans and using them to pillow her body up against the cold, hard floor. A 
pale, phosphorescent glow bathed them both, and the fur on his legs and thighs glittered 
with a multitude of green and gold lars. 
 
Unwilling to wait, Catherine reached for the button fly on her pants, when Vincent 
reached down to stay her hands. 
 
“No ... let me ...,” he whispered. 
 
An order. 
 
A plea. 
 
A promise. 
 
 
 
 
 
16        His mouth is most sweet: yea, he is altogether lovely. This is my beloved, and 
this is my friend, O daughters of Jerusalem 
 
 
There is an ultimate lassitude that pervades the body the first few moments after 
lovemaking. It is a sense of well-being, of completeness, of total happiness which 
envelopes the soul and coats every nerve and muscle like a warm bath. It allows for the 
deepest of sleeps, or the sharing of the most intimate secrets. 
 



 

 

It is also the time when love is firmly and forever cemented from the melding and fusing 
of two halves into one eternal whole. 
 
Feeling their combined sweat cooling on her skin, Catherine half-rolled onto her side to 
face her lover, her husband, and her best friend. 
 
“Promise me one thing,” she breathed. Her words stirred the bangs now plastered to his 
forehead. 
 
Vincent stirred. “Anything.” 
 
“Promise me it will always be like this. This good. This happy. This wonderful.” 
 
His face lifted from where it had been nuzzled against her breast. His lids were drooping, 
his eyes glazed with impending drowsiness, but his answer was clear. ”If it is within my 
power, if in any way I can control destiny, I promise.” 
 
Her deep sigh ended with a slight smile. “Good.” 
 
And she, too, drifted off to sleep. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
Chapter Six 
 
2        My beloved is gone down into his garden, to the beds of spices, to feed in the 
gardens, and to gather lilies. 
 
 
Walking onto the terrace, Catherine placed the vase of lilies on the wrought iron table and 
adjusted the stems until she was satisfied with the arrangement. 
 
The sun played peekaboo behind gathering clouds, and she hoped the impeding 
thundershowers would hold off until Vincent was able to come Above. 
 
Back inside, she picked up her mail and shuffled through it, until an envelope addressed 
to her old apartment caught her attention. It was a letter from an old college friend she 



 

 

had only seen once since graduation, and at that time she was living on the other side of 
the building.  
 
The other side... 
 
Before her attack, before that April night which changed her life forever, she had lived on 
the opposite side of the building. But then, when Vincent reentered her life after her 
surgery, that apartment was no longer satisfactory. 
 
For one, it had a balcony which terraced above others, and where one could lean over its 
simple, open, iron barred enclosure and gaze down or over to one’s neighbors. It afforded 
no privacy, and hence no safety. 
 
Fortunately, the couple who had owned this apartment had taken a liking to Catherine, so 
that when they had decided to retire and move to Arizona, they had given Catherine first 
chance to buy it. 
 
Perhaps she did offer too much, but her memory of the fine brick balcony with its high, 
protective walls, and the fact that the rooms were situated in the corner of the building 
with their unobstructed view of Central Park..well, she knew she had to have that 
apartment, even if it possibly meant having to go to Daddy for a loan, which - thank 
goodness - she had not been forced to do. 
 
Catherine glanced at her watch, then tossed the unopened mail back on the dining table. It 
was early in the afternoon; she had plenty of time to read her correspondence later. But 
while it was still light, and it would be hours before Vincent could join her, she wanted to 
take a quick trip to the park’s zoo. She had heard of a new acquisition there and wanted 
to see if it was true ... 
 
... an albino lion cub with eyes the color of indigo. 
 
 
 
 
 
3        I am my beloved’s, and my beloved is mine: 
 
 
Catherine stared at the ring on her left hand, the gold filigreed band which meant more 
than marriage, yet held more than sentimental value. 
 



 

 

For the ring was her mother’s: the same ring placed upon her mother’s finger by her 
father on their wedding day, and the same ring removed from her mother’s finger by her 
father on the day she was buried. 
 
Later, Charles had explained to his daughter that it had been one of her mother’s last 
wishes that the ring be given to Catherine when she was older; and so the simple band 
had been placed in a safe deposit box, to remain for years, forgotten and undisturbed. 
 
Until the day Catherine, while going through several reams of paper she had discovered 
in a box from her late father’s estate, had found a bank draft for the yearly rental of 
several safe deposit boxes. The payments had been covered by the escrow, but curiosity 
made her go to the bank to see what was being kept locked away. 
 
It was in those three boxes that she found the bulk of those items her father had deemed 
irreplaceable: the most valuable coins from his collection, numerous tax-free bonds, life 
insurance policies, copies of birth certificates ... and the velvet cases containing all of her 
mother’s expensive jewelry, including the wedding ring. 
 
Holding the simple band in her hand, Catherine had smiled through a slowly rising veil of 
tears and pocketed the ring in her overcoat. 
 
Months later, when Vincent was agonizing over acquiring a wedding ring for Catherine, 
Peter Alcott had heard of his dilemma from Father, recalled a conversation he and 
Catherine had had over lunch one day, and passed the word to Vincent about the late Mrs. 
Chandler’s gold band. It had then become a simple matter of ”hook and crook” — ”God, 
a whole story in itself!” Catherine muttered aloud - in which Vincent found the ring in his 
beloved’s apartment and absconded with it, later to present it to her during their simple 
ceremony. 
 
It had been the perfect answer. 
 
Wearing her mother’s ring, Catherine could appear Above as both married and 
unmarried, for there would have been far too many difficult questions to field had she let 
anyone know of her true matrimonial state. And, in truth, no one thought twice when she 
confessed the ring had been her mother’s, because they believed she wore it for 
sentimental reasons. 
 
Catherine smiled again, twisted the ring around her finger, and remembered the last thing 
Vincent had said before he had placed it on her hand..for he had quoted the short phrase 
which had been inscribed inside more than thirty years before... 
                                                                              
 

We are two hearts made one, forever. 



 

 

 
 
 
 
9        My dove, my undefiled is But one; she is the only one of her mother, she is the 
choice one of her that Bare her. 
 
 
“Have you ever wondered what it might have been like to have grown up among other 
siblings?” 
 
Vincent turned his head slightly to watch Catherine’s profile, but otherwise allowed her 
to 
continue. 
 
“Oh, sure, you had Devin, but I mean real brothers and sisters, from your real parents?” 
 
“I have often wondered who my real parents were ...” 
 
“Yes, I remember you talking about it.” 
 
“Yet you have never said anything about why your parents never had any more children,” 
countered Vincent. ”Perhaps her illness ...?”Catherine shrugged. ”Daddy never said. By 
the time I was old enough to think about it Momma was so sick. I guess I didn’t want to 
bother him ...” Her nostalgia was sweet, not sad, and Vincent smiled at her. 
“But you know,” she continued, ”or rather, you don’t know there aren’t any others like 
you, do you? How can we be so certain you don’t have a brother or sister somewhere.out 
there..perhaps living in fear?” 
 
“Perhaps long dead? Or, by the grace of providence, cared for and loved by others such 
as my tunnel family. Yes, I have often wondered ... and hoped ... but if wishes were 
bread, we could feed the homeless and starving ...” 
 
She rubbed her cheek against his arm, feeling the warmth and hard muscle beneath the 
fabric, and chuckled.”In any case, by the grace of providence, let us hope that your 
bloodline and mine don’t end with the two of us.” 
 
Vincent was silent for so long that she began to think he had brushed off her last remark, 
when he lowered his head and his hair cascaded around his features, and the deep voice 
gently resonated from within. 
 
“Hope? No. Pray ... yes.” 
 



 

 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
Chapter Seven 
 
 
5        Thine head upon thee is like Carmel, and the hair of thine head like purple; 
 
 
Vincent paused from tying his vest to watch Catherine as she brushed her hair in front of 
the bathroom mirror. And for the first time he realized how much her outward appearance 
had changed since being with him. 
 
He had never paid that much attention to it; to him she was always incredibly beautiful 
whether she wore makeup or none at all. But now he noticed that she no longer kept her 
hair short and styled. Instead, it was longer, past her shoulders, and it fell naturally about 
her face, sometimes in wild disarray. For now she wore her hair like his, free and 
unrestrained. 
 
And unconsciously she had adopted more and more the ways of tunnel life in her manner 
of dress. Once the name and fit of cloth had been all-important to her. Now she chose 
softer fashions, fuller in cut and more comfortable to wear. Once her tastes had run to 
wild patterns and loud, bright colors. Now, in the softer glows of candlelight, she’d found 
that the deeper earth tones and pastels gave her skin an almost ageless look; she felt more 
feminine. 
 
Above, as Catherine the Assistant District Attorney, she still strove to look the part. She 
was tough, she was smart, and she was damn good at what she did. She could defend 
herself better than most, she cared about her job, and she wasn’t afraid to let people know 
she’d fight for what she believed in. 
 
But in Vincent’s arms, it didn’t matter. He knew everything about her; therefore, she 
could relax and be exactly what she wanted to be, who she wanted to be, and hang those 
who would try and dictate their ideas of fashion impropriety on her. 
 
For he loved her for herself. And that was all that truly mattered. 
 
 
 



 

 

 
 
6        How fair and how pleasant art thou, O love, for delights! 
 
 
Trudging through the door with a basket full of clean, folded laundry, Catherine closed 
the door with a shove of her foot. Until recently she had had a service to do her washing, 
but after spending some quality time Below doing what others in her social bracket would 
call ”menial labor”, she had found that she actually liked the scrubbing and wiping. She 
found that working with her hands gave her mind a chance to sort out whatever problems 
she was currently tackling, and the comradeship of the other tunnel women was a 
welcome diversion. In addition to doing her own delicates and towels in the building’s 
laundry room, she’d found a secret, childhood thrill in burying her face in and wrapping 
her arms around a warm, fluffy, sweet-smelling load right out of the huge dryers. 
 
The apartment was dark, letting her know that Vincent hadn’t been Above yet. Catherine 
turned on the light before walking into the bedroom, hoping to have everything put away 
before he arrived, when she stopped just inside the folded doors. 
 
Something ... 
 
Her sixth sense wasn’t warning her, but it was letting her know that someone had been 
there, in her apartment, in her bedroom, scant moments before she had returned. 
 
“Vincent?” 
 
She felt no fear, no need to arm or protect herself, but the knowledge was uncanny. 
Surely, it had to have been Vincent .. .so then, why was he not here now? 
 
Flooding the room with more light, Catherine strode over to the French doors and opened 
them to peek outside. 
 
“Vincent?” 
 
Odd ...  
 
It was then a bit of refracted light caught the corner of her eye and Catherine turned to her 
makeup table over by the wall. It was a small table cluttered with brushes and cosmetics, 
but now a looking glass sat at the back. 
 
Puzzled, Catherine reached out to touch the ornate wooden frame, and reacted when her 
fingers felt the slight stickiness. 
 



 

 

The frame was newly-carved and stained and not yet completely dried. But the mirror 
appeared to be antique, and Catherine held the tip of a pair of tweezers against the glass 
to gauge the thickness, knowing that a modern mirror would show only a tiny fraction of 
width between the end of the tweezers and its reflection - old glass was noticeably 
thicker. 
 
“You are old,” she spoke aloud. ”And I bet you’re heavy, too.” It was then that she 
noticed the slip of paper wedged under the frame. Pulling it out, she read the brief note 
inside: 
 
                      Because thy visage is more than air and water to me. 
 
“What the ...” She hefted the mirror, and discovered that it had a swivel base. A slight 
push and the whole flipped end-over-end. What she expected was to see was a 
magnifying side in back... 
 
... instead, Vincent’s face shone from behind the beveled pane. 
 
Catherine nearly dropped the piece from surprise. It was obviously Elizabeth’s handiwork 
for the detail and the likeness was incredible. Holding it closer to the light, she could see 
that the picture had been painted on the wood backing with painstaking care. Even the 
hairs around his face appeared to shimmer with every hue of red and yellow. 
 
But the eyes ... 
 
“How did you do it, Elizabeth? How did you capture that look of love I know so well? 
And that blue, that perfect blue.” 
 
“Do you like it?” 
 
The figure standing just outside on the terrace was fuzzy due to the tears in her eyes. 
 
Catherine sniffed. ”It’s lovely. It’s perfect. I never expected you to do something like 
this.” 
 
“It was Cullen’s idea,” Vincent told her, stepping into the bedroom. “Samantha found the 
old mirror, and while Cullen carved the frame, Elizabeth worked on the painting.” 
 
She held the mirror tightly to her chest. ”I’ll treasure it always, especially on those days 
and nights when we’re apart. But tell me, Vincent.” 
 
“What?” 
 



 

 

“How did she know? I mean, how could she capture that exact look on your face? That 
look of love?” 
 
She felt a small hint of embarrassment flutter in the air between them. “I posed for her, 
Catherine,” he admitted. “And she asked me to think of you.” 
 
 
 
 
 
11        Come, my beloved, let us go forth into the field; let us lodge in the villages. 
 
 
“How much further?” 
 
“Shh. Soon.” 
 
The two figures slipped through the smaller adjacent tunnel which led to one of the 
alternate park entrances, one which opened onto a small knoll of trees overlooking a field 
of wildflowers. 
It was right after sundown; the sun had disappeared, but light was still tenaciously 
holding on and refusing to surrender to the night. 
 
Catherine stood at the mouth of the tunnel and eased the cramp in her lower back. 
Vincent waited until she was ready, then motioned for her to follow him a little way 
around the rise where he finally stopped and sat down In the thick grass. 
 
“Are you sure it’s safe?” she whispered. 
 
“This section of the park is rarely travelled. Besides, most of the people keep to the 
better-known trails and sidewalks. We’ll be undisturbed unless we make noise to attract 
the attention of others.” 
 
Catherine nodded, drew her knees up under her chin, and wrapped her arms around them. 
“It’s so quiet. Is that why you brought me here? Why the secret?” 
 
“Not so much a secret as a surprise. Just wait, Catherine, and you will see.” 
 
Shrugging, she stared out over the wide meadow rippling in the evening breeze. She had 
no fear for herself or Vincent; she knew he was ever alert and constantly attuned to 
everything around him, but it had to be something very special for him to take even this 
small risk to show it to her. 
 



 

 

“I remember the first time Devin brought me here to show me. Mitch found us out and 
told Father.” Vincent tossed her an amused look. “Needless to say, it never stopped me 
from coming, just much more careful whom I told.” Pointing toward the field, he added,  
 
“Any moment now.” 
 
The breeze had dropped in preparation for what was to come, and when it did, Catherine 
raised her hand to her mouth. 
 
They began one at a time, brief dashes of green which hovered just above the milkweed 
and wild onion. Then there were more of them, dipping and rolling, a carpet of sparkling 
phosphorescent dots, multiplying until they filled the meadow with a sea of twinkling 
lights. 
 
“Fireflies!” 
 
The couple watched the show in the dusk knee-to-knee and shoulder-to-shoulder as the 
tiny insects soared from tree to tree, skirting the weeds and grasses in rollercoaster waves 
with their verdant messages of love. 
 
For nearly an hour the light show circled in the air about them; and when night had 
completely fallen and the fireflies had lessened in intensity, the two lovers retreated back 
into the comfort of the tunnels, silent from the wonder and happy from sharing it with 
each other. 
 
 
 
 
 
12        Let us get up early to the vineyards; let us see if the vine flourish, whether the 
tender grape appear, and the pomegranates bud forth: there will I give thee my loves 
 
 
(Whispers in the deep of night.) 
 
“Vincent?” 
 
“Yes, Catherine.” 
 
“Tonight’s the last night. Tomorrow I’m a public servant again.” 
 
“Your vacation has helped you to relax.” 
 



 

 

“No, you have helped me relax. My vacation just gave me the time to do it.” 
 
(The sound of sheets rustling as an arm encircles a waist.) 
 
“Catherine?” 
 
“Yes, Beloved.” 
 
“Next year, on the anniversary of our marriage, I would like to renew our vows ... and on 
every year afterwards ... if you have no objections.” 
 
“It would be beautiful, Vincent. And I would be honored.” 
 
(The sound of a kiss, followed by a sigh of tears ...) 
 
“I love you, Vincent.” 
 
“And I, you, my Catherine.” 
 
 
 
 
Chapter Eight, verse six 
 
 
                    Set me as a seal upon thine heart,  
                         as a seal upon thine arm: 
                        for love is strong as death. 
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