
Beauty and the Beast: A Different Story
by Helen Pettigrew

"That finished it!" Catherine swore as she stomped down the elegant staircase of 
the penthouse office where Tom Gunther entertained his business clients. She 
was no longer Tom's little ornament to speak the right way to him, say the right 
words to his friends, associate only with the right people. Tears of frustration and 
self-recrimination sprang to her eyes as she angrily grabbed at the elevator 
button to take her to ground floor. How did I ever become this yes woman 
political wife material? I was so idealistic when I joined Dad's firm. I thought that 
corporate law would make me important not just a junior Chandler helping out 
the law firm. The parties, the contacts, even the charities seemed like such fun at 
first. Now most of my friends are settled. Some like Nancy have even left New 
York city and are happily married with kids, she thought wistfully as she stepped 
into the elevator. I bet Tom doesn't even want kids. They'll just embarrass him, 
like my old friends he calls losers.  Alice was so good to me in college when that 
law professor Blake yelled at me in class and called me a Chandler apron string--
she stood up and called him a few names. I was the loser then. Whatever 
happened to us. Alice is a heavy drinker in a sad marriage and I'm in a relationship
where I'm being manipulated to death. 

Catherine took a deep breath and slipped out into the lobby. She went to the 
security desk and asked the guard to call down to have her car brought around. 
New York was impossible for impromptu taxis at this hour and Catherine liked the
freedom her car allowed to let her get away to friends outside the city like 
Nancy's. Most times, except for these excruciatingly boring affairs, the car was 
used for weekend getaways. The Chandler limo served the purpose for work.
 
Work, Catherine mused, another thing I don't seem to be able to do with much 
enthusiasm. The Chandler charm still worked but she found she was using much 
more of that these days than her law acumen or her wits. It was just that 
everything seemed to have to be done on this pseudo-social basis...wine and dine 
them, win their trust.  Some evenings Catherine was very tired of it all. Tom didn't
help, especially lately. She was just a social appendage now--right looks, right 
connections. Even their engagement seemed loveless. Tom was interested in 
displays of affection in public only--the possessive caress, the small proprietary 



buss of on the cheek. It was worse in private. Tom took no interest in her except 
to make sure she fit the groomed image he cultivated. And the sex--Catherine 
didn't even want to think about it. No, it's finished, she realized, as the car was 
brought around.  There's nothing left.

She moved into the driver's seat and swung the car out into almost non-existent 
traffic. A quick glance at the dash told her it was around 1:00 a.m. Glad of the 
excellent security in her apartment building parking, Catherine returned to her 
thoughts as she made her way across the city. Yes, I'll tell him tomorrow. I'll call 
his office and tell him I want to talk. No, she hit the wheel with her fist in 
frustration, that's on his turf. He'll just try to smooth it over. You coward, she 
whispered to herself as tears trickled down her cheeks, of course you'll let him 
persuade you that tonight was just a mistake. Whatever happened to you, 
Catherine and worse, what will happen to you?

Catherine moved the car onto Park Avenue and past the gates of the East side of 
Central Park. Something made her glance at the gate and she remembered her 
visits with her dad--the carousel rides. On impulse she decided to take a drive 
through the park. She hit the automatic locks and moved at a fair speed through 
the winding lanes. A fine mist rolled through the grass and bushes. Catherine was 
glad that she was in a safe car. She thought of cutting off the park at an earlier 
gate but the impulse was still there and she followed the road to the carousel. As 
she neared the familiar round building she slowed the car almost to a stop. Well, 
that's uncharacteristic, she thought. I don't know what's possessing me to stop 
here. I won't get out; I'll just stop and if I hear something, I'll rev up and get out of
here. She kept the car idling for a moment and moved the driver's window down 
just a crack to let the cool night autumn air and sounds of the trees brushing their 
leaves in a loud swish. It was a beautiful night in her favourite season. The mist 
had disappeared and the grass glistened brightly in the moonlight after an earlier 
rain.

Everything save the trees was still as if all movement were caught below the 
winds. The night was magical and Catherine wished that something, anything 
might happen to make this moment exist forever. It was then that she heard it 
and felt it. Later, she was unable to say which was first--the long low moan 
coming from the bush to the left of the carousel or the sharp almost physical pain 
that hit her mind as if someone had thrown ice water in her face. Both produced 



an instinctive cry from her and a feeling of extreme panic. She fumbled for the 
lock and released it and sprang from the car, her purse discarded on the seat 
beside her, the door flung open to fall slowly back on itself. Place and time 
forgotten, Catherine ran as one pursued. Something or someone was calling to 
her--not  voice or name but stronger as if her soul was being pulled from her body
and toward some unknown destiny. 

She was almost upon him before she saw the figure on the ground and heard 
another moan. A black-hooded and caped figure lay before her. He was partly 
hidden by a large bush. She knelt down and touched the warm velvet and with 
her other arm, grabbed the shoulder of the figure and pulled him on his back. In 
the shadows, Catherine could not tell what she had found save for the very 
human moan of pain which came from beneath the hood still shrouding his 
features. Very long fair hair flowed from the edges of the hood. Catherine 
wondered if she had found a very large woman but the muscles of the shoulders 
were too powerful. She reached up to push the hood away and found her wrist 
firmly clamped by a large and very strong gloved hand. Catherine glanced at her 
captor's grip and drew her breath to scream as she saw protruding from the 
fingers of the glove, very long and deadly claws.

"Vincent, thank God!" Catherine's scream was cut off before it began by a voice 
yelling from a few feet away. Two men ran toward her and the figure and 
Catherine moved from her crouched position. Two rather burly men noticed her 
in the shadows and stopped in their tracks. "Help!" croaked Catherine, "he won't 
let go! I found him here." The men looked at her in amazement and Catherine 
realized with no small sense of terror that she could be dead in a matter of 
minutes. The men moved in warily and Catherine noticed that they seemed 
almost afraid of her.

One came over and knelt beside her but made no attempt to release her wrist 
from the grip of the figure who held her. He ignored her and leaned toward the 
hooded face. "Vincent, we're here now. We'll get you to Father. Let the woman 
go." The grip on Catherine's wrist tightened but not to an uncomfortable level and
Catherine reached to try to grip the gloved wrist and release her hand. As she did 
so, she heard a low whisper, "No, don't leave me." The voice was wonderful with 
beautiful tones and the pain was almost palpable. Catherine's heart went out to 
the figure on the ground. The other man came over and leaned in also. "Vincent, 



we have to get you home. You've been hurt. Someone has found you but you 
have to release her now." Again, no giving on the grip and the figure became still.

Finally the first man spoke to Catherine: "Miss, it looks like you'll have to come 
with us." Catherine replied "Where are you going?" Neither man answered and 
Catherine went on quickly: "Look, I have a car. We can get him to a hospital--I'm 
sure."

One of the men broke in "No! No hospital. Please Miss, you'll have to trust us on 
this one. Vincent," he indicated the figure who held Catherine, "can't go to a 
hospital. We have people Below who can take care of him." "People?" Catherine 
asked, "what people?  "Doctors, well, a doctor." the other man replied. "Look 
lady, he's bloody. I think he's been shot. He's not going to let you go and we've 
got to get both of you Below."

"Below?" Catherine asked.

"Yes, Below. We'll take that drainage tunnel there. Below is where some of us 
live. "

Catherine thought I have to be out of my mind but he's right. I'm not going to get 
my wrist back. Catherine said slowly, "Okay, I'll go with you."

The two men lifted the figure up so that his two arms were supported by them. 
Catherine was now in close proximity as the large figure brought his glove to his 
side. She thought she saw blood on his shoulder and side and realized despite his 
never-ceasing clasp of her wrist, he was very badly injured. The group proceeded 
slowly to the tunnel entrance and inside. A few yards in, the men stopped and 
one man reached above a bricked entrance to reveal a gate. He reached into his 
pocket and brought out an old-fashioned key. While he was occupied in opening 
the gate, the figure called Vincent leaned heavily against Catherine.  He was very 
tall and all muscle. His fair hair swung into her face and she smelled the smoky 
woods smell of the fall. His chin seemed bristly as it brushed her forehead but 
almost soft as if he had a very short beard. Catherine resisted the temptation to 
look up into the face under the hood and realized that the strong grip of the hand 
on her wrist and the rough terrain of the tunnel floor was forcing her to watch her
feet as they entered beyond the gate. They seemed to stumble on forever until 



they came to a wider dimly-lit passage. Catherine looked up long enough to see 
more figures approaching with what seemed like torches. My God, I've stepped 
into a medieval fantasy! Cloaked figures and torches! Well, I wanted something 
different on this magical night and I sure got it!

One of the figures called out to the men beside her "Cullen, Winslow, what 
happened?"

"Vincent has been hurt." The two figures came closer and Catherine noticed that 
one was a young man in his late teens with longish fair hair and the other a 
distinguished-looking older man who was leaning heavily on a cane as he tried to 
keep up with the younger. The light of the torches added to the fact that both 
were wearing homespun clothes that belonged in The Name of the Rose.

The older man came closer and moved his torch close to Catherine and her 
companion.  "Vincent! What has happened to you!" Catherine felt a slight lifting 
of the pressure on her wrist and the figure beside her murmured: "Father." The 
effort cost him and he almost seemed to fall into the arms of the older man 
although the two supporting friends kept  him steady. The one spoke quickly: 
"Father, Vincent was down when we found him, well, she found him."

Catherine found herself to be the object of a fierce gaze from the older man. 
"What do you have to do with this", he spoke gruffly. Catherine's natural sense of 
justice overcame her feeling that the man seemed more dangerous than any of 
the strange people she had encountered so far and she retorted: " I found your 
son. He's badly hurt and he won't let go of me." She raised her wrist stiffly to 
demonstrate Vincent's grip. "I wanted to take him to a hospital but they wouldn't 
let me."She jerked her head back at Vincent's supporters.

The older man's gaze did not falter and Catherine had the feeling that he was 
likely the person who made decisions in the small circle of the five and that his 
decisions were obeyed without question. He reminded her of one of her law 
professors who could enter a classroom and strike the fear of God with one 
steely-eyed glare. The man finally dismissed her by saying, "Well, it can't be 
helped. We have to get him Below and it looks as if you will have to accompany 
us." 



The younger man who had been hovering anxiously whispered to his older 
companion: "Mouse go ahead. Tell Mary." At least that is what Catherine thought 
he said. He seemed to talk as if speech were forced or foreign to him and she 
wasn't sure if she heard the word, Mouse--it sounded something like that. At any 
rate the man ran off with his torch lighting a long passage ahead.

The man called "Father" bent over Vincent and raised one end of the hood 
although away from Catherine so that she would not share his observances. "I'm 
not certain if he can make it but we have no choice. I can't treat him here." 
Catherine interrupted" "Surely it would be better to go back and take him 
somewhere he can get help?" The man barely glanced at her this time. "I can help
him. I'm a doctor." Then  he turned and went slowly in the same direction of the 
flickering torch ahead.

The other men supporting Vincent and Catherine followed them and they 
proceeded slowly. Catherine wanted to speak several times but she felt as if she 
were under some sort of a spell. The torches revealed wherever they were was no
haphazard cavern tunnel. The walls seemed to have been blasted through and 
every few yards or so a torch of some sort was lighting the way and their shadows
were reflected eerily as they stumbled along. The light carried by the younger 
man had disappeared long ago. They seemed to move along the corridor and turn
a myriad of corners and Catherine had a chance to glance at her watch in the light
of a layer passage and note that at least two hours had passed since she had seen 
the time on her car clock. They reached a long winding stairwell that seemed to 
descend into hell. As they stood at the perimeter of its descent, Catherine dared 
not look down. Fortunately the steps of the stairwell were secure and there was a
sturdy railing alongside. 

Nevertheless it was extremely difficult for Catherine to follow slightly behind the 
figures as they supported Vincent and she was forced to hold her arm forward in 
the awkward angle created by Vincent's grip. She thought that she was going to 
have a dislocated shoulder when they reached the bottom of the stairs. The 
passageway narrowed and widened and twisted in varying degrees. Often they 
would come to what seemed like multiple passages yet the men moved ahead 
without hesitation as if they knew the maze as well as she knew Fifth Avenue. The
light increased ahead and Catherine made out more figures ahead. Two women 



and the younger man hurried up to them. They glanced curiously at her but their 
concern was for the hooded figure.

"Father, bring him over here." the older woman said. "Catherine realized that the 
distinguished man was obviously some sort of community leader. The whole thing
was beginning to resemble a play she had once seen about the Christians in the 
Roman catacombs. The costumes, the torches, the fearful glances made her think 
that these people were hiding from something and that they had been here a 
very long time.

The younger woman whispered:" Who is she?" Catherine answered: "My name is 
Catherine Chandler. I'm a lawyer in the city and I found your friend, Vincent, in 
the park." Father looked at her. "Miss Chandler, I'm afraid you will have to come 
with us. I will ask you something before we go on." He hesitated and Catherine 
answered:"Yes?" The older man looked uncomfortable. "We have found it 
necessary to keep what we have here a secret and I must ask you to promise me 
that you will keep what you will see here to yourself and to not ask questions." 
Catherine replied quietly: "Do I have a choice?" She glanced at her wrist still in 
Vincent's grasp and she sighed: "I'm sorry, that was a question. Occupational 
hazard. Yes, I promise."

She heard Vincent give a soft groan and lean heavily into the arms of one of his 
companions. The older woman went to one of the walls and Catherine's mouth 
fell open as part of the wall seemed to slide away and reveal a dimly-lit room. 
Catherine followed the others into it and looked around in amazement as she 
realized she was in some sort of a clinic. It was certainly not a modern clinic but it 
was very clean with what looked like a large low surface in the middle. The mean 
moved Vincent over to it and carefully eased him down on his back. As he bent 
forward and when his head and shoulders were lowered onto the table, the hood 
slipped back and Catherine  was finally able to see his face. She gave a small gasp. 
The man seemed to be wearing some sort of mask. His nose was like a cat's with 
incredibly high cheekbones and an elongated upper palate. He was a golden 
creature from the colour of his hair and the fine facial hair, well almost fur, on his 
face. His eyes were tightly closed and Catherine wondered if he employed a 
disguise to go with his formidable size. She thought that the effect was beautiful 
and even the beginnings of bruising on the forehead and the cut on a cheekbone 
did not distract from the effect of the disguise. The older woman took a damp 



cloth and dabbed at the blood that was welling from the cut cheek and Catherine 
almost stopped breathing. This mask was part of his face! This was no disguise, no
makeup. This man, this creature, really looked like this. As this realization and the 
fear that went with it overwhelmed Catherine, she sank to her knees beside the 
table. The man called Father had been busy preparing himself to examine Vincent
and he now barked to the women: "Mary, Brooke, we have to see where Vincent 
is hurt. Try to see if he will let Miss Chandler go."

Mary leaned over the figure and whispered:"Vincent, please, you are safe now. 
You can let go of the woman's wrist." The figure groaned and Catherine looked at 
him again as she regained her breath and let out  a long gasp. She caught his 
words in those deep quiet tones: "I cannot let her go."

Catherine looked at Mary and found her voice: "Vincent? Who is he? Can you tell 
me why he is like this?" Mary gave her a troubled look and Father interjected 
sternly: "I told you, Miss Chandler, no questions. Vincent is as he is. We need to 
examine him to see where he has been hurt. I must ask you now to look away or 
we will have to blindfold you."

Catherine sensed the reluctance in his voice and she instinctively knew that these 
people were afraid of her. "That won't be necessary. I'll be quiet." She turned her 
head away from them and pulled her wrist back as far as she dared. "Please go 
ahead. He needs your help."

At the sound of her voice, Vincent relaxed his hold and Catherine carefully eased 
her wrist from his loosened grasp. Her bones were stiff and her first action was to 
rub her tender wrist. Her second impulse was to run or at least to pinch herself. 
She moved slowly to her feet and gazed at Vincent. The younger woman came up 
to her and gently took her arm. "Please come with me." Catherine didn't argue 
and moved with the younger woman toward a smaller chamber. She heard 
Vincent behind her and turned around to meet the most beautiful blue eyes she 
had ever seen. It was as if there was an unearthly light on them that mesmerized 
and warmed her at the same time. He closed his eyes  again and Catherine felt as 
if the stars had gone out. 

"What is your name?" he gasped.



"Catherine," she whispered.

"Catherine," he sighed. "Do not go far."

Catherine turned again and followed the woman to the chamber. She felt as if she
had entered a dream and anything she'd known before had become unreal. The 
smaller chamber's entrance was separated from the larger one by a heavy 
curtain. Catherine saw that she was in some sort of a library. It was comfortable 
but filled with a motley assortment of old furniture and books everywhere. The 
young woman touched her shoulder: "I've just made tea. Would you like a cup?" 
"Yes, thank-you." Catherine murmured. Tea--the panacea of the civilized world! 
Catherine tried to collect her thoughts and not imagine what was happening on 
the other side of the curtain. The younger woman brought her the tea and 
Catherine discovered that it was an aromatic blend, quite pleasant and it allowed 
her to relax a bit. The younger woman looked at her timidly, "You said your name 
was Catherine? My name is Brooke." Catherine gave her a small smile: "I know I 
promised not to ask questions but this...." she faltered. Brooke replied gently, 
"This is our home. I was born here. The others come from Above." She glanced 
upwards. "....your world. A lot of us could not live up there. Father takes care of 
us down here."

"And Vincent?" Catherine asked quietly.

"Vincent is our protector." Brooke said firmly. "He came to us a long time ago. 
Father will explain."

Catherine sat silently after that. She marvelled at the comfort and serenity of the 
place. Every so often she heard pinging sounds as if she were back in her old 
schoolroom and the radiators were acting up again. In fact she felt at the moment
as if she were a little girl, who like Alice, had stumbled down the rabbit hole. 
Other sounds pierced her consciousness and she realized that she was hearing, 
albeit faintly, the New York subway system as it moved commuters in and out of 
the city far above her. She recalled a tale she had heard about tunnels discovered 
under the Waldorf Astoria and a special on PBS she had seen about the denizens 
of the underworld. These people seemed to be a far stretch from the homeless 
and helpless she imagined living in the discarded subways. They looked healthy 
and they certainly seemed to get along. This was no hovel carved out and filled 



with flotsam of human debris. This had been here a long time and there was no 
telling where it had started.

Catherine was so lost in thought and her surroundings that she was startled when
the curtains drew apart and Father stepped through. "How is he?" Brooke asked. 
The man called Father smiled slightly at her:" He was beat up badly--bruised ribs, 
nasty crack on the head, but you know Vincent..." he sighed, "He always takes 
such chances."

Catherine seemed to be forgotten but Father fixed her with his disapproving gaze 
and said "He's asking for you." Catherine gulped, "May I see him?" Father 
answered shortly, "Yes but he's been through a lot. Make it brief." Catherine 
nodded and brushed past him shoving the curtain aside as she went into the 
other room.

The torches seemed lower adding an almost smoky cast to the room. Vincent was 
in a half-sitting position while Mary was tucking blankets around him. . His 
friends--Winslow, Cullen and Mouse? were gone, presumedly they had left 
through one of the many openings to the larger room. Vincent was wearing some 
kind of rough shirt but the rest of his body was as effectively hidden by the 
blankets as it had been by the cloak. He did not look at Catherine as she entered 
the room and she had more opportunity to regard his leonine profile and the long
golden hair that tumbled around his shoulders. As she looked farther she saw his 
hands resting on the bedcovers. His hands were covered in long hair with the 
ends not nails but claws. Catherine almost shuddered involuntarily but she was 
able to check it partly because of a feeling that she could not describe. It was 
almost as of something emanated from him that was drawing her to him. She 
could not explain it--she felt as if she had met a mystical creature  and every 
ounce of her training had flown out of her. The worst thing was the overwhelming
sadness that flew into her heart. It was as if she could hear his soul crying out to 
her.

"Vincent," she whispered. He turned his head quickly and fixed her with his blue 
eyes. Mary looked up and stopped bustling around him. "I've left some tea," she 
murmured as she left them alone.



Catherine moved over to the bedside. She felt captured by his eyes and he looked
down again. He seemed to be preoccupied with his hands which forced her to 
regard them also. He looked up again and caught her gaze. "You can see," he 
whispered haltingly, "I am different." He stopped as if this was explanation 
enough. He shook his head slightly then raised it back and stared upwards. 
Catherine felt at a disadvantage and saw a stool which she pulled over to the low 
table.

"Do you know who hurt you?"

Vincent looked at her again. "No," he said shortly and sighed. "I go up often, 
always at night. I heard noises then they were on me. They must have had clubs." 
Catherine finished his sentence in her mind or they never would have taken you 
on. She saw how broad his shoulders were and the outline under the thick 
blankets convinced her of his large size.

"I want to thank you...for not leaving me," he finished. 

"Your friends," Catherine started," found you immediately after I did." She smiled,
"You had a rather strong grip on my wrist."

Vincent looked at his hands again. "I'm sorry to have frightened you."

"No, I didn't mean it that way!" Catherine reached out to touch his shoulder but 
he flinched and she withdrew her hand quickly and got up to cross the room. 
"What is this place?"

"It's our home. "Vincent stated flatly. He seemed as reluctant as the others to talk
about this "home."

Catherine decided not to let it go this time. "This is home to you, to Father, Mary, 
Brooke?"

"Yes," Vincent answered. "Years ago, Father found this place. What you see here 
took hard work. Families have come. People who could not live in your world. 
People like me. Not like me." he finished quietly looking down at his hands.



"Are there others like you?" Catherine asked.

Vincent looked up at her but did not speak immediately. He looked away and 
sighed, "I do not know. Father found me when I was a baby. I had been left at St. 
Vincent's hospital--in the garbage. He brought me here. I am accepted here." He 
looked again at Catherine. 

She approached him again and sat down. "I should like to know more about this 
place, about you," she asked.

Vincent threw his head back and closed his eyes. "I think it would be best for you 
to go now."

Catherine felt as if the room had gone dark. She felt like crying. He seemed so 
alone and there were no words that she could say to him. She tried to speak again
but Father came into the room frowning at her.

"He needs to rest. I would like to speak with you, please."

Catherine followed him out of the room and back into the chamber. He beckoned 
her to sit in a comfortable chair near a rather unusual fire while he lowered 
himself into a unique one with incredibly ornate carvings. He gazed into the fire as
if she was not there then  he looked up as if he realized that she was a stranger. 
"We found these places below your streets. We made them liveable, tolerant of 
the human refuse your world rejects. Vincent came to is as a baby. He was thrown
out with the garbage."

The older man stopped and stared compassionately at the curtain to the other 
room and sighed deeply.  Catherine did not reply and she sensed that any retort 
was likely useless. She smiled slightly at the man others called Father's use of 
"your world." His demeanor, his accent--all spoke of class and education--
someone who would be highly honoured in her "world."Obviously he had no use 
for it. Vincent had used that word also. It was indeed another world even though 
it was likely closer to her home than Long Island.

"You need to get back," Father said gruffly. "People will be looking for you and it 
will take you some time to get back up. I would like to ask you again. Please do 



not tell anyone of this place. Lives depend on this. We are not a museum. People 
live here, they work here. They have a life that money cannot buy." He seemed to 
regard her warm cashmere coat and expensive boots with distaste.

"I do not know you, Miss Chandler. I do not know if I can trust you. What you 
have seen tonight must be shocking you deeply. This place is our only home. I am 
worried that you have 'found'", he intonated sarcastically, "this place but Vincent 
is my main worry. He is vulnerable to outsiders. I hate to think what they would 
do with him if they knew he existed. You seem to be an intelligent and 
sympathetic person by your reactions to him. But I will not have him hurt. I must 
ask you to leave this place and never return.  You must forget us, all of us, 
especially Vincent."

Catherine stared at him then found her tongue. "I would never harm Vincent," 
she whispered, O will leave now if someone will take me back." She felt as if this 
was the hardest thing she had ever said. For in the brief time she had been with 
this wonderful, sad, beautiful creature they called Vincent, she had lost her heart 
forever. Now she was being told that she had to forget that her life had changed.  
Everything before this place had been a searching for who she was. Tonight she 
had found herself. She had seen her sorrow in Vincent's eyes. She could never go 
back to her old life and Father had effectively shut the doors which would allow 
her to go forward. These thoughts accompanied her steps as she took close to 
three hours to return to an entrance near where her car was still parked. She 
realized by the smell that she had come through a sewer and she was fully aware 
that she had returned completely different from how she had left.

She walked back to her car and opened the door. She didn't even marvel that an 
unlocked car was still in one piece in the park and she fumbled for her keys and 
started it up. It was almost getting light in the city and the car clock registered 
4:57.  Catherine swung the car into the garage of the luxury building then took the
elevator to her penthouse apartment. She let herself in and slumped against the 
door. Something made her move through the apartment which was lit only by the
outside lights of other buildings and the moon. She unlocked the balcony door 
and stepped outside to view the night sky, the horizon tingeing with the first light 
of dawn. Above the stars twinkled in increasing profusion above the city lights as 
her sight adjusted to the dark. The stars, the everlasting stars, are fugitives also, 
Emerson had said. "Vincent", she sighed. It was all she could see, all she could 



feel. She wondered if he was feeling this also--this terrifying sad feeling that she 
was only half a person.

*  *  *  *  *

"Yes," Father said. "She has promised not to say anything. We will post sentries 
for awhile just in case." Vincent did not reply.

"Are you feeling better?"

"Yes," Vincent murmured. "I am fine, Father."

"Well," Father answered,. "It has been a very long night. Take care, Vincent." He 
leaned over and kissed the top of his son's head. As he walked away, Vincent said 
quietly, "She was very beautiful."

"Vincent?"

"Nothing, Father. Goodnight."

*  *  *  *  *

Over the weeks as Vincent's bruises and cuts healed and Vincent was able to 
return to his daily duties of tunnel repairs, teaching the children and solving the 
many problems created by a large number of people coping with a minimum 
number of resources. He did not go above. His heart felt empty and Vincent knew 
a loneliness he had never felt before. As he walked through the tunnels he kept 
seeing her in the pools of light ahead. Catherine, her small wrist in his hand, her 
warm grey eyes, her soft brown hair on his cheek, Catherine. For the second time 
in his life Vincent knew the longing and the sadness of love. Another love that was
not to be in a lifetimes of "not to be."

*  *  *  *  *

Above, Catherine was resting in her bed the next morning. Often she did not get 
into work until the afternoon especially after one of Tom's parties had gone quite 



late but her lethargy was for a much different reason. She had slept badly and 
Vincent had been in her dreams. At first she thought he and the last night had 
been a dream but when she went into work for an hour and had to leave because 
of the overwhelming sadness that enveloped her, she knew it had been no 
dream. She made her excuses to her father and noticed his easy acceptance of 
her weak reasons for her late arrival and early departure. She had always been a 
disappointment to him. He never said anything. He was always the loving father, 
there more than some fathers after the early death of her mother but he never 
seemed to expect anything of her. She knew she was hopelessly spoilt but he 
never seemed to think that she would do anything really horrible or truly great. 
She was his Cathy and although he had pushed Tom and other men like him in her
direction, he didn't even seem to mind that her "mistakes" did not bring her 
happiness. She seemed to be a huge puzzle--one she solved for him by pretending
to be happy in his presence. 

A few days passed in the same routine. On the third day Catherine didn't even go 
in to work. She had left a message there and at home on her machine that she 
was visiting Nancy out of town so that Tom and her father would not call. She was
drawn to the balcony but she did not go to the park even though she had a fairly 
good idea where she had parked that night. This malaise, this sorrow, followed 
her every move and Catherine could tell by the haunted look in her eyes that she 
had to do something. On the third night as the hour turned into the fourth day, 
she made up her mind. My life must change. I found something. I cannot lose it 
and I must make it better. She hardly slept again but this time she was up by 6:00 
a.m. and by 8:30 she was carefully made up to look like the young professional 
lawyer she was. When New York city started its business, she called up the City 
District Attorney's office and asked if she could speak to the D.A. about any 
vacant positions. She thought the secretary on the other end of the phone said, 
"Yeah, mine" before she put her through. 

The D.A. sounded like a fair person although a bit incredulous about her request. 
He arranged for an appointment  at 2:00 p.m. and Catherine dropped by her 
office around 10:00 to fax him her resumé and recommendations garnered 
mostly from her father's friends.

She was interviewed by the D.A., Moreno, a modestly dressed middle-aged man 
who looked overworked and underpaid and by the man who was to be her boss, a



Joe Bishop who wasn't too friendly at first. He looked also overworked although 
he showed it in nervous energy and she found out why pretty soon. The D.A.'s 
caseload was unbelievable and Catherine seemed to be assigned to investigate all 
of the cases in the first week. She learned quickly that investigation work did not 
mean sitting in a cushy office and she worried that she would not have the 
stamina to continue the job. She loved the rush of doing meaningful work and she
looked forward to her first courtroom case. The stories were heart-rending and 
her natural ability to find ways of helping people find solutions meant that she 
was at least able to make dents in the casework. Often her job took her to part of 
New York city that she had never encountered except on her way to the Cloisters.

She enrolled in a self-defence course- a "dirty fighters" course taught one-on-one 
by a man named Isaac Stubbs. She was a usual  "well, I don't think I could ever do 
THAT!" type of pupil but she surprised herself at the end of the third week when 
she turned into a raging animal during one of Isaac's trickier moves. Maybe I 
became Vincent, she concluded later that night. He was never out of her 
thoughts.

Her father did not question her decision to leave the firm and Tom never called 
her. As the third weekend approached, Catherine felt an overwhelming sadness 
which she had first felt after the visit to the Tunnels.  This time it would not go 
away.  She yearned to see Vincent again and she could feel him getting better. As 
she improved her own life, she could almost believe that she was doing what he 
did. 

One Saturday evening, she decided to visit the park again. She drove to the same 
gate, locked her car this tine and moved towards the sewer tunnel entrance 
carefully watching for someone. No one followed her and she used her flashlight 
to make her way into the tunnel.  She came to a passageway and leaned against 
the wall. She stayed there for about half an hour trying to picture Vincent, to will 
him to come to her.

Finally she moved away but as she was leaving, she heard the noise of a gate 
opening and a chain slide away. The passageway seemed to open and Catherine 
could see through the entrance that a gate was slightly ajar. She approached it 
hesitantly.



"Vincent, are you there?"

He moved into her sight and Catherine stepped back but her joy at seeing him 
again was too great to hold her back. He was so tall, so dark except for the gold of
his hair against the torch he carried. He said nothing and his features were stern 
as he gazed at her. 

"I shouldn't have come," she babbled, "but I had to see you again. I had to know 
you were okay."

"Yes Catherine," he answered but he made no move towards her.

She took a step forward until she was in his light and could see the fear in his 
eyes.

"I don't want to hurt you but I needed to talk to you. So much has changed in my 
life since I met you. I wanted you to know," she faltered, "I wanted you to know 
that you helped me and that you could trust me not to betray you."

Vincent looked into her eyes: "I trusted you and I still trust you. I have felt 
something also--a sense of wellbeing."

Catherine was very close to him now. "Wellbeing, yes. I am well. But" she 
continued, I am also very sad. I don't know what it is Vincent, I just had to see 
you, to talk to you again." She reached up and put her hand on his arm and this 
time he did not move away. "I know that you are safe in your world and I have 
been asked to stay away."

Vincent smiled slightly and Catherine felt for the first time in his presence that he 
was at ease with her. "I did not ask you to stay away."

"Well," Catherine murmured, "Father did. He does have good reasons of course 
but I just couldn't." She removed her arm and walked a few steps away. "It's 
almost as if that night I was coming home. I seem to need to come to terms with 
this."



"Come with me." Vincent said, "I want you to see a special place." He held out his 
hand carefully gloved this time so that there was not even a hint of a difference 
from a human hand other than its size. Not even a hint of human touch, Catherine
thought sadly as she joined her hand with his.

They walked together in silence and this time Catherine was able to observe the 
intricacy and beauty of the tunnels as they plunged father down. At times they 
seemed to narrow and there were chasms in parts that Catherine would never 
have seen much less than attempted without Vincent at her side. Finally they 
came to a narrow opening and Vincent went in first warning Catherine to stop as 
soon as she was in. She ducked her head and followed him to a site which 
astonished her. Here truly was another world. A huge waterfall was in the 
distance yet the area where they were was dry and sandy. Vincent sat down near 
a wide shelf and Catherine sat down next to him. They were silent again for a long
time as Catherine drank in the beauty and peacefulness of the place.

"I come here to think," Vincent said, "and sometimes to read."

"What do you read?" Catherine asked.

"Oh, poetry, Shakespeare."Vincent reached into a space behind one of the rocks. 
"I am reading Great Expectations. I like to read it aloud. I seem to need to hear 
the words." He looked at the expertly-bound book in his hands.

"Would you read it to me?" Catherine asked timidly.

Vincent looked at her and nodded. He began to read and Catherine listened and 
watched. His voice was like soft velvet and she took time to study the features 
that made him different--the sharp teeth, revealed as little as possible. All she 
saw was beauty and gentleness. She had no fear of him, only for him.

Hours passed and Catherine shook herself only to realize she must have fallen 
asleep. She thought that she must have slipped down to the sand but now her 
cheek was against something soft and she realized that she was resting in 
Vincent's arms, against his cloak as it covered his broad chest. She could feel his 
even breath beneath her but knew that he was not asleep. One arm was around 



her to keep her warm and his hand ungloved from what she could tell by the 
warmth of his fingers, rested on her head.

"Vincent," she whispered, "I must leave now." She moved away and Vincent 
released her. She was very close to his face and she felt their souls almost 
merging.

"Will you return?", he asked.

"Do you want me to return?"

"Yes," he whispered. "we haven't finished the story."

She replied, "I need to know the ending."

Vincent stood up also and gave her his gloved hand then took her back to the 
tunnel entrance. She watched him close the gate behind her and as the lock slid 
backwards, he said, "Come soon Catherine. I will be here."


