
WICHITA CONVENTION 2022 – DRABBLES FOR WINTERFEST! 

 

During the annual B&B convention, held in Wichita in 2022, several fans 
contributed drabbles during a writing panel hosted by Angela McQuiston, 
Laura Goist, and JoAnn Baca. As you’ll see, a major influence for the 
drabbles was Carrie Newcomer’s “Gathering of Spirits,” which has become 
like a second theme song at our conventions.  

With the approval of the con chair, Katie Goings, and the individual drabble 
writers, here are those drabbles as a WFOL contribution from the 
convention! 

 

From Tunnel Writer: 

FOUND IT!! 

Catherine was sitting at a table in a diner when she heard the music from 
the next table.  
 
Let it go, my love, my truest, 
Let it sail on silver wings. 
Life’s a twinkling, that’s for certain… 
 
She strained to hear the rest, but couldn’t make it out. 
 
“Wouldn’t this be awesome for the convention?” one of the ladies said. 
 
 “Pardon me, but what song is that?” Catherine asked the ladies. 

“It’s called Gathering of Spirits by Carrie Newcomer,” the other lady 
replied. “We will replay it for you,” she said. 

Catherine closed her eyes and let her memories soar. 

~ ~ ~ 

 

 



 

 

From PearlAnn Snowstar: 

Father was gone. He died yesterday, in his 90s. Catherine and Vincent were 
by the Mirror Pool, holding on to each other. They had wept so much, but 
they still had such sorrow. 

I can’t explain it. I couldn’t if I tried, 
How the only things we carry  
Are the things we hold inside. 
 
“Catherine?” 
 
“Words to a song I heard. We will cherish our memories.” 
 
Nodding, he said, “Life is so precious.” 
 
She sighed. “Yes.” 
“Time to address the community.” Vincent stood up, aware of new 
responsibilities. He helped Catherine up, and together they walked toward 
the Great Hall. 
 
Time to celebrate a life. 
 
~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ 
 
“’East of Eden, but there’s heaven in our midst, and we’re never really all 
that far from those we love and miss.’” Jacob sang those words to himself.  
 
It’d been a year since he saw his Dad and Mom and the rest of his family, 
his brother, sister and the community, but Mom said it was OK to travel, to 
explore. Now he was back home.  
 
He walked through the drainage ditch, opened the gate. Vincent was there 
waiting. “Dad.” 
 



They hugged. 
 
“Catherine is Below and waiting,” Vincent said. “Welcome home, son.” 
 
~ ~ ~ 
 
From Jackie Kapke: 
 
LOVE LIVES HERE 
 
Father’s gone and Winslow 
And Mary’s getting frail.  
She’s moving slow and asks for help 
When babies start to wail. 
 
Samantha, Eric, Kipper 
Are all working up Above 
But they return quite often 
To those they always love. 
 
Pascal and Mouse will never roam ~ 
The tunnels, their forever home. 
 
Vincent’s here with Catherine, 
Their offspring count is growing. 
Jacob, Emily, Erin, Joe… 
And Catherine’s new baby bump is showing. 
 
Life ends, 
Goes on… 
Come a while 
Or 
Spend a day… 
But your heart 
Will always stay. 
 
~ ~ ~  



 
 
 
 
 
 
From Claude Heil: 
 
ABOUT MOUSE 
 
In 1968, a mother had a scrabble with her ten-year-old son. She couldn’t 
understand his behavior and got frustrated. She abandoned him onto the 
streets. Over the course of years, he survived by taking food and slept in the 
streets of New York. Also, he took gears, belts, and other mechanical stuff 
because he is very mechanically inclined.  
 
One day he wandered into the tunnels and Vincent, while wandering 
around, found him. Vincent, unlike the mother, could see his intelligence 
and named him Mouse because of his lurking behavior when he was found. 
 
~ ~ ~ 
 
From JoAnn Baca: 
 
LIFE’S A TWINKLING 
 
“He left us too soon.” Mary wiped her tear-swollen eyes. 
 
“Ninety is a ripe old age,” Pascal reminded her, mopping at his own tears. 
 
Vincent nodded. “True, but…it’s always too soon when we love someone.” 
 
Father’s bones were now entombed beside his beloved Margaret’s. 
 
“I’m glad we finally became friends,” Catherine said, her voice trembling. 
 



William rubbed his eyes. “We’ll remember the good times. There were tons 
of them.” 
 
The Tunnel community slowly left the Catacombs. Silence descended on the 
graves of those who had gone before. But it wasn’t lonely. The spirits were 
gathered to welcome their newcomer. 
 
 
LIGHT THROUGH COLORED GLASS 
 
Candleflame flickered and fluttered, casting flaring light onto the stained- 
glass window in Vincent’s chamber. The glow threw colorful reflections 
across the chamber, highlighting furnishings with cheerful yellow tones, 
like rays of sunshine underground. 
 
Vincent looked up from his journal, watching the play of light and shadow. 
A smile graced his unique lips. It was peaceful tonight in the Tunnels. No 
one needed his help. Father was occupied with a visit from Peter. Catherine 
was safe in Albany, attending a conference. 
 
He was alone but not lonely, in the company of the shifting glory of the light 
from his window. 
 
 
THE THINGS WE HOLD INSIDE 
 
He’d held these feelings, this pain, inside his whole life. How could he 
reveal them, the deepest secrets he’d carried alone for years? 
 
She came to him, arms held wide, her eyes shining with her love for him. 
She was open, accepting. 
 
Sunlight to his shadows. 
 
He took the leap. Down into the depths. He wrestled his demons into her 
light. 
 



She wasn’t afraid. She didn’t hesitate. She embraced them fully, as she had 
always done with him.  
 
The things he held inside were hers now, too. 
 
They were fully a part of each other. 
 
Light filled him at last. 
 
 
WHEN WE ALL MEET AGAIN 
 
Mouse brushed the last few crumbs from the floor of the Great Hall and out 
the doors with his broom, into the windy stairway. “All done!” 
 
Jamie wiped her forehead. “Tables are covered, too.” 
 
“Gotta do it all again next year,” Cullen remarked sarcastically, pushing the 
last stack of chairs into a corner. 
 
“It’s always fun.” Jamie’s memories of Winterfest made her smile. 
 
Cullen nodded. “And it seems like no time’s passed when it’s Winterfest 
again.” 
 
“We pick up conversations, recall stories. We take up where we left off,” 
Vincent said. “We’re lucky to have such friendships, such gatherings. 
Blessed.” 
 


