
Soul Friend 

By Crowmama 

 

It was over ten years ago now. A time that would change my life forever. (Parallel intended.)   

I was a mom, wife, childbirth teacher and doula, just beginning to carve out a life of my own outside the 
needs of my three young children. My littlest guy had just turned six, and although the kids were a 
handful, they were no longer actively risking their lives daily, like most kids five and under. No longer 
under constant threat of rushing to Children’s Hospital, I began to ask myself who I was, what I wanted 
and what I enjoyed.  

And a big part of the answer was Beauty and the Beast.  

I had loved the show since it first aired when I was a young teen. Over the years, I had a managed to 
snag a couple zines at Sci-Fi conventions and to check out some online fanfic every once in a while, but 
by 2012 it had been over ten years since I had searched for anything new. I started Googling and, much 
to my surprise, found an active fandom with ongoing events and more fanfic! Yay!! I discovered some 
beautiful stories on Tunnel Tales (and in the Steam Tunnels. I won’t deny it.) That is probably where I 
first encountered Carole W.’s writing.  

You know when you find a piece of art, be it a book, a painting, a movie, tv show, and it reverberates 
within you, like someone struck a bell inside your heart that proclaims, “This is what you’ve been looking 
for! This is what you needed!” That’s how I felt about “I Carry Your Heart” and “Marriage Morning”. 
Carole’s stories, for me, were a fantastic fix for the end of second season, a righting of the ship. (A 
righting of the relationship.) It felt like what SHOULD HAVE happened.  

I was hooked.  

I searched for more of Carole’s work and found she had an ongoing story called, “Iron Behind the 
Velvet”. I started gobbling up chapters (as one does), and crazily enough, I recognized one of the 
characters from my real life! In the story, he was a performance artist named Billy who had been born 
with a congenital hip deformity and who used his crutches to create a new style of dance. I knew him in 
real life as Bill Shannon. In Pittsburgh, the crunchy granola parents and the art parents share a lot of 
space in the Venn community diagram. Bill was my friend’s brother-in-law and his kids went to the same 
school as mine. You couldn’t miss him at pickup time, cruising around the front walk of Dilworth 
Elementary, practicing his moves.  

I decided to quash my inner introvert and tell Carole not only that I loved her stories but that I knew 
“Billy” in real life.  

And thus began one of my most important friendships and my introduction to BatB fandom.  

Carole and I kept writing. She encouraged me to create my own stories and got me in touch with some 
others in fandom like JoAnn B. We all met up at the Cleveland convention in 2013. I was scared to death, 
but Carole and Sandy X, JoAnn, and many others there, made me feel like a part of the family. 



The friendship between me and Carole grew, and soon we were seeing each other at least once a year, 
sharing our recipes, art, families, joys and sorrows. She is my soul friend. If reincarnation exists, I am 
sure we have traveled together in other lives. We understand each other in ways that takes my breath 
away, and I am just so lucky to have found her. 

So, the moral of the story is, seek out what makes you happy. Find what makes you, you… and when you 
find it, write the creator a nice note. I cannot guarantee anything, but you may find a friend for life.    


