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“Catherine?”   

He shifted his legs off the mattress and stood.  Once he would have known she 
was coming down.  Felt her approach.  Anticipated her arrival.  Once … 

He’d asked her to leave him to his misery days ago.  Six days ago.  Did he rely too 
heavily on her faithfulness, her enduring willingness to forgive him? 

“Vincent.” 

He waited for more.   

Only silence. 

He turned the old chair toward her.   

“No.”  She shook her head.  “I’m not staying.  In fact, I’ll not return, Vincent.    
Come to me if … if you’re ever ready to give yourself to a life for us.  I will wait for 
you.  For all the rest of my days.  And nights.  Through eternity if I must.  And I’ll 
grieve your not coming every barren moment.  Know that.  And know that I will 
always love only you.” 

Stunned for the moment, he watched her disappear into the tunnel.   

He caught her halfway to Father’s study.  It was a trafficked passage but he took 
her arm anyway and had to step in front of her when she did not turn to him. 

“Catherine, please, I’m sorry.  Sorry for sending you away.  Again.  Sorry for all the 
times I did.  Please, come back with me.  It’s … there’s no privacy here.” 

She shook her head and made to continue on her way. 

“Wait,” he said, blocking but no longer touching her.  “I don’t understand what is 
happening.  What you meant.  What you’re doing.  Catherine?” 

He watched tears slip down the soft cheeks he’d only ever wanted to touch. No.  
That was an untruth.  Hers, he thought, was the face he’d always wished to kiss … 
Now he dared a thumb to wipe at each tear. 



“I don’t want you to cry.  Please.  I don’t want to be the cause of your sorrow.” 

She whispered yet the words seemed to echo in his head.  “We are the cause.  
I’ve let this …”   She dropped her eyes in defeat.  “Move out of my way.  I’m going 
…” she hesitated over the word ‘home’ and changed it as she looked at him, 
“Above.  I meant what I said.  I’ll be waiting.  Vincent, I will always wait.” 

He did not move aside so she stepped around him and walked slowly away. 

The enormity of what she’d said, what had just happened, left him numb. Mary 
would have said hello as she came upon him but she’d passed Catherine a few 
moments before and knew that neither of them would welcome intrusion of any 
sort. 

When the sound of steps had faded, Vincent managed to find his way back to his 
chamber.  The shock urged pacing and he did that.  Paced and thought, or tried to 
think, but found he could not.  Her pained expression was all he could see before 
him.  Wounded.  So wounded.  He felt the agony now and it doubled him over.  
He dropped to his knees and stayed there.  Stayed there until he heard Father call 
his name. 

 

Catherine looked toward the balcony.  It hurt so badly to know he would not be 
there.  Would he ever?  Had she ended … Denying those thoughts she considered 
the gently falling snow.  The City would grow quiet tonight, traffic lighter on 
slippery avenues.  Even this high above she would notice.  Perhaps a cup of tea, a 
warm coat and gloves, a chair beneath the overhang … She’d let the snow share 
its stillness with her soul. 

 

Grieving was a long process that nothing could ease.  It blighted each moment, 
belabored every breath.  And so he went about living, but only as a consolation to 
others who worried about him, but worried a bit less, he hoped, acting, as best he 
could, like a man accepting of his fate.  Going on.  Yes.  Going on.  But how did 
one go on without his heart? 

In the night her words came in dreams: I’m waiting.  For all the rest of my life. 



In the day … the days were worse.  He was not meant for this stage.  Pretense.  
His was an honest soul and maintaining the fantasy was becoming an impossible 
burden.  How many times would the curtain go up, how many times must he 
remember his lines and say them with forged sincerity?   

Yet all that suffering was nothing compared to the unbearable pain of her 
absence.  He wanted to see her, make her smile, hold her hand, and hear her 
voice.  He ached for the warmth of her presence, the sparks of love in her glance.   

Often he would take himself away.  Pack a bag and journey to the nameless river.  
Once there he’d pace the shore.  Seek understanding. Why could she not accept 
that this is how it had to be for them?   Sometimes he’d quote his arguments in 
tunnels unvisited since childhood camp-outs.   These forays brought no peace.  

  

I will wait for you. 

She did wait.  And knew disappointment every day when there was no note 
slipped under her apartment door, nothing but mayonnaise layered in the 
sandwich she’d search and discard uneaten.   She’d stir in the night, certain he’d 
tapped at the balcony glass, that he had come with arms open to receive all she 
would give. But the darkness, intact and constant, left her to lie awake until it was 
time to face the day.  

Face … her existence … with fading hope.  While she waited. 

March turned into April.   

Their anniversary came bearing new and terrible pain. 

She worked harder, ever more hours.   

 

He grieved the hopelessness.  Exhausted himself in repairs and classes.  And 
deception.  

Vincent no longer ventured Above, for which Father prayed his thanks. Every 
other prayer begged resolution to … The Dilemma.  He had given up trying to 
frame, conjure some miraculous plan.  Any course would do, he thought.  He, 
everyone, was becoming desperate.  His beloved son was lost though he did his 



best to seem otherwise with an effort that Father found heartrending.  The entire 
community and their Helpers lived the sadness.  Conversations were threaded 
with sorrow and compassion.  Even Mouse had surrendered his natural 
exuberance to pensive concern for his friend.   

 

The evening of May 14th found Vincent readying himself for chess with his Father, 
a readying that was slow and unenthusiastic.  He’d reached for a sweater but 
drew back his hand.  To finish dressing seemed an impetus to start for Father’s 
chamber.  Instead he walked to his desk, dreading the next hours so much that he 
sat and rested his forehead on folded arms, half hoping to fall asleep. 

“Vincent.” 

It was a dream and he could be pardoned for wanting to sustain, protect the 
sound of her voice, the sight of her standing at his threshold.  Too precious to 
chance disturbing. 

He would not look. 

“Vincent?” 

Now he heard steps, felt her hand on his shoulder.  Gently squeezing.  Not 
shaking him. Just … anxious. To ease that concern he must open his eyes, look up.  
And find her not there at all.  He did slowly raise his head and only then did he 
open his eyes - to see her!  Still his dream comforting him?  He reached a hand to 
hers, the one that she’d taken from his shoulder.   

“I’m sorry, Vincent.” 

Now he stood.  Ever so carefully so as not to jar himself awake.  Unless it was no 
dream.  Please may it be real. 

“Catherine?”  

 She smiled.   

He sighed away all the pain.   

“Catherine,” he whispered, or was it a whimper, awestruck and thrilled.  He dared 
an embrace, had to, holding on not too tightly so that he’d know the instant she 



wished release.  That moment did not come and they stood, touched and 
touching, breathing shallow, hopeful breaths and loving each other.  Loving each 
other. 

Father found them thus and while he’d not have made his presence known his 
cane and heavy step did. 

They eased apart to face him. 

“Never mind.  Chess another time, Vincent.” And to Catherine he said heartfelt 
words, “How wonderful to see you, my Dear.” 

Neither heard his thanks, offered all the way back to his study, for prayers 
answered.  And new prayers to bless what was to come. 

Silence filled the chamber as they watched the entrance where Father had been 
and where there was now no one.  Turning, they looked at each other. 

“Will you sit? Stay?”  There was fear in the offer. 

“Yes.  If you can forgive me?”  Uncertainty in hers. 

He pulled her close and found he could not speak.  She was crying, her tears warm 
against his neck.   

He made a space between them so that she could see his face and watch him say 
the words.   

“Forgiveness?  I beg it from you.  I’ve been …” 

Her finger, like a sweet kiss to his lips, silenced him.   

“No.  It was I … demanding … more of you than you could give.  How …” she 
sought words scathing enough, “disgustingly presumptuous of me to think I had 
the right to present you with an ultimatum, any ultimatum let alone one of such 
magnitude.  I’m so sorry for that, Vincent.  Ashamed that you’ve now seen my 
rage, so unlike yours which is always in defense of others.  Mine was selfish.  I 
hurt you.  I sent you away!  I’m so very sorry.  Can you forgive me?” 

“Shhh.  I understand, Catherine.  I do.  I’ve driven you to it.  All my doing.  I’m at 
fault, not you.” 



“Vincent, please, you must listen.  Don’t dispute, or worse, deny my … confession 
… give it your attention, let your heart feel what I’m saying.  I need you to know 
who I am.  If the one you’re loving is but a creation, your perfect creation, you 
aren’t loving me.  I’ve shown you a Catherine you had never met.  Would not ever 
want to encounter.  Can you forgive her?  Love her?” 

She stood very still within his hold for just a moment before he drew her into a 
warm embrace and spoke, “I love you.  I love the you I know you are.” 

She laughed a tiny, half pained, mostly grateful sound.   

“And I know you more intimately in this moment than before I brought us to this.  
Thank you for the gift that is you.  For showing me more of your beautiful heart.  I 
love you better in this moment, Vincent.”  She sighed and said, “Let’s walk.  
Somewhere private?  Is there a way to the Falls or to the Mirror Pool …” 

“One less traveled, you mean?”  She could tell he was smiling.  “Yes, I know a 
longer way to the Falls but we’ll need a lantern.”   

He took half a step back to look a question at her. 

“Fine.  I can do longer and dark … if you’re with me, Vincent.” 

“I’ll be with you.  I am always with you.” 

“And together we are stronger than we could ever be alone.” 

“Yes.  We share strengths in our love.”   

Taking her hand he walked them to a corner table to retrieve a lantern and lit it, 
pulled a quilt from his bed and draped it over his arm, still holding her hand.  

“Ready?” 

“Ready?”  She repeated and took a moment to consider.  “Yes, I’m ready.” 

“Catherine, if the journey frightens you …” 

“No.” She smiled at him.  “It’s what will come when we’ve arrived.” 

He set the lantern down, wrapped the quilt around her shoulders and held her at 
arms’ length.  He’d once been able to feel her feelings and he missed that, but 
looking into her gray eyes in this moment he knew what he would have felt.  



“Truth, Catherine, is our friend.  Our salvation.  We will share truth and be glad.  
Together.” 

She dropped her eyes for a long moment, then took a breath to tell him, “Of 
course.”  Staring up at him she said, “You know, I’d almost forgotten the 
goodness, the honesty, the serenity we know in one another.  Almost lost it in my 
anger and impatience and selfishness.” 

“Hush.  There is no such thing, Catherine, as ever forgetting … us … all that is … us. 
We are forever.  Come now.” 

The walk allowed them time to think private thoughts.  He never relinquished her 
hand and that was gift to both. 

“I’ve missed you with all my heart, Vincent.” 

He drew them to a stop.  The way was quiet, dark but for the light of the lantern 
that he held up to better see her face. 

“That time is over.  We learn from pain endured, don’t you think?  And grow?” 

She smoothed her palm on his bristled cheek. 

“I don’t know yet all that I may have learned.” 

“Then we will make interesting discoveries together.  It’s only important to know 
one another and in knowing to love better.” 

She reached to kiss him.  Not thinking.  Not planning.  Just wanting.   

And he came forward so that their lips met and moved and tasted. 

Moving apart, “I love you” was pledged in unison and they smiled at that. 

“I’ve wanted to kiss you, Vincent, for … years.” 

He looked at her.  Remembering. 

“You did.  Once.” 

“But it wasn’t a real kiss, not like the one we’ve just shared.” 

“No,” he said.  “I liked this one much, much better.” 



She laughed.  Hugged him as tightly as she could.  Drew back and they kissed 
again.   

Foreheads touching, breathing ragged breaths, she was first to speak, admitting, 
“We’re never going to get there at this rate.” 

“Must we ‘get there’?  Here is working out just fine.” 

Unconsciously copying his endearing habit to encourage confidences, she tilted 
her head and said, “Let’s sit then and tell our truths.  Okay?” 

He stole a brief kiss, set the lantern on a ledge, removed his cloak and spread it on 
the ground at the foot of a jagged wall. 

She offered the quilt but he shook his head.   

“You’re going to feel the chill now that we’re no longer walking.” 

“I’ll share it with you then.  You may have to sit closer.” 

He smiled and put an arm over her shoulders.  She took his free hand and held it 
between hers. 

They sat in the silence for a while.  She’d rested her head against him, closed her 
eyes. 

“Would you have come to me, Vincent?” 

“You’re asking if I’ve realized … realized I cannot live without you nor live with you 
as we have been?” 

“What?” Shock moved her to look up at him.  

“It’s not life,” he said.  “It’s a dreadful, false, grinding existence.  I grieved as 
though … but there was hope.  And I knew that if I could find my way through all 
my misgivings, I could have … everything.  You did say you’d wait, after all.”  He 
kissed her cheek.  “Though I regret making you wait so long and I admit I don’t 
know how much longer I’d have kept you waiting.  But you’ve come for me, 
Catherine, bringing your light.  The light you’ve always been for me.  Before this … 
happened … I refused to see the path I can walk with you.” 

She turned away from him.   



“Are you sure you understand all I said earlier – I forgot to put you first, Vincent. I 
forgot to love and trust and believe in you.” 

“And see where it has brought us,” he soothed.  Tried.  Unsuccessfully, he feared. 

“But how could I let that happen?  It frightens me to know myself capable of 
hurting you, the one I love.” 

He tilted her face to his and kissed her tear streaked cheeks, her chin, her lips. 

“Love forgives all things, St. Paul taught, and you and I, we have the purest, 
deepest, most … divinely inspired love I can imagine.  We will always forgive one 
another.  Before being asked.  And even when not asked.” He smiled and then 
kissed her again.  “You have returned to me time after time when I’ve been selfish 
and sent you away, returned with never a word, a sign of reproach for the wrong 
I’d done in rejecting your love.  You forgave though I never apologized, Catherine.  
I do now.” 

“I never stopped hoping. Vincent, I do believe in us, in what we can be and in the 
life we can have.” 

He hugged her close. 

“Can we promise one another to never be apart again?” 

Instead of answering he asked, “Catherine?” 

“Yes?” 

“Will you marry me?” 

She jerked away from him so abruptly that his elbow hit the stone wall and his 
quiet ‘ouch’ brought her to her knees before him. 

“What’s wrong?” 

He cupped the painful spot with his other hand. 

“Nothing. I banged my …” 

“Vincent, I hurt you when I jumped.  I didn’t …” 

“It’s okay and it will feel better when you give me your answer.”  He grimaced. “At 
least I hope it will.” 



 “Vincent, did you ask me to be your wife?” 

“I did.” 

“Really?”  She covered her mouth with her hand, shocked. 

“Catherine, shall I say it again?  Please, will you make me whole?  Join with me?” 

Her hand slipped down to lay over her heart and she grew very solemn. “Yes.  If 
it’s what you’re sure you want.” 

“What I … but don’t you want it too?” 

Now she was standing, urging him up.   

“Is your elbow better?” 

“I’m not sure.  Catherine, you must want this.” 

She laughed.  

“Oh, my love, I do.  I do want to name you husband.  More than anything!” 

He pulled her to himself and spoke near her ear. 

“Thank you,” he breathed in relief and joy.  “Know that I have always been yours.  
Come live Below to share all that I have and I will live Above with you and in that 
way we will make a new, fulfilling life for us.  We can do this, Catherine.” 

“Together we can do almost anything.” 

“Almost?” 

She chuckled, “We don’t know what our limits may be.  Yet.” 

“And when we do, we will find a way to move beyond them.” 

She grinned at him. 

“I love you, Vincent.” 

”And do you know how much I love you, Catherine?  Beyond feeling and telling, 
I’m afraid.” 

“Love beyond feeling is Divine gift, isn’t it?  And as for ways to tell our love for 
each other… we will learn them.  Never fear.” 



He laughed.  Held her tighter. “I love you.  I love you.” 

 

They sealed their pledge many times on the way back to share the wonderful 
news with all the Tunnel family. 

 

for you, my Hank, forever my love 

 

  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 


