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“Vincent, please …”  
 
She'd taken both his hands, as on that first night. 
He remembered that he’d hesitated then. 
Unbelieving.   
Desperate to believe.   
She’d wanted him to stay.   
And he had.   
 
She wanted him to stay tonight. 
He could remain.  Listen. Be persuaded.  
He wanted that.     
Needed … oh, how great was his need of her. 
 
Instead he slipped from her grasp. 
 
But she was tenacious.  Determined. 
 
“If you leave me tonight …”   
He saw it in her eyes but was terrified to name it.  
Turned from it. 
And realized he spent too much of his energy fighting the terror standing at his 
back.   
Face your fears.   
He’d preached that.   
 
She watched the struggle, saw him win the battle with himself in heaving 
shoulders.  
She prayed her thanks.   
Before he turned back to her she prayed again.  For wisdom and patience to swell 
anew from the depths of her great love for this man. 
 
“Come to the fire.  Sit with me ...”   
 



The words, a velvet cord, drew him as easily as her hand in his.   
Not as warming.   
And he was cold to his core.   
Perhaps the small logs burning faithfully throughout their evening would help. 
 
She left him to reheat the hot chocolate they had barely tasted before … it … 
happened. 
 
He received the mug with a stiff nod of thanks.   
She knew not to expect more.   
This would be difficult.   
Let it rest a while, she thought, sitting beside but not touching him. 
 
Outside the wind howled and rain crashed in waves against the French doors.  A 
nor’easter, the forecast had read, that would spend itself during the nighttime 
hours.   
 
She sighed.   
He could spend the night on the pull-out couch.  And tomorrow, well, tomorrow 
would be a new day, wouldn’t it?   
 
“I’m sorry, Catherine.” 
 
He was looking at her, speaking, and she hadn’t even realized it, lost in thoughts of 
him asleep in her living room.  But the words registered and she was grateful for 
them. 
 
“Not your fault.  It’s a dilemma, I guess you could say, that lots of couples might 
face when one party is better off than the other and wishes to share her good 
fortune with the one she loves.  I’ve not known too many men who would object.  I 
used to attract the fortune hunter type mostly.”   
 
She’d been watching his face and smiled as he agreed with downcast eyes. 
 
“Then I’m sorry for that as well, Catherine.  If you’d met a truly good man …” 
 
“But I did.  Once.” 
 
She’d startled him into glancing up, half jealous already and half curious.  Her 
warm grin told him he’d no need of either emotion. 



 
He reached across the small space she’d deliberately left between them.  She took 
his outstretched hand and moved closer.   
 
“It’s not the end of everything, Vincent.  Only a common problem.” She took a 
breath and continued, “Imagine that, we actually have an ordinary-people-
discussion about to begin.  Who’d have thought such a thing could ever happen to 
us.” 
 
He chuckled.  Grew serious.  “I am sorry for over-reacting. Again.” 
 
“My Samhain plans were a bit ‘out there’.  I’m sorry for not considering how 
they’d appear.  I can be insensitive.” 
 
“No, you can’t.  And the thought of seeing a Broadway play, like ‘ordinary 
people’, is a gift, Catherine.  I am so very grateful for you.  For all the ways you 
seek to brighten my life.  Please know that.” 
 
“Yes, well, I should have been less creative and more sensitive.” 
 
“You have the desire, the need to give to me, to everyone whose life touches yours.  
I admire that.  I love that in you.” 
 
Her breath caught.  He loves that in me.  Words that ignited a new courage and she 
spoke her heart, right then, allowing no considering thoughts to edit the words. 
 
“I want, have to give everything to you, Vincent, because I love you.” 
 
He confessed with strength in each word, “As I love you.” 
 
“We don’t say the words often enough, do we?” 
 
He looked into the flames.  “It seems a cruelty, Catherine.” 
 
“No.  Never that.  Hearing you say it gives me such joy, such confidence in what’s 
to come.  Faith in us, Vincent.  Us.” 
 
He squeezed her closer but did not speak. 
 
They watched the flames in an uncomfortable silence.   



 
“Tell me your thoughts.” 
 
“What, no offered penny?” 
 
She smiled.  “Oh, you’d be surprised at the value I would place on them.  I’m quite 
rich, you know, and could pay whatever you ask.” 
 
He looked at her and reached to feel her shining hair silk its way through his long 
fingers.  “We’re back to our ‘ordinary-people’ discussion then?” 
 
“Yes.  What tonight has proven, once more and forever, is that I’ve not hitched my 
star to a gold digger, but rather to a man of principle.  So be it.  However, I must be 
excused if on occasion I am driven by a need to share my blessings … a little.  Can 
you tolerate that, Vincent?” 
 
He did not answer. 
 
“You know my heart.  You know my intentions.  Can you not simply indulge me 
in this?”  She paused.  “I’m willing to listen to your thoughts, but you must say 
them aloud.” 
 
She could feel love radiating from him. 
 
“I would indulge you,” he smiled at her word, “in all things, Catherine, but tonight 
I … I forgot how … how that very indulgence could be my gift to you.  It may be 
that it is all …” 
 
She stiffened and rose to stand before him.   
No staring into the fire this time.   
He was going to see the words on her lips and hear them from her heart. 
 
“You give me everything.  Everything, Vincent.  Your love fills my soul.  I have 
no … empty places … because of you.  And I’ve known such emptiness before 
you found me.  The play and dinner at the Marriott … perhaps a nice moment. 
Such a little thing compared to all the moments I live, live so fully because you 
love me.  Keep giving me the everything that is you, your love, and let me play at 
planning the trivial gifts my money can provide us.  You feel, you know how 
happy giving makes me and even if you were not able to feel it in me you know it 
in your own generous heart.”   



 
She stopped to breathe. 
 
“You haven’t blinked.” 
 
“What?” 
 
He held out his hands to her. “Come to me, my love.” 
 
She let herself be drawn forward and knelt between his knees.   
 
“I’m blinking now, but not to hold back tears, Vincent.  You know I meant every 
word folded into one emotion only … love.” 
 
“Yes, I know it.  From the beginning you’d wisely left space for us to indulge one 
another.  I didn’t see it.  I may have ignored it.  Forgive me, Catherine.”   
 
She threw her arms around his middle, pressed a kiss where his heart beat for her, 
then looked up into the sky blue eyes that smiled.  
 
“Then we’re good with this?  Gifts of self in whatever form they may assume?” 
 
“Yes …” 
 
“I sense a but …” 
 
“No.  No but.  Gifts of self in whatever form the giver chooses.  To be accepted 
with gratitude and love.  Every time.” 
 
“Phew, that’s quite the declaration.  Just remember the space, okay, and speak to 
me from there should I get carried away. I may have a tendency ...” 
 
“Not you,” he teased.  
 
“I love you so much, Vincent.” 
 
“Good thing because I love you, Catherine.” 
 



She stood and pulled on his hands to lead him to where the glass doors were awash 
in rain.  They stood, she leaning back against him, his arms around her, watching 
the storm rage. 
 
“Want to stay tonight?  We can open the sofa bed and you can sleep with the fire 
for company.”  It surprised Catherine when a little devil she didn’t know opined 
softly in her voice, “Not as good as having me for company …” 
 
He leaned down and kissed her cheek.   
 
“Not nearly as good.  And what happens when the logs burn to ash?  It’ll get 
awfully lonely.” 
 
She pulled away, turned to him.   
 
“Gifts of self in whatever way the giver chooses,” he whispered. 
 
“Vin … Vincent,” she stuttered, “you’re … you want to stay … be … with me?  
Tonight?  Now?” 
 
He found her lips with his. 
   
The fireplace did grow dark later. 
There was no one to see it.   
 
 
there’s darkness until you come, Hank 

 
 
 
 
 
 


