
Making Love Out of Nothing at All 

Vincent stood on the balcony and looked out at the city. He looked through the 

French doors and saw the darkness. No movement was there. Nothing to indicate 

that she was home. Of course, she was not home. She was gone. He put his hands 

on the wall and put his head down. He was a fool. Years of training had made it, 

so he was not capable of bearing his feelings to anyone. The fear that the beast 

would surface. Father had taught him well.  

Yesterday, he left her crying at the gate. He felt her tears as he walked away. But 

he had to let her go. He was not what she needed. He was a fool. He needed her. 

She was the only person who could look into his very soul and see the true 

Vincent. He kept that person well under wraps.  

Last night, she had come to tell him that she was offered another job in another 

city, a good job. He told her that she must go, she must do. He knew what she 

needed, but he was not capable of giving her what she needed. He looked at his 

hands. These hands were not made to give love. But she told him that they were 

her hands. 

His tears fell openly. How was he going to live without her? She was his very soul. 

He looked up at the stars. Oh, my Catherine, I really want to tell you I am sorry. I 

should have never let you go. If only he had another chance. He would beg her to 

stay with him. He would tell her the words she longed to hear. He would shout to 

the stars. Tell everyone that he loved her.  

 

Catherine sat in the airport and waited for her plane. She lowered her head. Her 

hair hid her tears. An older woman sat next to her. The woman looked at her. She 

slowly raised her head to look at the lady. There was something vaguely familiar 

about her.  

“Do I know you?” 

“You know of me, to know me, no you do not.” 

 

 



Catherine looked at the woman puzzled. She felt a sense of aloneness about the 

woman. The woman was impeccably dressed. She had fine lines in her face. Her 

hair had strands of gray through the golden brown. Her steel green eyes cast a 

sad shadow. The woman took her hand. 

“You look like you just lost your best friend.” 

“I did kind of.” 

“So, fix it. It is easy. Go undo what you have done. Did you leave someone?” 

“Yes, someone I love, but he does not love me.” 

“Or he does not know how to tell you that he does.” 

The woman stood up. 

“Come with me, I have something to show you.” 

Catherine slowly rose and touched the lady’s hand. Suddenly, she was no longer 

at the airport. She was in a room. Two little children were sitting on the floor 

coloring. 

The boy was older and he was handing his little sister colors. The little girl looked 

up at her brother with love. Catherine looked in her face. She looked a little like 

Vincent except she had smooth skin. She had tawny brown blond hair. She smiled 

at her brother. 

“Jake, when is Mommy coming home?” 

“She will be home soon, Ellie. You know she always comes home at the same time 

each day.” 

Jake handed her a blue crayon.  

“Color the sky this color, Ellie.” 

“I am going to make the sun big, Big so Daddy can see it.” 

“Okay.” 

Just then, Vincent came into the room. 



“Jacob, Eleanor, it is time to go wash up, Mommy will be home soon, and we can 

go below to have dinner with Grandfather.” 

 

Eleanor jumped up and ran to her father. He swooped her up into his arms. He 

kissed her cheek. 

“I love you, Eleanor. Now let us get ready before Mommy gets home.” 

The room began to fade. Catherine was again in a strange room. It was dark. She 

watched as an older version of herself walked around lighting candles. The older 

Catherine went to the stereo and turned on the soft music. She sat in the chair 

and lowered her head.  

“Where are the children?” 

“There are no children, Catherine, only you. This is the road you chose. You are in 

Providence.   There are no children, you are alone. You have no friends because 

you have chosen to be alone.” 

“Why do I not have friends?” 

The room fades. They are in the tunnels. Father is sitting at his desk. He is writing. 

An older Jamie walks in. 

“Father it is time. We are ready.” 

Father slowly rises. He walks toward the door. Jamie puts her arms around the old 

man. 

“I miss him. Who will beat me at chess now?” 

“I will Father. Do not be sad.” 

“Why not, he was sad, too sad to continue to live.” 

Catherine put her hand to her mouth. Her Vincent could not be dead. No, she 

could not allow it. The lady took her hand, and they were suddenly in Vincent’s 

chamber. Vincent was lying on his bed. He was dressed in his best outfit. His 

hands were folded over his chest. He had a single red rose in his hands. Catherine 

looked at the woman, tears in her eyes.  



“How can I fix this. I do not want this. Help me. I love him.” 

“Remember that love.” 

 

Catherine opened her eyes, she was back in the airport. She jumped up. She ran 

out of the airport and hailed a cab. She was dropped off at the nearest entrance 

to Central Park. She ran to the tunnel. Just as she got to the tunnel opening, she 

saw him standing there. She ran into his arms. 

“Oh Vincent, nothing matters, I love you.” 

“Nothing matters.” He replied as he embraced her. 


