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It had been a perfect night for a concert. The sky was clear and a comforting, soft breeze
fanned the audience and, unlike the night before, the wrath of the summer storms were nowhere to
be seen. As if it had been ordered for the evening’s performance, the moon shown down onto the
park, adding its own spotlight to the set pieces assembled for the theme of that night.

The Chandler family sat in their usual spot five rows from the bandshell. Charles had been
bringing them to concerts here since the 1962 season. Catherine, their high energy six year old
daughter, always looked forward to it. It was one of the rare occasions when she would actually sit still
and give her undivided attention to anything.  The joy of watching his daughter hearing live music in
the park reminded Charles of the thrill and novelty he felt seeing a drive-in movie for the first time.

The music cascaded into the tunnel from the storm grate above just as rain had the night
before. There, hidden out of sight, sat three more concert goers. On a blanket with his back to the wall
sat a man wearing a haphazard outfit of this and that and sporting a beard that had not seen a proper
barber in several years. Seated on his lap and reclining against him with his head under the man’s chin,
was his seven year old son, who looked up transfixed at the storm grate, in awe of the music that
seemed to magically come out of nowhere from all around them.

When the music would crescendo suddenly to the sounds of crashing symbols and kettle
drums , the boy’s eyes would go wide with delight and  his white, fangy smile would gleam in the
tunnel light, rendered slightly lopsided by one missing fang which had very recently become the
property of the Tooth Fairy. The only thing that could take his attention away from this was the ever
present annoyance of having to brush one of his many misbehaving golden locks of hair from his face.

The second boy sat beside the man, leaning back against him with his legs drawn up. He, too,
was enjoying the concert although his mind would occasionally wander to his favorite parts of
Treasure Island whenever the music would remind him of them.

With a long round of thunderous applause, the concert came to a close. Down below the
audience, the three who had been listening in, joined them in clapping.

“Well, boys, I think it’s just about time for you two to be in bed, and this time no talking into
the wee hours of the night, hmm?”  he said with a slight chuckle of an experienced parent making a
plea they knew was doomed to failure.

“We were discussing literature!”

“No, Devin, you were reading Spider-man comics to your brother again. “

“See? I told you you were talking too loud.”

“I was not! Your ears are just too sensitive is all. ”

“Boys…boys, please. All of Manhattan does not need to hear of your adventures in late night
reading. Now, let’s get going.”



The trio gathered up their things and began to walk down the tunnel. Turning right they
followed the fork that would take them to the center of the park and the long walk down. Shortly after
they  began their long trek, Father suddenly discovered he had misplaced his glasses. “ Oh good
heavens, they’ve gone missing again! I should have fixed that hole in my pocket weeks ago.” With a
sigh of resignation he addressed his two occasionally mischievous  companions.” I want both of you to
stay right here while I retrieve my glasses… yet again.”   While his boys stood there talking  of this and
that, Vincent's ears caught the sound of something clattering through a grate and hitting the metal
leaf catch at its base.

“OH NO, my bracelet!” A young girl’s cry resounded from above them, echoing down the
tunnel.

In the low light, Vincent could still see the glint of something at the bottom of the grate. He
broke from Devin’s side and ran to see  what it was . There, hanging from the lower grate was a small,
gold bracelet.

“What’s the matter, princess?” a man’s voice said from above.

“My bracelet came off, I can’t find it!” the little girl said, sounding on the verge of tears.

“Devin, come here!”

“What?”

“I need you to lift me up to the storm grate.”

“Why?”

“That little girl lost her bracelet. I know where it is. I want to give it back to her.”

“That’s dumb!”

“No it’s not! It’s important to her and I can reach it if you help me!” He frowned at Devin’s
reluctance  and then, with the brilliant logic of a child,  used his big brother’s newest passion against
him. “Spider-man would help me.”

“Yeah? Well, he ain’t here. Lucky for you I am. If you weren’t my brother I would so not be
doing this.” Devin grumbled, as he hefted his little brother up onto his shoulders and aimed for the
storm drain.

“I don’t see it anywhere, Catherine, ” a woman’s voice came down a moment or two later.

The young boy reached out with his hand and managed to hook the bracelet with his claw.
When it  came free from the grate, he grabbed it tightly to keep it from falling any farther. With it now
safe in his grasp, he raised himself up as high as he could and carefully slipped it up through the grate.
When it was safely through the opening, he gave it a gentle flick with his with his finger , sending it
back into view of the world above.

Catherine was about to give up her search when she thought she heard a soft, hoarse voice
calling her name from below the seats. When she looked down, there , to her amazement, was her
bracelet.

“There it is!”

By then the two boys were doing their best to stand flat against the wall, should someone
look down.



“ I found it!” she announced to her parents, and as they left she turned to look back to the
spot that she was certain the voice had come from. “Thank you!”

Over the noise of other conversations and the shuffling of feet, she never heard her unseen
benefactor’s reply. ”You’re welcome, Catherine.”

“Let’s go Fuzz-butt, before the old man has to come looking for us.”

Epilogue:

Many concert seasons had come and gone since that night. Devin had mysteriously vanished
from his life and Father found it harder to climb that far above, but Vincent still attended concerts
regularly.

He never understood what it was about that moment from his childhood that lingered with
him all these years later. From that night on, every now and again while he listened to music there in
the storm drain, there were times when he thought he felt the little girl who had dropped her bracelet
all those years ago was above him in the audience once more. He would dismiss the thought as
quickly as it came, telling himself that it was nothing more than his imagination playing tricks on him.


