
Beauty and the Beast   Canon Dialog: Vincent's and Catherine's Relationship

Seasons One & Two

Here are scenes which tell about the momentum in the relationship between Vincent 
and Catherine. I have noticed that the characters frequently say things without using 
explicit or direct phrasing. These are moments I feel reveal insights into the lovers and 
their love. I selected dialogue which seemed to me to illuminate some facet of why 
Vincent and Catherine behave the way they do toward each other, and also what kinds of
boundaries define their relationship, what kinds of problems they encounter, and the 
various solutions they employ. 

~ Zara
~*~ ~*~ ~*~

Season 1

“Once Upon a Time in the City of New York”

VINCENT: I've never regretted what I am. Until now.
CATHERINE: How? How did this happen to you?
VINCENT: I don’t know how. I have ideas. I’ll never know. I was born. And I survived. 

It's time for you to go back.
CATHERINE: Tell me it’s a nightmare. That it didn’t happen, that it can’t be.
VINCENT: It’s not a nightmare. It happened. And you’re alive. Catherine, you survived. 

And what you endured will make you stronger and better.
CATHERINE: I don’t have your strength. I don’t know how to do it.
VINCENT: You have the strength Catherine. You do. I know you.
CATHERINE: [wordlessly pushes back Vincent's hood, uncovering his head]
VINCENT: It’s time.

…
CATHERINE: Vincent, your secret is safe with me. I would never betray your trust.
VINCENT: I know. I knew that from the beginning, when you trusted me.
VINCENT and CATHERINE: [a shared, hesitant, yet very emotional embrace]
CATHERINE: What can I say to you?

…
FATHER: She can only bring you unhappiness.
VINCENT: Then I’ll be unhappy...but I can’t forget her. We’re still connected. I can feel 

what she’s feeling. I know what she’s thinking...when she’s frightened, when she’s
happy or sad.

FATHER: Vincent, your senses...your empathic powers are quite extraordinary. It’s your
gift. And these powers have been heightened by the concern, the love that you 
feel. But don’t let your act of kindness destroy you.

VINCENT: Maybe I have no choice.
…

CATHERINE: Vincent!
VINCENT: I didn’t mean to frighten you. I’m sorry.
CATHERINE: No! No, I’m so glad to see you.
VINCENT: Your face...
CATHERINE: They fixed it.



VINCENT: Yes.
CATHERINE: Come inside.
VINCENT: No. I have to go now.
CATHERINE: No! Not yet.
VINCENT: I should never have come here.
CATHERINE: Vincent! I’m glad you did. Come here, sit down...
VINCENT: I came here because I wanted to see that you were well...and because I 

wanted to see you...one last time.
CATHERINE: I’ll never see you again?
VINCENT: I’ve seen your world. There’s no place for me in it. I know what I am. Your 

world is filled with frightened people. And I remind them of what they’re most 
afraid of.

CATHERINE: Their own ignorance.
VINCENT: Their aloneness.
CATHERINE: Yes.
VINCENT: So now I have to begin to forget.
CATHERINE: Forget me?
VINCENT: No. I’ll never forget you. But I must forget the dream of being part of you. 

Find someone Catherine, to be part of. Be happy. Goodbye.
CATHERINE: No! Not yet! There’s still time, it’s still dark. Don’t leave.

…
CATHERINE: I owe you everything. Everything.
VINCENT: You owe me nothing. I’m part of you, Catherine. Just as you’re part of me. 

Wherever you go, wherever I am, I’m with you. Goodbye.
CATHERINE: For now.

***
“A Children's Story”

CATHERINE: Vincent!
VINCENT: Are you well?
CATHERINE: Yes. I’ve missed you so much. Are you well? I hadn’t heard from you. 

Something’s wrong. What is it?
VINCENT: When I see you Catherine, I’m filled with a happiness sweeter than anything 

I’ve ever known. And at the same time, I'm reminded of a life that can never be, 
and I feel great pain.

CATHERINE: I know. So do I. Vincent. What will we do?
VINCENT: The only thing we can do. Endure the pain and savor every moment of the 

joy.
***

“Siege”

VINCENT: Good. You have a generous heart, Catherine.
CATHERINE: Something I learned from you.
VINCENT: No. It can’t be taught. It’s from the soul. And you have so much to give.
CATHERINE: It’s all still very new. Sometimes I wonder how all those little pieces will 

ever fit together again.
VINCENT: Follow your heart, Catherine. Follow your heart. You must.

…
FATHER: Vincent, what weighs so heavy? Hmm? Please, tell me.
VINCENT: She met a man. She’s falling in love.



FATHER: Let her. Let her fall in love, Vincent.
VINCENT: My mind tells me to rejoice for her, that she deserves the happiness. But my 

heart...is dying. I’m poisoned by feelings I’ve never felt before. Father...it hurts.
FATHER: I’ve always dreaded this moment for you. And I suppose I’ve always known it 

would come. The day when your heart would lead you to long for a life that can 
never be, Vincent.

VINCENT: Yes, a life that can never be.
…

CATHERINE: Vincent, I don’t want to cause you any pain.
VINCENT: Don’t struggle, Catherine. There is no need.
CATHERINE: No need! Why?
VINCENT: Because we know, we always knew that this bond between us was only a 

dream we shared.
CATHERINE: A dream? No, Vincent, our bond is the most real thing I’ve ever known. 

More than anything in my life.
VINCENT: Do you love this man?
CATHERINE: I don’t know. But if I do, it won’t change anything. I won’t let it.
VINCENT: Someday...someone will come, and you’ll live another life. And dream 

another dream.
CATHERINE: I don’t want to lose you, Vincent.

***
 “Terrible Savior”

CATHERINE: I had to come. I had to see you. I was afraid.
VINCENT: I know.
CATHERINE: You didn't come. I called. I banged on the pipes! But you never came.
VINCENT: I could feel your fear, Catherine. Even now...I frighten you.
CATHERINE: You taught me to face my fears always, Vincent. Tell me...
VINCENT: What shall I tell you? That I am not this shadow, this man-monster that you 

hunt? Must you hear the words before you trust? Hear them, then. It is not me. 
Catherine, I would never hurt you.

CATHERINE: No, Vincent, no! I’m sorry. I didn't mean...
VINCENT: To pull away? I know. I know your heart, Catherine, but sometimes the 

words that are not spoken are the truest words of all...however much they hurt.
CATHERINE: What are you saying?
VINCENT: We both know what these hands can do, have done. Catherine, if your heart 

does not trust, then no words I speak would help. It's time for you to go home.
…

CATHERINE: I thought I might never see you again.
VINCENT: You have enough fear in your world. I could never bring you more.
CATHERINE: Vincent, forgive me for doubting you.
VINCENT: Catherine, you were right to be afraid.
CATHERINE: My heart knows how gentle you are.
VINCENT: Even the gentlest man has a demon locked inside of him.
CATHERINE: Not you. Not a demon.

***
“No Way Down”

VINCENT: Catherine.
CATHERINE: Vincent! You scared me.



VINCENT: You were right to be afraid. This is a dangerous place. I sensed your fear.
CATHERINE: I’m supposed to meet a witness. He set the time and place.
VINCENT: Can you trust him?
CATHERINE: It’s worth the gamble.
VINCENT: Sometimes your fear can keep you alive. You should listen to it more often. 

I’ll come with you.
CATHERINE: No, I have to go alone. I gave my word.
VINCENT: Know that I’ll be near.

…
CATHERINE: He was with me.
FATHER: I have warned him, pleaded with him, and now this! If he’s caught Above...
CATHERINE: I care for him! More than anything in my life!
FATHER: Your...relationship...with my son...is a tragic mistake...for both of you.
CATHERINE: Help me! I promise you, I will find him. I need your help.

…
ISAAC: Friends do for each other that’s what it’s about. Now, what can you tell me about

this friend of yours?
CATHERINE: He’s very special to me, Isaac. I know this is strange, but I can’t give you 

more than that.
ISAAC: Well, you can trust me.
CATHERINE: I know I can trust you; I just can’t explain.
ISAAC: Then don’t. He’s your friend that’s enough.

…
ISAAC: Come on. Well, at least he ain’t dead, that’s something.
CATHERINE: He’s hurt Isaac, I know it. He’s hurt and he’s alone.
ISAAC: Well, we’ll just keep looking till we get to him.
CATHERINE: We’ve got to.
ISAAC: I know I’m not going to ask you any questions, all right. But if there’s anything 

you can tell me about this guy...
CATHERINE: Isaac, I can’t. I would tell you if I could.
ISAAC: Okay. Hey, it’s cool.
CATHERINE: His name is Vincent.
ISAAC: Vincent.
CATHERINE: I owe him my life.
ISAAC: Come on. If he’s out there we are gonna find him.

…
CATHERINE: So close.
ISAAC: Near as anybody can figure, it all started when this guy tried to climb down this 

drainage grate.
CATHERINE: He’s not dead. I would feel it if he were.
ISAAC: Judging from the skid marks, they were doing at least fifty, and this guy still gets

up and runs off.
CATHERINE: He’s out there somewhere...somewhere close.
ISAAC: Yeah, and so are the Silks.

…
CATHERINE: No questions, Isaac. Thank you for everything. Leave us now. 
VINCENT: Catherine?
CATHERINE: I have to take him home. I’m here.  
VINCENT: I knew you were close by.
CATHERINE: I was never giving up.



***
“The Beast Within”

VINCENT: Death almost took you. I felt it.
CATHERINE: It came close. 
VINCENT: Catherine, you’re in grave danger.
CATHERINE: I know.
VINCENT: Go no further with this.
CATHERINE: What? What are you saying?
VINCENT: Stop. You must.
CATHERINE: I can’t! I have to see this through.
VINCENT: If I ever lost you...
CATHERINE: Vincent, you’re the one who taught me to face my fear and to find 

courage. I can’t pull back now! It would compromise everything! Me, the case, 
even what you think of me. I have a chance to bring down the men responsible for
all of this. I have to.

VINCENT: A life without you...would be unbearable. Take great care.
…

VINCENT: Don't die, Catherine. If you die, so do I.
…

CATHERINE: I had a dream about you.
VINCENT: About me?
CATHERINE: We were walking down Fifth Avenue. The sky was blue...
VINCENT: And then?
CATHERINE: Then...you bought me ice cream. No one looked twice.

***
“Masques”

FATHER: You’re still determined to go, are you? I wish you’d reconsider.
VINCENT: Father, surely on this night of all nights I can walk among them in safety.
FATHER: Safety? Vincent, there is no safety up there! For you or anyone else.
VINCENT: Well...sometimes we must leave our safe places, Father, and walk empty-

handed among our enemies.
FATHER: Those are Brigit O’Donnell’s words.
VINCENT: Those are true words. Words that have opened doors for me. Let some light 

in on the dark places. You know what she’s meant to me.
FATHER: I do, and I also know there’s a danger of confusing the magic with the 

magician. Sometimes the person is smaller than the work, weaker, more 
frightened, more human. And I don’t want to see you hurt, disappointed.

VINCENT: She will not disappoint me. Our lives are very different and yet I’m sure we’ll 
understand each other. I will not lose this opportunity. I must see her, talk to her.

FATHER: Well, go on then if you’re set on it. Obviously, there’s nothing I can do to stop 
you. Vincent. Be careful.

VINCENT: [kisses Father] Don’t worry.
…

BRIGIT: I’m beholden to you, Vincent. You cannot know what this means to me. Or 
perhaps you can at that. Will you be telling me of her then?

VINCENT: Of who?
BRIGIT: Your lady. The one who's breaking your heart. Ah, you didn’t come to me just 

to say you liked me books. Something about Ian and me struck close to home.



VINCENT: She brings me such joy and such pain as I have never known. I have no place 
in her world, she has none in mine. Our bond endangers everything: people I 
love, secrets I’m sworn to keep, beliefs I’ve lived by.

BRIGIT: Aye, that sounds like Ian and me, sure enough. They don’t understand do they?
Father raged.

VINCENT: Yet you went on in spite of everything.
BRIGIT: Oh yes, we went on, until he died for it. Are you asking me for counsel, then? 

Forget you ever knew her and you’ll both be happier.
VINCENT: You wrote that the price of your love had been high, but that you would pay 

it willingly until the end of your days, that you would change nothing, regret 
nothing.

BRIGIT: That’s damned unfair of you, you know, quoting me own words back at me 
again after I gave you all that good advice. The brain tells you all the sensible 
things to do, but the heart knows nothing about sense, and the heart is as 
stubborn as the Irish.

…
CATHERINE: Don’t leave! She told me that this is a special night, Samhain, when the 

walls...
VINCENT: When the walls between the worlds grow thin...and spirits of the underworld

walk the earth.
CATHERINE: Vincent, we can’t waste it.

…
VINCENT: I’ve lived here all my life, and yet it’s as though I’ve never seen this city until 

tonight.
CATHERINE: You’ve seen so much of the violence and hatred of my world. I wanted you

to know there’s beauty as well.
VINCENT: Oh, I know that. Ever since the night I found you, Catherine.
JOGGER: What the―! Geez! you gave me a real scare. Hey man, Halloween was 

yesterday.
VINCENT: I must go.

***
“Nor Iron Bars A Cage”

VINCENT: Providence is when...something is meant to be.
CATHERINE: I don’t know what’s meant to be. Vincent, I care about you so deeply, but 

a part of me is unhappy...and we both know why.
VINCENT: Well, then you don’t have any choice.
CATHERINE: But I do. That’s why I’m here.
VINCENT: You didn’t come this far, Catherine, to turn back now.
CATHERINE: I came this far because of you. I don’t want to leave you behind.
VINCENT: Beyond these tunnels, beyond this city, is a world of possibilities and 

wonders...and...and things calling out to be done. These things I could only 
dream about until you came into my life. Catherine, don’t you understand? You 
must go. You must see. You must do everything you were meant to do, for me, for 
both of us. And then, I can truly be with you. Always.

CATHERINE: There’s no other way?
VINCENT: No. Not for us.

…
HUGHES: Vincent. My name is Hughes. I have so many questions. You spoke the name 

Catherine. Who is Catherine?



VINCENT: She is everything. But she lives only in my heart.
CATHERINE: Is she like you? Another of your kind?
VINCENT: There is only me.

…
CATHERINE: Professor Hughes, I don’t know how to explain this to you. I don’t even 

pretend to understand it. But Vincent and I are connected. I know him, and I 
know that, whatever he is, he’s also the best part of what it means to be human. 
And if you take away his freedom, then you take away that very part that makes 
him most human!

***
“Song Of Orpheus”

VINCENT: Margaret said the last seven days were the happiest of her life.
CATHERINE: And how is Father?
VINCENT: Healing. Alone. Grateful.
CATHERINE: They truly loved each other.
VINCENT: Yes.
CATHERINE: It’s so sad, to have had a beginning and an end and all the time in the 

middle, empty.
VINCENT: They had seven days Catherine, seven days.

***
“Dark Spirit”

VINCENT: Catherine? Are you all right?
CATHERINE: I am now. Did you see what they did?
VINCENT: Who would have done this?
CATHERINE: I was investigating a man who belonged to a Voodoo cult. He died this 

afternoon but I’m sure it’s related. You can’t stay long. The police are on their 
way.

VINCENT: Whoever did this to you is trying to frighten you, to control you with fear.
CATHERINE: I’m not afraid.
VINCENT: Good.
CATHERINE: The drawing.
VINCENT: Yes.
CATHERINE: What do you think it means?
VINCENT: It’s a picture of what they're most afraid of. For them, it has power. You must

not surrender to it.
CATHERINE: I won’t.

…
VINCENT: Narcissa, I need your help, your knowledge.
NARCISSA: I am a crazy old woman. Hasn’t Father told you so? How can I help you?
VINCENT: I have a friend who is in danger. Her name is Catherine. She lives in the 

world Above. Men have broken into her home, shattered her mirrors, defaced her 
walls. She’s afraid it is the work of those who believe in Voodoo.

NARCISSA: The Bizango. La culte des morts. They have placed your friend under a 
curse.

VINCENT: There was a drawing on the wall.
NARCISSA: Drawing is Veve. It is used to summon the demon Baca, the great beast. The

devourer. No magic is as great as Baca’s. No magic is as evil.
VINCENT: But magic can only touch those who believe in its power.



NARCISSA: No! Magic is power! Power of the words! Of the powder. Of the fear that 
curls in the heart like a black worm. Watch your friend, Vincent. Guard her close. 
The way is dark before her.

…
CATHERINE: Look at my hands!
VINCENT: What is that?
CATHERINE: No! My shell.
VINCENT: Let me see the shell. You must let me help you.
CATHERINE: You’re doing this to me!
VINCENT: How? I could never hurt you!
CATHERINE: I don’t know you!
VINCENT: Catherine! It’s Vincent!
CATHERINE: You’re one of their demons. You are! You are! I saw the picture in my 

room! Stay away! Don’t come any closer!
VINCENT: Catherine! Catherine! You’re my life. Tell me what I can do.
CATHERINE: Don’t you ever come back.
VINCENT: I can’t...
CATHERINE: I hate you! I hate you! I hate you! I hate you.
VINCENT: Even in this terrible darkness, I’m with you. I’ll never leave you.
CATHERINE: You stay away!

…
NARCISSA: It’s the powder. The powder takes away the soul. The powder.
VINCENT: A drug?
NARCISSA: The shell opens the door. She clings to it. Believes in it. She will die, 

Vincent. She is already dead.
VINCENT: I must go to her.
NARCISSA: No! The evil one will take away your soul! He has great power.
VINCENT: He preys on weakness. He has no power.

***
“Shades of Gray”

MOUSE: Mouse. Who?
CATHERINE: My name is Catherine, I was looking for Vincent I...
MOUSE: Catherine? Vincent’s Catherine? Express route to the deepest chamber of all.

No place for a Topsider.
CATHERINE: I think Vincent might be in trouble.
MOUSE: Vincent takes care of himself. Shouldn’t have come.

…
VINCENT: Catherine is with them.
FATHER: Catherine?
VINCENT: I can feel that she’s near.
FATHER: How could she know?
VINCENT: She knew. She must have known. How? I don’t know. Our bond is stronger 

and deeper than either of us could begin to imagine.
FATHER: As if both your destinies were inextricably linked.
VINCENT: Yes.
FATHER: As if your hearts, in their search for union, would transcend time and space, 

circumvent the laws of physics and probability.
VINCENT: Yes.

…



VINCENT: Margaret.
FATHER: Yes. Margaret. So you see, Vincent, I too know of miracles. 
VINCENT: That’s a wonderful story.
FATHER: Well, I wanted you to hear it. Vincent, I understand more than you think. 
About your Catherine, about your bond.

…
VINCENT: Catherine.
CATHERINE: I’ve never been so frightened.
VINCENT: Your courage saved our lives.
CATHERINE: I felt like I was losing the best part of myself. I would have done anything.

It wasn’t courage Vincent, it was love.
***

“China Moon”

VINCENT: Why does it sometimes seem as though the world conspires to keep lovers 
apart?

CATHERINE: Or brings them together when it's impossible.
…

FATHER: They've found our hidden doors and secret passageways. Both groups have 
penetrated into the lower levels.

CATHERINE: Are you sure?
FATHER: Jamie saw them pass. We've been safe for so long. And now they bring their 

violence and their hatred to our very home.
VINCENT: They've given us no choice.
FATHER: None.
VINCENT: If I'm not back within the hour, you must flee.
CATHERINE: Come back to me, Vincent.

…
OFFICIENT: May you enter this marriage with love and respect for one another. May 

your years together be blessed by children. Your love is the sum of your being. It 
must be cherished until the end of your days, for love is truly the strongest of 
bonds. Yet for all its strengths, love is also delicate as a lotus flower, and requires 
care. Let your courage to love serve as an inspiration to all who climb the highest 
mountains and cross the great waters in love's name.

VINCENT: (Later) You looked so beautiful. For a moment, I allowed myself to dream.
CATHERINE: So did I.
VINCENT: They have a lifetime together. Our time together is always measured in 

minutes, seconds.
CATHERINE: Then we must learn to measure our lifetime in another way.
VINCENT: Yes.

***
“The Alchemist”

VINCENT: Catherine, since that night when I found you in the park, I've felt in you, time
and again, a need to confront your fear. As you did last night.

CATHERINE: Why are you telling me this?
VINCENT: I don't want what happened to you to cause you to take unnecessary risks.
CATHERINE: Vincent, they needed my help.
VINCENT: You survived once.



CATHERINE: And it's because I survived then that I'm doing this now. So that others
are spared.

…
CATHERINE: God, he needs me. I have to go to him.
FATHER: I can’t let you do that. I thought he needed me too, but all I did was frighten 

him.
CATHERINE: Well, I have to take that chance.
FATHER: He’ll strike at you. He’s not the Vincent we know. He could kill you.
CATHERINE: What did you think I’d do when you brought me here? Leave him alone 

like this? I have no choice.
…

CATHERINE: What is it, Vincent? What are you thinking?
VINCENT: How ashamed I am. That you saw me as I was. And how grateful I am that 

you were there. You saved my life, Catherine.
…

CATHERINE: Jimmy wouldn't compromise.
VINCENT: Beyond the sadness, his life had great meaning. Catherine, I understand why

you expose yourself to danger.
CATHERINE: Because there are some risks worth taking.
VINCENT: And there are some things worth risking everything for.

***
“Temptation”

VINCENT: Actually, I am in search of a gift.
FATHER: For Catherine?
VINCENT: Mm hm. It’s been a year since she first came into my life.
FATHER: I just shudder to think what the next year may bring. You know, Vincent, I 

used to rue the day that you two met.
VINCENT: I know.
FATHER: I never dreamed I'd one day look upon Catherine with a fondness. But I do.
VINCENT: It’s been a time, filled with things we never dreamed of. It’s been the most 

miraculous year of my life.
FATHER: You know you two share something quite extraordinary. Something that 

touches the best in all of us.
VINCENT: To hear those words coming from you, it must.
FATHER: You mean there's still hope even for an old man like me?
VINCENT: Always.

…
MOUSE: What's it like, Vincent, to have a love?
VINCENT: People have been searching for the words for centuries. I think for each 

person it must be something very different. For me, it was the beginning of a new 
life. And the end of my aloneness.

…
CATHERINE: It was a year ago, tonight.
VINCENT: How remarkable you are, remembering such a dark moment with dancing 

light.
CATHERINE: It's a time for celebration. I found hope again that night. I found you.

…
CATHERINE: My mother gave me this rose. She told me that whenever I got frightened,

to hold the rose and to think of her. And to know that wherever she was, she was 



thinking of me. It helped me to go to sleep. Until you came into my life, Vincent, 
I'd forgotten how it felt to know there was someone thinking of me. Someone who
knows who I am. Someone I'm connected to.

VINCENT: Every moment since that night, I'm reminded of what a gift life is.
***

“Promises of Someday”

DEVIN: Small world. So, you have a helper in the DA’s office.
VINCENT: Catherine is...more than a helper.
DEVIN: Things change, I guess.  So. The old man. Is he...?
VINCENT: Father is well.  Let me take you to him.

…
VINCENT: Father will not speak of it, although I can sense how troubled he is. And 

Devin...with all the places he’s been, all the lives he’s led, he still seems lost.
CATHERINE: Father's right, you know. Your friend is irresponsible. This charade of his 

may end up putting a monster back on the street to molest little girls.
VINCENT: Devin would never allow that to happen, I know him.
CATHERINE: You knew the boy he was many years ago.  You don’t know the man he’s 

grown into.
VINCENT: I know his heart.
CATHERINE: I’m sorry, Vincent. I can’t allow this to go on. There’s too much at stake.
VINCENT: We were gonna build a raft together. Huck and Jim on the Mississippi. I had 

other friends, others who grew up with me in the tunnels, but Devin...Devin was 
the only one who...was irresponsible enough...to dream dreams that included me.
Years after he left, I would still hear his voice in the Whispering Gallery, see his 
face reflected in the Mirror Pool, and when I would turn, he would be gone. If you
expose him, Catherine, he will be gone again.

CATHERINE: I’m sorry, Vincent, but I have no choice.
***

“Down to a Sunless Sea”

VINCENT: It’s irrational. I can’t explain it.
FATHER: Well, why don’t you try, Vincent?
VINCENT: A powerful image. A foreboding. Every time I think of her.
FATHER: Foreboding. You mean some manifestation of the empathy you share?
VINCENT: No. This is different.
FATHER: Look, Vincent, I remember the last time a man came into her life.
VINCENT: Please, Father. These feelings are real!
FATHER: I’m not disputing the feelings themselves. Only the source of the feelings.
VINCENT: You think I’m the source?
FATHER: I can understand that. This man is someone with whom Catherine shared the 

dreams of a life together. A life, unfortunately, you and she could never have.
VINCENT: That doesn’t explain the vision. The threat.
FATHER: The threat to her? Or the threat to you, Vincent?

…
CATHERINE: I don't understand.
VINCENT: I'm not certain myself. I have nothing more than a feeling. An image that 

evaporates whenever I try to touch it.
CATHERINE: Are you sure this even has anything to do with me?



VINCENT: You provoke the image. The thought of you, even your name, brings it to my 
eyes.

CATHERINE: What do you expect me to do? I've told you what I'm thinking. You 
already feel everything I feel. Only now you say I'm in danger, only you can't tell 
me from whom, or why.

VINCENT: Because I don't know myself.
CATHERINE: Is this fair of you? You know I value your words above all others.
VINCENT: Catherine, I fear for you.
CATHERINE: And I am supposed to take that fear up into the world and live with it? 

Tonight, when I see Stephen?
VINCENT: Don't go.
CATHERINE: He is my friend, Vincent. And I care about him. He's dying. And at the 

very least, I owe him my trust.
VINCENT: Catherine...
CATHERINE: He's dying, Vincent! And I'm all he has!

…
VINCENT: Have you seen him?
CATHERINE: They wouldn't let me. Don't be ashamed, Vincent. You only did what you 

had to do.
VINCENT: I know that.
CATHERINE: I was the one who was unfair. I just thought that you were feeling 

betrayed. I forgot for a moment how you trust me. I should have trusted you. 
How did you know?

VINCENT: I knew, because somehow, somewhere deep inside you, you must have 
known. 

***
“To Reign In Hell”

FATHER: I know Paracelsus. As twisted as his mind may be, it’s still very complex, full 
of designs and structures. No, Vincent, I assure you, if he intended to kill 
Catherine, he would have done so already. He’s luring you. Calling you away from
this place of safety.

VINCENT: I have no choice but to try and find her.
FATHER: I know.

…
WINSLOW: Vincent! I’m going too!
VINCENT: Winslow. Thank you, but the danger is already too great.
WINSLOW: If Paracelsus has Catherine, then we’re all in danger.
VINCENT: Yes, but we should try to limit our risk!
WINSLOW: Vincent, I have my reasons! Besides, Pascal says the journey could take 

many days! You‘ll have to sleep some time. Somebody has to stay and watch! And 
three shifts are safer than two.

…
NARCISSA: Turn back, Vincent! Journey no more!
VINCENT: She is my life. I am bound by my heart to go on.
NARCISSA: There is death! I see it! 
VINCENT: I must continue.
NARCISSA: Then my first duty is served. I have warned you.

…



WINSLOW: Vincent, I want you to know that I’m not just doing this because of
Paracelsus. It’s for Catherine too, she’s a good woman. I’ve always said that. 
What’s between you two is something I’ve never felt myself. But seeing it, I know 
it’s real. I believe in it.

…
PARACELSUS: Vincent is close.
CATHERINE: I Know.
PARACELSUS: You’re really not afraid to die, are you?
CATHERINE: No.
PARACELSUS: Not even as you watch the stage being built? Don’t you feel anything?
CATHERINE: Sadness.
PARACELSUS: About dying?
CATHERINE: About you...and the world you helped create. Vincent has told me. Your 

vision, your ideals. All wasted.
PARACELSUS: Taken from me.
CATHERINE: Still, wasted. Now, all you want to do is destroy. Something...someone 

you don’t even know.
PARACELSUS: Then you perceive my life to be contradictory.
CATHERINE: No, tragic.
PARACELSUS: Don’t you see? It doesn’t end with your death, or Vincent’s. This is only 

the beginning.
CATHERINE: The beginning? Of what?
PARACELSUS: Reclaiming what is mine! After all these years...I’ve decided to go home.

…
VINCENT: Catherine, On the journey, I felt for the first time, as if, some how, you were 

lost to me. I knew you were in danger and yet I could sense no fear! 
CATHERINE: I was afraid, Vincent. But I couldn’t allow myself to feel the fear.
VINCENT: You didn’t want to draw me.
CATHERINE: I couldn’t.
VINCENT: You’d sacrifice so much.
CATHERINE: I would sacrifice everything for you! What Paracelsus said? About your 

past...
VINCENT: Before I left, Father told me something that I’m just now beginning to 

understand. He said that there is a truth beyond knowledge, beyond everything 
we could ever hope to know. 

CATHERINE: Yes.
VINCENT: And that truth...is love.
VINCENT: (Later) So you see, Winslow knew the truth all along. He valued love enough 

to die for it. There’s something worth protecting at any cost. He knew it as the 
force that binds us together. And in the end, his death allowed our love to live.

***
“Ozymandias”

VINCENT: But you do not love this man.
CATHERINE: No. But there is more at stake than just me here. The Painted Tunnels. 

Elizabeth. Father and Mouse. All the children who have found safety Below. And 
you. You most of all. Vincent, you have risked your life for me a hundred times. 
How can I stand by and watch your world be destroyed when I have the power to 
save it?

VINCENT: I cannot allow you to sacrifice yourself in such a way.



CATHERINE: I'm sorry, Vincent. But it's not your decision. I'm going to marry him. I 
have to.

VINCENT: [agonized, wordless scream]
…

CATHERINE: I want you to halt construction on the tower.
ELLIOT: Stop the tower? Is this a joke?
CATHERINE: No joke. You say you love me. You'll do anything for me? 
ELLIOT: But...Cathy, no, no, no, you don't understand. The tower is the most important 

thing in my life besides you. I mean, the two of us on top, watching dawn break 
over Manhattan. Together, with you beside me...

CATHERINE: No. It can't be.
ELLIOT: Yes.
CATHERINE: It's just a building, Elliot. People are more important than buildings. 

More important than dreams, even. And if you pick up that phone and stop the 
tower right now, then I'll know you believe that too. And then I'll marry you. And 
trust you.

ELLIOT: I can't.
CATHERINE: I understand.

…
VINCENT: I thought I would never see your face again. When you walked away from 

me, there was such resolve in your heart.
CATHERINE: It was the hardest thing I've done in my life.
VINCENT: And the noblest.
CATHERINE: Every step was like a knife inside me. All my love for you was calling me 

back. 
VINCENT: But a greater love drove you onward. Your strength saved us all. Yet I feel 

your melancholy.
CATHERINE: I was just thinking about Elliot. Vincent, you helped me find the best part 

of who I am. But Elliot, he's lost more than his tower. He's lost himself.
***

“A Happy Life”

NANCY: Is there a man in your life? Are you in love? That's a very enigmatic look.
CATHERINE: It's rather complicated.
NANCY: Oh. It always was with you. The guys you ended up with never understood you.
CATHERINE: This one does.
NANCY: What's the problem? Is he married?
CATHERINE: No.
NANCY: Gay?
CATHERINE: No.
NANCY: Unemployed? Behind bars? What's left?
CATHERINE: No, none of that. Um...we'll talk about it next time.
NANCY: Does he make you happy? That's all that matters, Cath.

…
CATHERINE: I didn't know that she'd been sick for a long time. I was ten when she 

died.
VINCENT: The sadness must have been overwhelming.
CATHERINE: It was. But when I felt this morning, what I feel now, is deeper and more 

terrifying than anything I felt then.
VINCENT: Yes?



CATHERINE: The loss. A terrible feeling of loss. And not just my mother, but a part of 
my life. A safety, a simplicity. Things that I've never been able to know before. I 
saw an old friend today. And I looked at her and I knew that she had those things.
I was happy for her but it made me sad.

VINCENT: Perhaps these feelings, these memories, are calling out to remind you. 
CATHERINE: Of what?
VINCENT: Something you need.
CATHERINE: I don't know...
VINCENT: Of what you long for.
CATHERINE: My life is full of complications and risks. I don't know how to have a 

simple life.
VINCENT: Catherine, your mother's memory reminds you of your aloneness, of the 

family you lost when she died, of all the friends you left behind...when our paths 
crossed. Because that secret that you carry now, our secret, sets you apart from 
your past, your friends, even from the family you are yet to have, the children 
waiting to be born! Catherine, the burden you bear with that secret is your 
aloneness. Know that our bond, our dream exists, at the cost of all your other 
dreams. Know that, Catherine.

CATHERINE: It's worth it.
…

JAMES GRAFTON: Feeling like how?
CATHERINE: Like my life is impossible. Like I'll never be able to find happiness. 

Everything just feels hopeless.
GRAFTON: What feels hopeless?
CATHERINE: Everything. My life. What used to make me happy suddenly makes me...it

feels painful. Tragic.
GRAFTON: Do you think these feelings might have anything to do with what happened 

when you were attacked a year ago?
CATHERINE: How do you know about that?
GRAFTON: It was in the papers. As I remember it, a lot of circumstances were left 

unresolved.
CATHERINE: That's not why I'm here.
GRAFTON: Why are you here?
CATHERINE: I suppose to reconcile myself with my mother's death!
GRAFTON: Are you sure? Are you sure that's the issue?
CATHERINE: Why don't you tell me?
GRAFTON: I wish I could. But I think you have to tell yourself first.
CATHERINE: It's a relationship I'm involved in.
GRAFTON: Yes?
CATHERINE: A relationship I've never talked about with anyone.
GRAFTON: (Later) You haven't introduced Vincent to any of your friends or family?
CATHERINE: No.
GRAFTON: Is it that he doesn't want to take part in your life, or you don't want him to?
CATHERINE: He can't.
GRAFTON: Why not?
CATHERINE: He's not able to. He has to live separate and apart from me. From my life. 

For reasons I'm not able to go into.
GRAFTON: Do you want to end it?
CATHERINE: No. I don't want to.
GRAFTON: What do you think you're getting out of this relationship?



CATHERINE: Everything. He gives me everything. All the things I never had before.
GRAFTON: So what's the problem?
CATHERINE: A part of me wants to go and be with him. Live with him in his world. And

a part of me is just a woman living in New York and trying to be happy.
GRAFTON: And that feels impossible.
CATHERINE: It is impossible.

…
FATHER: What is it? What's distracting you so? As if I had to ask.
VINCENT: She's in great turmoil. Don't worry yourself about me, Father.
FATHER: I sometimes feel that I'm standing on the bank of a raging river, watching you 

try to swim across. How can I not worry? I'd be a fool. And yet, Vincent, at the 
same time, I have to marvel at your courage.

VINCENT: Catherine swims across that river as well. She faces the same dangers, shows 
the same courage. Yet in many ways, the toll on her is even greater.

FATHER: You really think that's so?
VINCENT: On her side of the river, there is no one standing on the bank, watching. On 

her side of the river, there is no one praying for her safe passage. On her side of 
the river, Father, there is no one but Catherine.

FATHER: Then I shall stand watch and pray for both of you.
…

CATHERINE: He's overcome tremendous hardship. He's suffered great pain, and yet he 
has the most beautiful spirit. The most generous heart of anyone I've ever known.

GRAFTON: But you say it's impossible.
CATHERINE: We can never have a life together.
GRAFTON: How can that fulfill you?
CATHERINE: It does fulfill me...in ways I never even knew existed. It's the rest of my 

life that doesn't seem to fit.
GRAFTON: Then how can you find the happiness that you say you want? You do want to

be happy? No, it's just that I'm wondering whether you're not using this 
impossible, problematic situation with Vincent to avoid a commitment to the real 
thing.

CATHERINE: It is the real thing.
GRAFTON: If I'm gonna help you at all, I'm gonna need more to work with. More 

information. 
CATHERINE: Okay. Like what?
GRAFTON: Why is this relationship a secret? What makes it impossible? Is he a 

fugitive? Are you concerned about his safety?
CATHERINE: In a way.
GRAFTON: Well, you're an attorney. Surely you must know that anything you say to me 

will be kept confidential.
CATHERINE: I'm sorry. I made a promise.
GRAFTON: Why did you come to me?
CATHERINE: I'm not sure. I guess because I needed to talk to someone about it. To let 

someone else know.
GRAFTON: Why don't you?
CATHERINE: I can't.

…
VINCENT: I'm here. 
CATHERINE: [wordless sobs]
VINCENT: Catherine. Tell me.



CATHERINE: Tonight...I went to a piano recital. I was actually feeling okay. And then I 
sat down, and he started to play, the Grieg piano concerto. The one that we heard 
in the park that night.

VINCENT: Was it beautiful?
CATHERINE: Yes, it was beautiful. And I kept remembering how much you loved it, and

I wanted you there with me so badly. It became unbearable to me. Almost 
physically painful. I just had to run. I actually ran from it. Vincent, what are we 
going to do? We have to do something before there's nothing left for either of us.

VINCENT: This was the risk we faced.
CATHERINE: And now? What?
VINCENT: Now...perhaps we awaken from our dream. Return to our lives.
CATHERINE: No. Let me come Below. Let me live in your world. Let me try.
VINCENT: Catherine, you have a life Above. To leave that now would be to turn your 

back on who you are, on who you are to become. That you must never do.
CATHERINE: What am I to do?
VINCENT: Oh, you're in such pain, I know.
CATHERINE: Vincent. I don't think I have the strength to continue.
VINCENT: Then you mustn't continue.
CATHERINE: Maybe if I just went away for a while...
VINCENT: Catherine. It must end!
CATHERINE: No.
VINCENT: It must.
CATHERINE: I don't want that. How can you say that?
VINCENT: To see you in such pain, because you dare to love, knowing that I am the 

reason, the cause of that pain, is more than I can bear to live with. It mocks our 
dream. So it must end. Catherine. You have a life waiting to be lived. Let the 
memory of what we are, of what we shared, remind you that love, in its deepest 
and purest form exists. Use that memory to give you the courage to 
love...someone else.

CATHERINE: I can't. 
VINCENT: You must.
CATHERINE: No. Wait. Wait!

…
CATHERINE: (On phone) Nancy? It's Cathy? How would you feel if I came over a little 
early? You sure? I could catch a train tonight. Okay. See you soon.
VINCENT: [walks unevenly down a tunnel in silence]
CATHERINE: (To cab driver) Grand central.
VINCENT: (On the roof of a building in the city) [wordless weeping]

…
VINCENT: (Thinking) What we shared will never die. I'll always be with you. Goodbye, 

Catherine. Be happy.
…

CATHERINE: Oh, Vincent.
VINCENT: Your hair. The sunlight in your hair is so beautiful. Catherine, the colors. It's 

like another world.
CATHERINE: I feel like I'm seeing it for the first time.
VINCENT: Where shall we go?
CATHERINE: Everywhere. I want to show you everything.
VINCENT: And we can go together?
CATHERINE: Yes. Together.



VINCENT: Catherine, how can this be?
CATHERINE: Because it's what I wished for, more than anything.
VINCENT: (Later in Catherine's dream) I dreamed of this.
CATHERINE: The two of us, in the sunshine. Vincent, you are so beautiful.
VINCENT: Catherine, I'm a part of you. What you see in me is the beauty in your heart.
CATHERINE: It's all so perfect. This moment. I've never been so happy. 
VINCENT: If only it could last forever.
CATHERINE: It can. It will. I love you so much.
BUDDY: What? What's wrong?
CATHERINE: Vincent. (Waking from her dream) Vincent!
NANCY: Cathy? Are you all right?
CATHERINE: No. No!

…
CATHERINE: What a night. Nance, I'm sorry.
NANCY: Don't be silly.
CATHERINE: It just tears me apart that we can never share a life together.
NANCY: You're sure there's nothing else you can do?
CATHERINE: I'm sure.
NANCY: Maybe it's enough.
CATHERINE: I want a home like this, and children, and a family. It's sad knowing that 

that may never be.
NANCY: We all make our tough choices. Don't you think there are days and nights when

I regret not having gone to Paris to study? Not ever doing something with my 
photography? I was good.

CATHERINE: You were better than good.
NANCY: I'll never know where I could've taken that. Cath, I love my life. I love being a 

mother. But it's not the only path. It was a hard adjustment. Paul and I have been 
through some sticky times. Don't think I haven't had my doubts.

CATHERINE: I guess the anniversary of my mom's death reminded me of all those 
choices. It's forced me to take a look at myself and wonder: what would she think 
of me? Would she be proud? Does my life honor her memory? All those things. I 
don't know.

NANCY: I know. I know what she'd think because I know what I think. Cathy, of all of 
us, you're the one that's come the greatest distance and gone the farthest. I mean, 
when you were in law school, we used to joke about you majoring in Fashion Law.
You've overcome a terrible accident. You've changed your life. Now you're giving 
to others. And you have this extraordinary relationship. You should be so proud 
of yourself. We're all so proud. And to hell with what anyone else thinks about 
what you should or shouldn't do. I mean, when all is said and done, you've got to 
follow your heart. It's the only thing you can ever really count on.

CATHERINE: That's what Vincent always says.
NANCY: Will we ever meet him?
CATHERINE: I'm beginning to think that anything is possible.

…
CATHERINE: Oh! Forgive me! Forgive me for doubting! What we have is all that 

matters. It's worth everything!
VINCENT: Everything.
VINCENT and CATHERINE: [shared kiss via a stylistic image]

~*~ ~*~ ~*~



Season 2

“Remember Love”

CATHERINE: It seemed so far from the city, like a different world. It's only two hours 
away. I wish you could see it.

VINCENT: Oh...so do I.
CATHERINE: If only we could be there.
VINCENT: We are there. You're taking me with your words, showing me.
CATHERINE: I would love to share it with you. It seems so unfair. You, of all people, 

would appreciate how magical this place is.
VINCENT: Catherine...
CATHERINE: If you saw it, you would know, in an instant. And then it would be ours.
VINCENT: I could want nothing more.
CATHERINE: Maybe there's a way.
VINCENT: Please.  Don't even...
CATHERINE: All we really need is a way to get out of the city, and up there safely. A 

van! We could drive up at night. No one's even at the lake this time of year. 
Maybe we could really do it! Vincent, let me try to arrange it!

CATHERINE: If I can, will you go with me?
VINCENT: It's something I never even dared to wish for.
CATHERINE: To go there, to share that with you would mean so much.
VINCENT: Then...we must try.

…
FATHER: Have you both gone completely mad?
VINCENT: Not at all.
FATHER: I cannot believe that you could seriously entertain something so foolhardy 

and dangerous.
VINCENT: You overstate the risk.
FATHER: Any risk is too great. Surely that's apparent. That Catherine could even 

suggest such a thing!
VINCENT: An innocent dream, Father, born of love!
FATHER: An irresponsible dream born of selfishness!
VINCENT: No!
FATHER: Yes! Yes. I know...because I've had the same dream for you myself, over and 

again, for so many years. Ever since you were young, I've...I've wanted nothing 
more than to be able to show you the sun, the mountains. Things for which you 
have only words.

VINCENT: This is not merely for myself, Father, but for Catherine as well. This is a 
chance for us. No more than a moment, the briefest moment. Free from the perils
and the urgency of the time we share.

FATHER: Vincent, your love for Catherine, and hers for you, is something that warms 
all of us. But you have a responsibility beyond that.

FATHER: A duty to those down here in this community...who depend on you, who look 
to you for truth and strength. For hope and protection. Without you, their world 
would be a very dark place.

VINCENT: And what about my responsibility to Catherine, who gives so much, and asks 
for so little? How can I deny her, Father?

FATHER: Vincent, if I thought it were in any way possible...
VINCENT: It is possible, and there are ways!



FATHER: Nonsense! Supposing something goes wrong! Supposing you're discovered!
VINCENT: Am I unable to fulfill even her slightest wish? Tell me, Father! Are we forever

bound to accept a poem for a sunset?
FATHER: Vincent. You cannot do this.

…
VINCENT: Jamie, Mouse.
JAMIE: We heard that you and Catherine were going away, forever.
VINCENT: Forever?
VINCENT: It's not true.
JAMIE: Then why are you packing?
MOUSE: Don't go away, Vincent!
VINCENT: This is my home. You're my family. I'll only be gone for a very short time. 
PASCAL: Where are you going?
VINCENT: To a place, a special place that Catherine wishes for me to see. It's unlike 

anywhere I've ever been. It's a lake in the mountains. It's a place from her 
childhood. I want to go, to be there with her. Do you understand?

JAMIE: What if something happens to you?
PASCAL: What if you get caught above?
MOUSE: Like Mouse.
VINCENT: This is a quiet place, a safe place. Please, don't worry yourselves. I'll be back, 

I promise.
JAMIE: Just be careful, Vincent. We need you.
VINCENT: I'll be careful.
JAMIE: Okay.
MOUSE: Come back quick. 
VINCENT: Tell me what you think. 
PASCAL: It sounds dangerous.
VINCENT: But to live as fully as we can, there are risks we must take.
PASCAL: This is a risk for all of us. And if anything should happen to you...I don't know,

I don't want to think about it, but...it would be awful. 
PASCAL: Vincent, you're an important part of us.

…
CATHERINE: Vincent? What's wrong? What is it?
VINCENT: It was a dream, Catherine.
CATHERINE: No.
VINCENT: A beautiful, impossible dream. One we dare not have.
CATHERINE: But for a moment, I thought it might be possible.
VINCENT: So did I.
VINCENT: If the slightest thing should go wrong, if anyone were to see us, it would ruin 

everything we already have.
CATHERINE: Yes. I'm sorry. I should have never have asked.
VINCENT: I am the one that should apologize. Catherine, you ask for so little, and there 

is so much I wish to give you, and so much I know I can never give you.
CATHERINE: And so much more you do. Oh, you must believe that, Vincent. Some 

people don't even have dreams.
VINCENT: One day, we'll see that lake, Catherine. I promise you.
CATHERINE: And until then, we will keep on dreaming.

…



 – AUDIO MONTAGE  – 
CATHERINE'S VOICE: But for a moment, I thought it might be possible...I should have 

never have asked.
VINCENT'S VOICE: Your pain is my pain.
VINCENT: No.
FATHER'S VOICE: A life that can never be.
VINCENT: No!
FATHER'S VOICE: Do you know what they'd do, if they caught you up there, or found 

you down here? They'd kill you. Or put you behind bars and make you wish you 
were dead.

VINCENT'S VOICE: I've never regretted what I am, until now.
CATHERINE'S VOICE: No.
VINCENT'S VOICE: No more than a moment, the briefest moment.
FATHER'S VOICE: A tragic mistake.

***
“Ashes, Ashes”

CATHERINE: She's beautiful.
VINCENT: If only you could hear the love in his voice when he speaks of her. He's 

crossed half the world, risked his life, left everything and everyone behind him, all
for Anna.

CATHERINE: He can never go back now, can he? He's burnt his bridges home. All for a 
dream.

VINCENT: He comes from a land of dreamers.
CATHERINE: He must love her very much.

…
CATHERINE: One thing I learned from Vincent: nothing is impossible.

…
CATHERINE: Poor man. To come so far, only to have his dream turn to ashes in his 
hands. Even if Dimitri had lived, he would have found his Anna too late.
VINCENT: Perhaps he knew that, even when he first received her letter.
CATHERINE: And he came anyway.
VINCENT: He loved her. He had no choice.
CATHERINE: Even though he already knew?
VINCENT: One either moves toward love or away from it, Catherine. There is no other 

direction.
***

“Chamber Music”

CATHERINE: There's a concert tonight in the park.
JOE: Oh, so you've got a date.
CATHERINE: Sort of.
JOE: Uh, who's playing? Maybe I'll go.
CATHERINE: Tonight?
JOE: Yeah.
CATHERINE: Well, I think they're playing Schubert. Maybe Haydn.
JOE: Oh. Oh, when you said concert in the park, I thought maybe...
CATHERINE: No. Billy Joel is next week.
JOE: Schubert? Haydn? You're really attracted to these cultured types, aren't you?
CATHERINE: I don't think you could call what I'm attracted to “a type.”



JOE: No, but you know what I mean. These smooth guys who, ah, go to concerts, and 
know all about wines, take you to all the right places.

CATHERINE: Not exactly.
JOE: Well, all I'm saying is, there must be a reason why you haven't hooked up with one 

of these guys yet.
CATHERINE: Any theories?
JOE: I'm only talking as a friend now.
CATHERINE: I'm listening.
JOE: Well, obviously, you're not getting what you need. Maybe you need something else.
CATHERINE: Joe, I hesitate to ask, but I'm dying to know. What do you think I need? 

Tell me.
JOE: Radcliffe, you need someone who's more, uh...
CATHERINE: More?
JOE: More solid, you know? More of a down-to-earth kind of guy. You know what I 

mean?
CATHERINE: I think I do.

***
“God Bless The Child”

LENA: Mary?
MARY: Hm?
LENA: Can I ask you something?
MARY: Well, of course.
LENA: I heard Father talking back there. About Vincent.
MARY: What did you hear?
LENA: Not much. Just that he's different from everybody.
MARY: Vincent is very special to us. Here you go. In some ways, it's his fate, it's his life 

that holds us all together. He protects us, and we protect him.
LENA: Will I ever get to meet him?
MARY: You'll meet him. You sleep now.

…
VINCENT: Our time together is always so short.
CATHERINE: Tell me something, Vincent, before I have to go.
VINCENT: What should I tell you?
CATHERINE: Tell me how it felt to hold a baby in your arms.
VINCENT: There are no words.

…
LENA: Vincent? When we first met, do you remember how we talked about feeling 

alone?
VINCENT: I remember.
LENA: Well, I've been thinking. It doesn't have to be that way. Not anymore. All these 

things keep coming back into my head. Everything we've talked about. Things I 
never talked to anybody about before. And I keep thinking about when the baby 
came. How you were there, close to me. Close to her. Let me love you, Vincent.

VINCENT: Oh. Lena.
LENA: I can feel your heart.
VINCENT: I will always cherish the moment we first met. How you saw me, how you 

accepted me.
LENA: You did the same for me.
VINCENT: I know. But what you ask now is impossible.



LENA: Why?
VINCENT: Because my heart is bound to another.
LENA: Catherine?
VINCENT: Yes.
LENA: Do you love her?
VINCENT: With all that I am. With all I could ever become.
LENA: But she's not here. Why isn't she with you?
VINCENT: It's...where she needs to be. I...I can't expect...
LENA: But if she's not here, how can she love you?
VINCENT: Lena, you don't understand. Her love opened the world for me.
LENA: What do you think you've done for me? Don't you see? I've never loved anybody 

before.
…

FATHER: Well, clearly she has misplaced her feelings, projecting them onto you.
VINCENT: It's more than that, Father. There is something true between us.
FATHER: Then you believe her love for you is real.
VINCENT: It's what Lena believes. To deny that would be unfair.
FATHER: Perhaps Catherine could speak with her, help her understand.
VINCENT: No, Father. Not now, not yet. Lena is still too fragile.
FATHER: Vincent, you must be very careful. Allow time to come between yourself and 

Lena. And hope in the meanwhile she will gain some perspective.
VINCENT: All her life, she has known nothing but rejection. And now, just when she's 

come so far...
FATHER: You cannot encourage her, Vincent.
VINCENT: I know.
FATHER: Lena will not be alone in this. That I promise you. I'll have a word with Mary. 

And I'll be there for Lena myself.
VINCENT: Father. When Lena came to me, there was a moment. A pull, beyond 

thought, when I felt what it might be like to be someone else's possibility. But is 
was just a moment.

…
VINCENT: She's gone. Fled in the night. Her child? She left her child behind. Mary is 

watching over her.
CATHERINE: You couldn't have done anything, Vincent. Lena wasn't ready. It's my 

fault for not seeing that.
VINCENT: No, Catherine. It's I that didn't see, or didn't want to see.
CATHERINE: That she would leave?
VINCENT: That she would fall in love. Oh. She was so vulnerable and so frightened. And

yet I saw a part of myself in her. I thought if I'd just reached out to her, she would 
accept my friendship.

CATHERINE: Her need was too great.
VINCENT: Perhaps I should have come to you sooner.
CATHERINE: I understand why you didn't.
VINCENT: There was no gentle way to refuse her love.
CATHERINE: I'm sorry, Vincent. I'm sorry for what's happened.
VINCENT: I fear for what it still happening, for Lena.
CATHERINE: I know. I'll try to find her.

…
CATHERINE: It's Vincent?
LENA: I love him.



CATHERINE: I know. So do I.
***

“Dead of Winter”

CATHY: Vincent, it’s beautiful. Remember how I told you when I was little I was afraid 
of the dark? Well, my mother gave me a candle to light at the bedside before I 
went to sleep. It was just a tiny little thing, a birthday candle. Somehow it made it 
all right. I’ve loved candles ever since.

VINCENT: This is no ordinary candle. This is for Winterfest. It’s a special time for us. 
We have other celebrations; all the holidays and traditions we share with your 
world, but Winterfest is our own. It’s a time to remember the past, dream of the 
future. Each year we deliver these candles to our helpers in the world above. 
Without their light our world would be dark; our lives would be cold without their
warmth. The candles are our way of saying that they’re a part of us. Everyone, the 
entire community, has agreed: this year’s Winterfest would be incomplete unless 
you are there.

…
VINCENT: Can I lead you through the dark?
CATHERINE: There is no darkness, Vincent, when you're with me.

…
VINCENT: You’re smiling.
CATHY: Our worlds are so different. Every day I see people who work just for a 

paycheck, but Pascal and his pipes...
VINCENT: The tapping is the sweetest music in the world for Pascal.

…
CATHY: You think he’s here, don’t you?
VINCENT: My mind says it cannot be...but a small voice inside me whispers yes.
CATHY: I feel it too.

…
FATHER: Catherine. You’re a part of us now. Come, complete the circle.

***
“A Fair And Perfect Knight”

VINCENT: Michael, you're a part of us. You always will be, wherever you go. But there 
are times when you must go. When the greatest possibilities cannot, in good faith,
be denied. The world Above has so much to offer you. Gifts of the imagination, 
and learning. And you have the mind and the heart to cherish those gifts. You're 
on the brink of a wondrous adventure, but every adventure must begin in 
farewell. 

MICHAEL: Some adventures don't end happily.
VINCENT: All we can do is proceed with the faith that they will.

…
VINCENT: Perhaps I've done him a disservice.
CATHERINE: By encouraging him to embrace his future?
VINCENT: By assuming that was what he wanted.
CATHERINE: Vincent, he's come this far because of his desire, and because you 

believed in him.
VINCENT: I always believed Michael would want this opportunity.
CATHERINE: You dreamed he could have what you couldn't have. It's a little 

frightening when our dreams begin to come true.



VINCENT: Yes.
…

CATHERINE: Go to him, Vincent. He needs you.
VINCENT: No.
CATHERINE: What do you think happened?
VINCENT: Nothing. Happened. I know that.
CATHERINE: Then?
VINCENT: You must leave.
CATHERINE: No.
VINCENT: Leave now!
CATHERINE: Why do you want me to leave?
VINCENT: Because what I'm feeling...my thoughts...shame me.
CATHERINE: Tell me. Tell me what you feel.
VINCENT: You mustn't see me like this.
CATHERINE: Please don't send me away.
VINCENT: Oh! My thoughts are poisonous!
CATHERINE: Tell me these thoughts!
VINCENT: What you shared...I envied.
CATHERINE: Oh...Vincent.
VINCENT: I betrayed Michael. I betrayed you. Everything I hold dear.
CATHERINE: How did you betray us?
VINCENT: I know what it is to love you, Catherine. I love Michael like...like a brother, 

like a son. But his life has been such a struggle. He needed to be healed by your 
tenderness. And yet I was unwilling to share your love with anyone.

CATHERINE: Don't be ashamed of those feelings.
VINCENT: It violates everything I believe.
CATHERINE: Don't you think I have those feelings too? Sometimes I envy Father, and 

others in your life who receive your love and your care every day. I know those 
feelings. They are ugly. But all of those feelings come from love. They are the 
other side of it. To turn away from them is to forget where they come from.

VINCENT: Catherine, the better part of me would rejoice to see you find love with 
someone as fine and as good as Michael. You have so much love to give.

CATHERINE: Because of you!
VINCENT: What we share must always be so measured, so limited!
CATHERINE: We don't know what the limits are.
VINCENT: You deserve a life without limits.
CATHERINE: There is no life without limits! Vincent, if this is my fate,  I accept it 

gratefully. You must believe that. Don't be afraid to want it, even only for 
yourself. Don't be afraid to deserve it. You deserve everything.

…
MICHAEL: Stay away, Vincent.
VINCENT: Michael.
MICHAEL: Stay away, Vincent!
VINCENT: No.
MICHAEL: I failed, Vincent! I failed you! I ruined everything!
VINCENT: That's not true.
MICHAEL: You don't know, Vincent!
VINCENT: I do.
MICHAEL: You don't know what I did!
VINCENT: I do.



MICHAEL: You don't know what I thought!
VINCENT: Stop judging yourself.
MICHAEL: Vincent, I betrayed you!
VINCENT: What you felt was true. You're entitled to love, and to be loved. That's part of 

your destiny as well.
MICHAEL: Vincent.
VINCENT: And how could anyone not love her?

***
“Sticks And Stones”

CATHERINE: She's been through a lot.
VINCENT: The world has tested her.
CATHERINE: And yet she chooses to remain Above.
VINCENT: She's in love.
CATHERINE: That she could forgive Jerry, that took courage. It's the rarest kind of love.
VINCENT: To surrender yourself completely to your heart, to trust in it fully, to believe 

in it without doubting.
CATHERINE: To let it guide your life. So now Laura's found the way.
VINCENT: Yes.
CATHERINE: Will it make her life any simpler, do you think?
VINCENT: No. Not simpler.
CATHERINE: But she'll be happier.
VINCENT: Perhaps.
CATHERINE: Trust me, Vincent, she will be happier.

***
“Labyrinths”

VINCENT: Catherine, I come on an urgent mission.
CATHERINE: What is it?
VINCENT: The children insist that you come Below tonight to Father's chamber.
CATHERINE: Really? What's the occasion?
VINCENT: Something of a miracle.
CATHERINE: Tell me.
VINCENT: This year, there were several children in the music classes who were felt not 

to be ready to perform at the Winterfest. Some were simply too inexperienced, 
but others failed to show true commitment to the music. I think in order to prove 
to all of us that we were in grave error, these children have joined together to 
form their own concert society.

CATHERINE: That's wonderful.
VINCENT: Their first recital is tonight. They say you must be there.
CATHERINE: Well, then, I wouldn't miss it.
VINCENT: You hold a very special place in their hearts.
CATHERINE: They're like a part of my family.
VINCENT: Until tonight.

…
FATHER: When I left the world Above, I was disillusioned...heartbroken. I'd lost my 

faith. Here it was I learned to listen to my heart, to face my old enemies and heal 
my wounds. Here I learned to believe again. Hopes and dreams created this 
fragile world. Pride and vigilance maintain it, and it survives only because it is 
separate and apart. It is a refuge where the disillusioned regain their vision, the 



lost become found, where each one of us can explore the best of our being, the 
best of what it means to be...human. And to be alive.

VINCENT: My very existence lies here within these tunnels. It is my salvation. I couldn't
exist elsewhere. Without this place, there is nothing for me. You must never, as 
long as you live, reveal what you have seen here to anyone. To do so would mean 
the end of life for all of us, the end of our world. You bear the weight of a great 
responsibility, but it is also a great privilege.

…
CATHERINE: He'll keep the secret.
VINCENT: There may be times his strength is tested.
CATHERINE: Some secrets give us strength.
VINCENT: Yes, and comfort.
CATHERINE: I know what Brian was looking for when he followed me Down. It was the

same thing I looked for, for so many years.
VINCENT: What, Catherine?
CATHERINE: A family.
VINCENT: You find family wherever people love each other.

***
“Brothers”

CHARLES: I heard them laughing. They won't want a freak. An ugly freak.
VINCENT: There are no freaks here.

…
CHARLES: I'm sorry. I forgot.
VINCENT: You did nothing wrong.
CHARLES: Eddie said, never forget. Freaks shouldn't go around scaring decent people.
VINCENT: When I walk the city streets, I wear a cloak with a hood to shadow my face.
CHARLES: But your face is...
VINCENT: A mirror, like yours. Where frightened men see the shape of their own fears, 

and small men see only ugliness.
CHARLES: Did you forget to hide?
VINCENT: I don't hide my face here. This is my home.

…
FATHER: The tumors are seldom malignant. So Charles could be perfectly healthy, 

aside from his condition. He could have a normal life span.
VINCENT: Well, life is measured in more than years. Life in a cage is no life at all.
FATHER: Of course. Well, I've sent word to the Council. We'll meet as soon as Devin 

gets back.
VINCENT: Devin may not return for some time.
FATHER: What? I see. I suppose it was foolish of me to think that Devin could behave 

responsibly for once. This is just like him. I mean, he hands over his problem to 
us, and then he runs off.

VINCENT: Charles is not a problem, Father. He's a human being, in pain.
FATHER: Believe me, Vincent, I do understand his pain.
VINCENT: Do you? Can you? I can.

…
EDDIE: You don't know what it's like, growing up, living with him. The way people look 

at you all the time, like you're a freak too. My old man used to make me kiss him.
DEVIN: He was your brother. You were supposed to take care of him!
EDDIE: I took care of him! I fed him, didn't I? I cleaned up after him! Don't you come 



here telling me I didn't take care of him! I could've done things. I wasted my life 
in this stinking freak show on account of him!

CATHERINE: Devin. He isn't worth it.
EDDIE: Hey, go on! Keep the freak! See if I give a damn! What? You think I wanted 

him? Hey, you're doing me a favor! Oh yeah, big do-gooders. You gonna save the 
poor freak, huh? Well, I got your game, man. I know what you're doing. You 
gonna take him away from me, you stick him in some hospital or something, or 
some freak farm. Then you can feel so good about yourself. Like you're better 
than everybody.

CATHERINE: He isn't better than everybody, Eddie. He's just better than you.
…

CHARLES: Stay away. Stay away.
VINCENT: I'm not going to hurt you.
CHARLES: I was bad. Scared them. Hurt them. They hate me.
VINCENT: No.
CHARLES: Yes! Down here, up Above, the same. Just the same. People. Yelling. Crying. 

Looking at me. The same! I'll hurt them! Hurt them all.
VINCENT: When I was young, I only knew these Tunnels. But I would hear the other 

children talk of the world Above, and all its wonders. And I wanted to see them 
too. So one night, Devin took me up to the park. The lights went on forever, and 
the night was full of sounds, smells, and music. So much so that it made me dizzy.
And when I looked up...

CHARLES: Was it an airplane?
VINCENT: No. It was the moon. 
CHARLES: Oh...
VINCENT: It was the most magical thing I'd ever seen. And I was afraid if I looked away,

even for a second, that it would vanish, and I would never see it again. The car 
passed by, no further from me than you are now, but I never heard it. When I 
looked, I glimpsed a face pressed against the window. It was...a little girl. No 
older than I was. She saw me. 

CHARLES: Was she afraid?
VINCENT: She began to cry. I didn't know why, not then, but I knew how much it hurt.
CHARLES: She didn't know. Didn't mean to hurt.
VINCENT: It hurt just as badly. I told Devin and Father and anyone who would listen 

that I would never go back again.
CHARLES: But you went back.
VINCENT: A month later. Devin made me. He promised that he would stay close, and 

he reminded me that the moon would be full again.
…

CATHERINE: Where will they go?
VINCENT: The mountains, to begin. A place far away from people, Devin says, where 

Charles can feel the sunlight on his face and learn not to be afraid. A place to heal,
to grow, to feel human. Somewhere...

CATHERINE: South of Oz, and north of Shangri-la.
***

“A Gentle Rain”

CATHERINE: Was Olivia's first husband this romantic?
VINCENT: How can I judge? I didn't know Kanin was this romantic. In there too.
CATHERINE: Oh...



VINCENT: You think Olivia will like this room?
CATHERINE: Olivia will love this room.

***
“Orphans”

VINCENT: You told me before of the growing distance between you.
CATHERINE: We got in a habit. There were things I didn't want to tell him.
VINCENT: And there were things you couldn't tell him. Catherine, there's still time.

…
CATHERINE: (To her father) I'm trying to understand your side in all this. And I don't 

even know if you can understand me. But I hope you can. Because I want you to 
know that I love you, and I'm here for you. Daddy, I want you to know that I'm 
okay. A lot of things have changed for me in the last two years. Even if sometimes 
you didn't understand those changes, you always trusted me. Remember what 
you said that what Mom wanted was for me to have a happy life. Well, it's a 
complicated thing, but I am happy, Daddy. I really am. It's just that there's a part 
of me that I haven't been able to show you. You see, I haven't been alone. There's 
been someone in my life. His name is Vincent. When I had the accident, it was 
Vincent who saved my life. Those days that I was missing, they weren't lost or 
forgotten. I was with him, healing, learning things about myself I might never 
have known. But Vincent was a secret I couldn't share, not even with you. 

VINCENT: I realize that to you I am a stranger, and that was not your choice. But what 
Catherine and I share has taken great courage, especially for Catherine. She's 
sacrificed much in order to live a life of generosity and of love. 

CATHERINE: Daddy, I've gotten so much back. I had to change. I had to find my own 
strengths. And Vincent has helped me to do that.

VINCENT: Please know this. That I will protect Catherine, watch over her, and love her 
till my last breath.

…
CATHERINE: I had nowhere to go.
VINCENT: You're here now.
CATHERINE: I've been walking everywhere, like I'm looking for something. I don't 

know.
VINCENT: Catherine, what you're looking for is inside you.
CATHERINE: I'm losing myself. I can't go back there.
VINCENT: Catherine...
CATHERINE: There's nothing for me there. I tried. That life isn't mine anymore.
VINCENT: Give yourself the time to mourn.
CATHERINE: Vincent, I need to be with you. I need you. I need you.
VINCENT: Come.

…
VINCENT: So sudden a loss. You had no time to prepare.
CATHERINE: The pain goes through me and then subsides.
VINCENT: I can feel it in you.
CATHERINE: I know you can.
VINCENT: It's late. You should sleep.
CATHERINE: I am...tired.
VINCENT: Are you sure you'll be all right.
CATHERINE: I'm sure. Vincent? Good night.
VINCENT: Good night.



…
FATHER: How's Catherine?
VINCENT: Sleeping.
FATHER: Vincent, I know how difficult this is for you.
VINCENT: To have her so close.
FATHER: Yes. How long will she be staying?
VINCENT: As long as she needs.
FATHER: I see.
VINCENT: Catherine knows how much her presence here affects me.
FATHER: Does she? What have you told her?
VINCENT: Nothing.
FATHER: Perhaps you should.
VINCENT: What should I tell her that won't frighten her? She's already in enough pain.
FATHER: Before, there was the safety of distance between you. But now...
VINCENT: She comes here in grief. Whatever she needs, whatever sacrifice I must 

make, I will make to be there for Catherine.
FATHER: Vincent, I'm afraid for you. Afraid for...for both of you.
VINCENT: Father.
FATHER: I fear that whether Catherine stays or leaves, it's going to cause you both deep 

sorrow. 
…

CATHERINE: I spent the entire morning by myself, and somehow I didn't feel alone.
VINCENT: You're not alone here.
CATHERINE: It's strange.
VINCENT: What?
CATHERINE: Being here. It makes me realize what I've been missing all along. The 

chance to be with you. I wasn't sure if this time would ever come. If I would ever 
be so certain. But you know it's always been a dream. 

VINCENT: For both of us. 
CATHERINE: I want to stay.
VINCENT: Catherine...
CATHERINE: You know me, Vincent. You know what I'm feeling. I want to live in your 

world. I don't want to go back.
VINCENT: I don't want you to go back.

…
VINCENT: (Journaling) Our world sleeps. And she is near. Strange, and wonderful, and 

sad. This feeling rising in my like a tide. To have all I ever dreamed of so close, 
and yet to know that... All I know is that she is here, and that I must live for her. 
Surround her easily, guide her out of suffering. While she is here, I must live 
moment by moment for her.

…
CATHERINE: These last few days, I've felt your presence so strongly.
CHARLES: I've been near. That's what grief is. Soon I'll move farther away.
CATHERINE: No.
CHARLES: Don't worry. It's all right. It's necessary. And I understand so much more 

about you now. What you have is a rare thing.
CATHERINE: With Vincent?
CHARLES: Yes. 
CATHERINE: I wish I could have told you sooner. 
CHARLES: You had to wait until I was old enough. 



CATHERINE: Did you understand? 
CHARLES: I understood everything he said, and I understood everything you said.
CATHERINE: I just wanted you to know how much I love him. And how much I love 

you.
CHARLES: Your love made it easier for me to let go. 
CATHERINE: Yeah. Do you think I'm doing the right thing?
CHARLES: Do you remember, after we lost your mother, you always wanted to go into 

the park?
CATHERINE: I wanted to climb trees.
CHARLES: Almost every Saturday. And I used to watch you. And sometimes you would 

be very bold, and you would climb very high, and then you would look down on 
me. 

CATHERINE: And you were always smiling.
CHARLES: Well, I'll tell you a secret. Inside, my heart was pounding so much I wanted 

to cry out two words, but I did not: “Don't fall!” 
CATHERINE: [wordless laughter]
CHARLES: I was so worried about you, and so proud of you at the same time. You 

wanted to climb trees, and somehow I knew I had to let you. I had to trust you. 
And never did you go out so far that the branches would break, or stay up too 
long in the cold. And when you were ready, you always came back down.

…
CATHERINE: But it wasn't like a dream. He was there, talking to me.
VINCENT: Giving you his blessing.
CATHERINE: Yes. He understood about our secret. He understood everything. I could 

feel his trust. Whatever I do now, it's okay.
VINCENT: You found peace with him.
CATHERINE: Yes. 
VINCENT: But not yet with yourself. 
CATHERINE: I...I'm not sure.
VINCENT: Don't ever be afraid of the truth.
CATHERINE: I don't want to hurt you. I don't ever want to disappoint you.
VINCENT: By returning Above?
CATHERINE: I feel like I've failed.
VINCENT: Catherine... Every moment that we share is a triumph and a gift. And every 

one of those moments is a lifetime, complete. There is no failure. It doesn't mean 
our dream can never be. It just means that now is not the right time. You came 
here to grieve, and to begin to heal. But now your destiny is to be in both worlds. 
You are a woman of both worlds. That is who you are. 

CATHERINE: But my heart is here.
VINCENT: And my heart is with you. Wherever you are, wherever you go, you take me. 

You stand for me. For us. For our dream. You carry our light. That, too, is your 
destiny.

CATHERINE: Do you think that someday, will we ever be together? Truly together?
VINCENT: Only if and when we understand how great the sacrifice and how large the 

fears, and are able to move through them. 
CATHERINE: I'm not scared.
VINCENT: Catherine, we are something that has never been. And our journey is one 

that none have ever taken. We are just now setting out. We must go with courage. 
And we must go with care.

…



CATHERINE: I...I'm a little scared. 
VINCENT: I know.
CATHERINE: Isn't that strange?
VINCENT: No.
CATHERINE: [gives Vincent a silent kiss] Thank you, Vincent.

…
VINCENT'S VOICE: Wherever you are, wherever you go, you take me. You stand for me.

For us. For our dream. You carry our light.
CATHERINE: Don't worry, Daddy. I won't fall. I won't fall.

***
“The Outsiders”

VINCENT: (Journaling) Our world sleeps. These deep tunnels and chambers and 
caverns, even the pipes must deal with sleep. Yet it is in these quiet moments that
I truly feel the balance of this place, and remember the delicate miracle that is is. 
At times, even to me, our world seems half-imagined, as if suspended, kept in 
place only by the weight of the world Above. I know how fortunate we are, all of 
us, to have each other, and what my life would be without them. Sometimes in the
hours, I hear Whitman's song echo gently. I cannot define my satisfaction, yet it 
is so. I cannot define my life. Yet it is so. Is there any gift greater than this joy? 
Can the soul offer a prayer more perfect than this tender silence?

…
CATHERINE: He's sweet. Not too subtle, but sweet.
VINCENT: Zach knows my time with you is...special.
CATHERINE: I can't believe how much he's changed.
VINCENT: He's becoming a man.
CATHERINE: It must be wonderful to watch a child grow. To follow a life.
VINCENT: He reminds me so much of Devin, the way he leads the others, his sense of 

adventure.
CATHERINE: He's restless.
VINCENT: Mm.
CATHERINE: Are you afraid he might leave someday?
VINCENT: Children grow up, leave home. Zach wouldn't be the first to make that 

choice.
…

CATHERINE: Who are they?
VINCENT: We don't know. Perhaps a family. They're violent.
CATHERINE: Maybe I could do something.
VINCENT: You must stay away from the Tunnels until the danger is passed.
CATHERINE: What does Father say?
VINCENT: He struggles to remain optimistic. I think he still believes these people can 

be moved goodwill and reason.
CATHERINE: But you don't think so.
VINCENT: No.
CATHERINE: You think you know how it will end.
VINCENT: We are so vulnerable.
CATHERINE: Well, then let me try to help.
VINCENT: No. You must stay away from it.
CATHERINE: That world, those Tunnels are part of my life too. And so are you.
VINCENT: And if the worst should happen, you must not be anywhere near.



CATHERINE: If the worst happens, I want to be by your side. With you.
VINCENT: No. Not like that. Not ever again.
CATHERINE: Vincent, wait!

…
FATHER: This world was build on the foundation of fairness and respect for all. No, we 

do not renounce violence altogether. If we are attacked, we will fight to protect 
our home, but we will never instigate that violence! And I will not allow this 
community to be dragged down to that level!

…
WILLIAM: You're making a serious mistake. You're letting ideas get in the way of what's

obvious. More blood will be spilled.
VINCENT: Part of what William says is true.
FATHER: A violent confrontation with these people must be avoided.
VINCENT: And when it can no longer be avoided? 
FATHER: Only then, where there is no other option.
VINCENT: But when that time comes, Father, you will not hesitate?
FATHER: Of course I won't hesitate.
VINCENT: You will let me go out, to do what must be done. Whatever must be done.
FATHER: I pray that won't be necessary.
VINCENT: So do I.
FATHER: That is not who you are, to us.
VINCENT: That is who I am. Perhaps even my fate. The very part of me that I struggle 

to overcome gives me the power to protect the people who protect me. Who give 
me life.

FATHER: Vincent, that is not your fate.
VINCENT: My survival depends on this world. There is no other choice for me. For me 

there is no other place, Father.
…

FATHER: I, um, I want you to do one more thing to help me. When you see Pascal, I'd 
like you to give him something.

CATHERINE: Yes?
FATHER: We need a way to discourage these people from further violence. We cannot 

allow them to control our lives with fear. I'm...I'm talking of, um...a weapon. A 
gun.

CATHERINE: A gun? In the Tunnels?
FATHER: Yes. That's why I asked you to see me. Vincent knows nothing of my decision.
CATHERINE: You want to protect him.
FATHER: Yes. I pray it will never be used for anything more than a threat, but perhaps 

that threat will keep him and us safe.
CATHERINE: Well, then I will get one for you.
FATHER: Good.

…
WILLIAM: How can we just sit here and do nothing? This is cowardice!
VINCENT: There is no shame in making sacrifices for something you believe in strongly,

William.
WILLIAM: I believe in the children. I believe in the life we have built here.
MARY: So do we.
WILLIAM: And yet you'd see it destroyed? Changed? Without a fight?
VINCENT: No one will ever destroy this place.
WILLIAM: Then we must strike back. Hard. We have the means, and we have each 



other. And we have something else. We have you, Vincent.
FATHER: You would send Vincent out to do murder.
WILLIAM: I would do what was necessary!
MARY: He's upset, he's frustrated. I'll talk with him.
FATHER: I'm sorry, Vincent. I am truly sorry.

…
CATHERINE: Talk to me, Vincent.
VINCENT: There's nothing to say.
CATHERINE: What you did was necessary. Let me share your pain.
VINCENT: How can you even look at me?
CATHERINE: Because I know you. I know who you are.
VINCENT: You don't know me.
CATHERINE: Vincent, there are dark places in all of us.
VINCENT: But part of me feeds in that darkness. And I am lost in it. Leave me now. 

Please.
CATHERINE: I love you.
VINCENT: (Thinking) That night, she truly walked alone. And deep within me, I felt the 

cold and terrible truth of all that kept us apart. Fate had left me adrift, with no 
wind to carry me to the safe shores of her love.

***
“When the Bluebird Sings”

KRISTOPHER: You can call me Kristopher.
CATHERINE: I caught that part.
KRISTOPHER: Oh. Okay. I thought maybe you could, ah, model for me.
CATHERINE: Model for you?
KRISTOPHER: Too eccentric?
CATHERINE: Is this some sort of come on?
KRISTOPHER: Oh no, no, no. Really, it’s not like that. You can bring your boyfriend or 

something, you know, to watch to make sure I don’t try anything.
CATHERINE: That might be interesting.
KRISTOPHER: I want to make you immortal.
CATHERINE: Modest aren’t you? Thank you. I don’t think so.

…
CATHERINE: It’s been so long. I was afraid...
VINCENT: That I might not come? I was away. There’s a place miles beneath the city. A 

nameless river that runs through the darkness. Sometimes I go there. 
CATHERINE: I wanted you to have this.
VINCENT: Tennyson. First edition.
CATHERINE: I always loved Idylls of the King. I even knew some parts of it by heart. 
Some nights I dreamt of Camelot...and Lancelot.
VINCENT: Lancelot was fatally flawed, destined never to find the grail.
CATHERINE: Still, he was the greatest knight of all.

…
CATHERINE: Kristopher? 
KRISTOPHER: You didn’t have to send him away.
CATHERINE: What in hell do you think you’re doing here?
KRISTOPHER: God, he reads beautifully!
CATHERINE: I want you to stop following me! Do you understand?
KRISTOPHER: Do you think he’d sit for me?



CATHERINE: Who are you talking about?
KRISTOPHER: What century did he walk out of Cathy? What story book?
CATHERINE: This is outrageous! 
KRISTOPHER: "And over our heads floats the blue bird

singing of beautiful and impossible things,
Of things that are beautiful, of things that are
lovely and never happen
Of things that are not and should be!"
It’s Oscar Wilde! Where are we going?

CATHERINE: Home!
KRISTOPHER: Okay! Does that mean you want to pose for me?

…
FATHER: Did he see you?
VINCENT: I don’t know. Perhaps a glimpse, but...
FATHER: A glimpse? And if he thinks about what he saw, if he wonders about it? 

Vincent, do you realize the risk?
VINCENT: I’ve lived with that risk all my life. Do you think I could ever forget it?
FATHER: I think sometimes...you grow careless. Especially of late. You and Catherine 

lose yourselves in the moment.
VINCENT: And the night, and the stars.
FATHER: And in each other.
VINCENT: No! That is not how it was. I heard all of the stirrings of the city: the distant 

sound of traffic, the wind rustling in the foliage, someone skipping stones across 
the lagoon.

FATHER: So how could this man possible creep up on you unawares?
VINCENT: I don’t know.
FATHER: Well, there must be a rational explanation.
VINCENT: Fine! Tell me what it is.

…
KRISTOPHER: You’re still mad aren’t you?
CATHERINE: You might even say furious! 
KRISTOPHER: I know, I know! I shouldn’t have followed you. I shouldn’t have spied on 

you, but if I hadn’t would you be here with me now? Would I have seen him?
CATHERINE: I don’t know who you think you saw.
KRISTOPHER: Yes, you do. Yes, you do. When are you going to tell me about him?
CATHERINE: You are being very trying, Kristopher.
KRISTOPHER: I can’t help it! I’m an artist! 
CATHERINE: An artist. I know. Since when is invasion of privacy part of the creative 

process?
KRISTOPHER: I have to follow my heart.
CATHERINE: Well, next time you may just follow it past the Louvre and into city jail!

…
NARCISSA: Open your eyes. Look deep. Could such a being as this walk the world your 

Catherine lives in?
***

“Arabesque”

YOUNG VINCENT: I must see her, Father! 
FATHER: She’s gone, Vincent.
YOUNG VINCENT: She can’t be.



FATHER: She went Above.
YOUNG VINCENT: Above?
FATHER: It’s best...for her. I promise.
YOUNG VINCENT: No!
FATHER: Vincent.
YOUNG VINCENT: It’s because of me I know it. 
FATHER: You’ve done nothing wrong, Vincent. Nothing!

…
CATHERINE: What is it, Vincent?
VINCENT: Please tell her that she has a place. And that I’m here.
CATHERINE: I will. Did she leave the tunnels in order to dance? 
VINCENT: That is not why she left. Although it may have been a reason in time.
CATHERINE: Why did she leave?
VINCENT: Because I loved her.

…
LISA: Oh, thank you. You come to the ballet often?
CATHERINE: As often as I can. Actually, I’m here for a friend. A friend of both of ours.
LISA: Oh?
CATHERINE: Vincent. You left a message. He waited for you. He was concerned.
LISA: Who are you?
CATHERINE: I’m Catherine Chandler. I told Vincent that I would try to find you and 

just make sure that everything is all right.
LISA: Well, everything’s fine.
CATHERINE: Vincent cares about you very much. I suppose he wanted me to remind 

you in case you’d forgotten.
LISA: Will you see him?
CATHERINE: Yes.

…
LISA: Vincent, please don’t worry I’m in New York and I so wanted to see you again. 

And Father, and everyone.
VINCENT: You never came before.
LISA: You know, you must think of me as a profligate sister. Long lost, abandoned who’s

finally found her way home again for a visit. 
VINCENT: To me you were more than a sister.

…
CATHERINE: What does this woman mean to you, Vincent? Can you tell me? 
VINCENT: There are moments, images I remember so clearly. Burning so deeply.
CATHERINE: Tell me about those moments. 
VINCENT: It was a time when I first felt the tremendous joy that dreams could bring. 

The intoxication of sending your heart soaring into the realm of hope. At that 
same time that I learned that for me, dreams could bring more pain than I could 
ever bear. Enough pain to destroy me, even those around me.

CATHERINE: How? What happened? You can tell me. You can tell me anything.
VINCENT: I once thought that. But there are things. Things I had dreamt away.
CATHERINE: We’ve never withheld the truth from each other. Never.
VINCENT: I know.

…
VINCENT: We have a responsibility to her. She has no other place.
FATHER: She has the world, Vincent.
VINCENT: This is her home.



FATHER: This was her home.
VINCENT: Why do you persist in punishing Lisa for what happened? For what I did?
FATHER: Don’t ever say that, Vincent!
VINCENT: Nothing has changed since you sent her away.
FATHER: I didn’t send her away.
VINCENT: You did!
FATHER: No!
VINCENT: How can you deny it?
FATHER: Oh for God’s sake, don’t you understand? I was trying to protect you!
VINCENT: To protect me?
FATHER: From her. From disappointment. I watched you growing up beside Lisa. 

Watched you growing closer to her. Knowing that one day she would leave the 
Tunnels, and you. 

FATHER: I’ve tried to be fair, Vincent in...in raising all of you. I made choices that had 
to be made. Though I don’t know anymore which was right, and which was 
wrong. All I do know Vincent, is that they were made with love.

VINCENT: And it is with love, I make the choices I must, now.
…

LISA: What’s the matter? You have such a strange expression on your face. Something’s 
the matter. I’m just going to pretend that I don’t notice anything different about 
you at all. What on Earth are you thinking of?

VINCENT: What happened in this hall.
LISA: Winterfest! Candles. Music.
VINCENT: What happened between both of us. For so long, I...I couldn’t forgive myself 

for hurting you. Driving you away.
LISA: I’m going to make a new life for myself.
VINCENT: Lisa.
LISA: You hold too great a reverence for the past, Vincent. It was nothing. Don’t you 

see? It was child’s play.
VINCENT: Is that what we're playing now?
LISA: Now? 
VINCENT: Yes! Now that you’re in danger. I know that you’re afraid. I know that you’re 

hiding. You surround yourself with illusions, but illusions fade. Lisa. Lisa, you 
must trust me, please. As you once did.

…
LISA: Oh, excuse me, I didn’t mean to... 
CATHERINE: Lisa.
LISA: I was just looking for Vincent. 
CATHERINE: Please. Please come in.
LISA: What happened?
CATHERINE: Your friend, Colin. He was determined to find you. He thought I might 

know where you were.
LISA: Colin? I don’t believe that.
CATHERINE: Quite a few people are wondering where you are.
LISA: Who? Who’s wondering?
CATHERINE: The US Attorney. A Federal Grand Jury. They want to ask you some 

questions about Alain Taggert.
LISA: That’s quite a statement. 
CATHERINE: I’m sure Mr. Taggert would like to get you out of the country before that 

happens, or find some other way to stop you from incriminating him.



LISA: I promise you I don’t know what you’re talking about. You must have made a 
mistake.

CATHERINE: Now you’re lying to me.
LISA: Don’t tell me I’m lying.
CATHERINE: You’ve lied to Vincent.
LISA: No, never. Never to him.
CATHERINE: You have caused him some deep pain which I cannot reach.
LISA: Well, if that’s so, I’ll leave. Immediately. 
CATHERINE: But you have no place to go.
LISA: Nonsense. I’ve hundreds of places I could go. Buenos Aries. I have wonderful 

friends there.
CATHERINE: How long do you intend to keep hiding?
LISA: I intend to survive. 
CATHERINE: What are you going to do Lisa? What will you do when it’s all over? When

the world no longer loves you? Will you just cling to whoever will have you? Is 
that all you’re worth?

LISA: You don’t mean to be unkind, do you?
CATHERINE: No. Just realistic.
LISA: Realistic. Okay. It is over. Played out. Do you know what ‘played out’ means to 

me? It’s when the music stops.
…

VINCENT: Catherine.
CATHERINE: I wonder if I’ll ever not be surprised to see you there.
VINCENT: We’ve never withheld the truth from each other.
CATHERINE: No.
VINCENT: Catherine, there are things I must tell you, about who I am...and what I am.
CATHERINE: Vincent, to me, you’re beautiful.
VINCENT: What I have to tell you is not beautiful. It’s terrifying. And shameful. But it is

the truth.
CATHERINE: Then I want to hear it.
VINCENT: You asked me about Lisa, what she meant in my life.
CATHERINE: Yes.
VINCENT: I would watch her dance. She would dance in the Great Hall, alone, for 

herself, for me. There was nothing in the world as beautiful as Lisa. 
CATHERINE: And you desired her. There is no shame in that.
VINCENT: For me there is.
CATHERINE: Why?
VINCENT: Because I hurt her. Because in my desire I forgot who I was, who I am. As 

she moved closer, I wanted to hold her. She was dancing and...and I felt a pull. It 
was pulling me, to her and I reached out for her. Suddenly, in her eyes I saw her 
fear of me. I saw myself. But I couldn’t let go of her. These hands wouldn’t let go 
of her. And I hurt her. And I knew that these hands were not meant to give love.

CATHERINE: These hands...are beautiful! These are my hands!
VINCENT: [wordless sobs]

***
“The Watcher”

VINCENT: I look out on this city of night, and tonight I am one with it. I see the
pathways and crossroads, the rush of possibilities, and I feel every point of light 
that is a life each with its wonders and terrors. I see how, in a single night, a 



world can be transformed. How in one terrifying and wondrous moment my 
world was transformed. On a night as dark and glittering as this. Two years ago I 
found Catherine.

…
VINCENT: What do we do now?

CATHERINE: I can’t go to the police. We can’t take that chance. We don’t know 
what he has. I mean, maybe he took pictures. Vincent. the balcony isn’t safe 
anymore. That was the only part of my world that belonged to us. I will not let 
him destroy it.

…
FATHER: Vincent, someone has seen you. If you go to her, he'll see you again.
VINCENT: How can I leave her alone? She must be protected.
FATHER: If she is in danger, we'll find a way to protect her. There are other ways.
VINCENT: This is Catherine. I must protect her.
FATHER: Of course. And what is she doing to find this man?
VINCENT: All she can, but she’s alone in this. She refuses to seek help. She’s afraid for

me, for our secret.
FATHER: And he probably knows that.
VINCENT: And will use it to torment her.

…
VINCENT: Did he contact you?
CATHERINE: He sent me flowers.
VINCENT: It was more than just flowers.
CATHERINE: He knows about you...about us. And until we find out what he wants...
VINCENT: He wants you, Catherine.
CATHERINE: Vincent, you have to stay away.
VINCENT: I feel your fear. How do I leave you alone with that?
CATHERINE: Because I can handle fear. But if something happened to you...
VINCENT: Come below tonight.
CATHERINE: I can’t. I can’t let him do that to me. I can’t. We’re alone in this.

…
JOE: So...what's on tonight?
CATHERINE: Nothing.
JOE: Radcliffe...
CATHERINE: Listen, Joe.
JOE: I'm not leaving. I'm gonna sleep right there, on that short-little-dinky couch.
CATHERINE: No, you're not.
JOE: Yes, I am.
CATHERINE: No, you're not.
JOE: Why not?
CATHERINE: I have my reasons.
JOE: Whatever it is, Cathy, we can get you out of it.
CATHERINE: No, we can't.
JOE: Okay. Here’s your keys. Lock your door. Put one of your chairs in front of it. On

second thought, put one of your couches in front of it. Lock it.
CATHERINE: Good-night.

…
VINCENT: Oh, Catherine.
CATHERINE: I love you.

…



VINCENT: I felt you go. I felt you go.
CATHERINE: Hold me tighter. Tighter.

…
CATHERINE: Someone else could be watching.
VINCENT: Perhaps.
CATHERINE: We can’t be afraid, can we? We can’t let that stop us.
VINCENT: This balcony is our window, our vantage point. And perhaps, Catherine,

someone behind one of those lights is watching, and smiling on us.
CATHERINE: Perhaps they are.

…
VINCENT: How do you feel now? Are you still afraid?
CATHERINE: No. Just very grateful.
VINCENT: We have endured...much.
CATHERINE: Yes, we have. And I know, in the deepest part of who I am, that whatever

happens now, Vincent, we will endure. We will.
***

“A Distant Shore”

RITA: You’re not excited.
CATHERINE: No. Not really.
RITA: How come?
CATHERINE: I don’t know. I don’t like leaving. I love this city; I love being home.
RITA: Is there someone you don’t want to leave?
CATHERINE: Yeah.
RITA: Who is he? Tell me about him. Hey, why don’t you take him with you?
CATHERINE: He has a tough time getting away. Anyway, I’ve got a lot to do.
RITA: Okay. Good luck!
CATHERINE: Thanks.

…
VINCENT: Three thousand miles. That’s a great distance to be apart from someone.
CATHERINE: Someone close.
VINCENT: How long will you be away?
CATHERINE: A week maybe. Is there something you’d like me to bring you from 

California?
VINCENT: [silent nod]
CATHERINE: What?
VINCENT: Yourself. Safely home.
CATHERINE: I’m only going to interview someone. It won’t be dangerous.
VINCENT: If something should happen to you...
CATHERINE: I’ll be all right. You’ll be with me.
VINCENT: Tomorrow you’ll be standing on another shore, looking out on another 

ocean.
CATHERINE: I’ll be seeing it for both of us.
VINCENT: I’ll miss you, Catherine.
CATHERINE: I already miss you.

…
FATHER: You miss her.
VINCENT: I miss feeling her near, knowing where to find her.
FATHER: How fortunate you are, Vincent, to know that feeling.
VINCENT: Yes.



FATHER: So, until she returns, you simply have to put up with me.
…

VINCENT: I, ah, found myself on Catherine’s balcony.
FATHER: There can be a little comfort in that when it’s empty.
VINCENT: I wanted to sense of her.
FATHER: What did you find?
VINCENT: Only her absence.
FATHER: What about your connection to her, your bond?
VINCENT: I feel it, at a distance. She’s so far away.
FATHER: But you can feel it?
VINCENT: Oh, yes.
FATHER: Then trust in that, Vincent. It’s remarkable thing, to feel the beat of a 

woman’s heart on a distant shore.
…

VINCENT'S VOICE, READING: Vincent, it’s the strangest thing. We’ve never been so 
far apart. And yet I can feel you with me so deeply. Sometimes it’s if I’m seeing 
things through your eyes. The sun is coming up now. The sky is pink. The ocean is
deep purple and I feel like a child.

CATHERINE'S VOICE, WRITING: I wish I could just scoop it all up with a shell, run to 
you, and pour it into your hands. Everything! The cry of the gulls, the warm sun, 
the breeze and the ocean spray it carries, the taste of salt, the waves. God, it’s so 
quiet right now Vincent. And the waves are so peaceful. And the feeling is so one 
of solitude, except you’re here too. I find myself talking to you, listening to you. 
This morning I think we walked for miles together. Just you and me. And it was 
so clear, Vincent, I didn’t think I imagined it! I think we walked for miles 
together. I miss you.

…
DREAM-CATHERINE: There is something I must do.
DREAM-VINCENT: Catherine, no! Come back! Catherine!
VINCENT: Catherine!
VINCENT'S VOICE, HEARD BY CATHERINE: Catherine!

…
VINCENT: Catherine!
CATHERINE: I’m back!
VINCENT: I felt your return. These four days...
CATHERINE: I know! I know!
VINCENT: There was a moment I felt you were in great danger. There was nothing I 

could do. I wanted so desperately to reach out to you!
CATHERINE: But you did, Vincent! I could feel you watching over me. I heard your call 

out. Vincent, you saved me!
VINCENT: Catherine...this bond we share...this connection...
CATHERINE: Yes. That strong!

***
“A Kingdom By The Sea”

CATHERINE: Ow! Damn it!
VINCENT: Catherine? Are you hurt?
CATHERINE: How long have you been...
VINCENT: Only a moment. You were so absorbed in your work, I didn't want to intrude.
CATHERINE: I must have appeared pretty ridiculous.



VINCENT: No. You looked...determined.
CATHERINE: The terrace gets so much morning sun, I thought a rose bush might do

well here.
VINCENT: Roses.
CATHERINE: The man at the nursery said this is a very special bush. If I don't kill it

with my gardening.
VINCENT: Catherine? Your hand! [kisses Catherine's wounded hand]
VINCENT AND CATHERINE: [shared, long, silent look]
VINCENT: [silently drops his gaze first]
CATHERINE: [silently takes hold of his chin to regain eye contact]
VINCENT AND CATHERINE: [shared second silence, interrupted by knocking at

Catherine's front door]
VINCENT: I...I should go.
CATHERINE: No, don't. Please.
VINCENT: You have visitors.
CATHERINE: Not for long. Wait.
VINCENT: Catherine.

…
VINCENT: Elliot Burch.
CATHERINE: He says this man is important to him, whatever that means.
VINCENT: And you wonder whether you should believe him. 
CATHERINE: When he was talking about Kazmarek, there was something in his voice,

in his eyes. I don't think he means to harm him. But...
VINCENT: But you've been wrong about Elliot Burch before.
CATHERINE: And if I make the wrong choice...oh, Elliot is a master of half-truths. And

he's hiding something from me, I know it.
VINCENT: Earlier tonight, for a moment, I felt your fear. 
CATHERINE: In the garage?
VINCENT: I was coming for you. Then suddenly the fear disappeared when you...saw

him. 
CATHERINE: Elliot may be...many things, but he would never hurt me.
VINCENT: Your mind is full of doubts, but your heart still trusts this man.
CATHERINE: Are you saying...that I should help him?
VINCENT: We...must, Catherine. I owe him my life.

…
ELLIOT: Listen. It stopped.
CATHERINE: It's over. 
ELLIOT: What was that? I mean, what was that? Was it an animal, or what was that?
CATHERINE: Don't ask, Elliot. Don't ask. 

…
VINCENT: [grunts in pain]
FATHER: Vincent, I heard you were back. [falls silent at the sight of blood in Vincent's

basin]
VINCENT: [stands silent...wordlessly shows Father his injured hand]
FATHER: Dear God. Wha...What happened?
VINCENT: [remains silent]
FATHER: This must be treated. Could become infected.
VINCENT: [quiet wince]
FATHER: How, um...how is Catherine?
VINCENT: Alive. Safe.



FATHER: If only...there was some way...in which I could keep both of you safe. To
shield you both from...from harm, from pain. 

VINCENT: From life?
FATHER: Because I love you, Vincent. I love both of you.
VINCENT: Even love can...wound, Father. The grave is a fine, safe place, but if we

live...we bleed.
…

ELLIOT: Where are we?
CATHERINE: Below Central Park. That's the way out. Elliot? You asked for me to trust

you. Well, I have. The things that you've seen tonight, the places that we've been, 
whatever you may have heard or imagined, all of it has to be forgotten. All of it, 
Elliot.

ELLIOT: Why? What happened back there?
CATHERINE: I can't tell you.
ELLIOT: Well, what kind of trust is that?
CATHERINE: The only kind I have to offer.
ELLIOT: Cathy, back when I kissed you on the pier...
CATHERINE: No, Elliot, don't.
ELLIOT: Listen, deny it all you want. Something was there. You felt it too. I mean,

what...what are you afraid of? Why can't you admit the possibility?
CATHERINE: Because there is no possibility.
ELLIOT: There's somebody else.
CATHERINE: I'm sorry, Elliot.
ELLIOT: That makes two of us.

…
CATHERINE: Vincent. You're hurt.
VINCENT: It's the kind of hurt that heals easily.
CATHERINE: Tell me what you're feeling.
VINCENT: Elliot is...a king in your world.
CATHERINE: Yes, in a way.
VINCENT: He can offer you so much. The power to do great good, beauties undreamed

of. He can walk beside you in the daylight. Last night, I...felt your fear for him. 
The sorrows you shared. Your joy, when you knew he was alive. And when 
death was nearest...when he...

CATHERINE: When he kissed me.
VINCENT: Yes. I felt...that too.
CATHERINE: I've never felt closer to Elliot than I did last night. I saw so much of what

he's always kept hidden. The boy he once was, the man he could be. We almost 
died together. And when he kissed me, just for an instant, some small part of me 
responded. And I wished...I wished that he was...you.

…
VINCENT: Once, I thought I could never understand this man. Now, sometimes, I

understand him all too well. He has his own kind of nobility.
CATHERINE: And his own kind of tragedies.
VINCENT: So many contradictions. Light and darkness, good and evil, pain and joy.

How can these things live side by side in one man, one world?
CATHERINE: How doesn't matter, Vincent. They do. It's life. Look.
VINCENT AND CATHERINE: [silently look together at the red and white rosebuds

opening on Catherine's rosebush]
***



“The Hollow Men”

VINCENT: And there is something else in the world Above that I cannot escape. In that 
world lives someone I love.

…
VINCENT: You're tired. You should try to get some rest.
CATHERINE: I can't just forget it. It happens, you know? You see enough outrages like 

today, enough dead kids with no names, and you start to forget them. I can't let 
that happen.

VINCENT: Never will.
CATHERINE: I'm not so sure.
VINCENT: Compassion is something that cannot be forgotten. It's got a life of its own.
CATHERINE: But it can die, Vincent.
VINCENT: Once you have it, it lives in you. But to live by it requires all your strength.
CATHERINE: And someone to remind you. I am tired.

…
CATHERINE: You can't do this!
VINCENT: They must be stopped.
CATHERINE: Not this way!
VINCENT: Then how? How?! Last night, I stopped them from killing again.
CATHERINE: They will be caught. Vincent, trust me, they will be caught.
VINCENT: Before they kill again? They were caught. And they were set free.
CATHERINE: You can't endanger yourself because of it. It's wrong!
VINCENT: With my own eyes, I saw them kill a defenseless woman. How can I pretend 

merely because I cannot walk into your court, that what I saw did not happen?
CATHERINE: I know it seems unjust. It is unjust. But you have to let me, you have to let

my world deal with it!
VINCENT: They've come into my world. They've come into the back streets and the 

alleys, looking to play in the darkness. I know the darkness. I am its friend. And I 
know it is nothing to be played with. When they come to my world, Catherine, I 
will be there, waiting for them. When they come looking for the darkness, they 
will find me.

…
CATHERINE: Vincent! Vincent! Are you all right?
VINCENT: Nothing...nothing but madness. Nothing but blood. When will it stop?

***
“What Rough Beast”

CATHERINE: Really, why are you here?
ELLIOT: I just wanted to see you, Cath.
CATHERINE: Elliot.
ELLIOT: I just want you to know that I'm here for you. Waiting.
CATHERINE: I don't want you to wait for me.
ELLIOT: Cathy, I don't want to wait, either. But the way things seem to be, I don't have 

much choice, do I? I mean, you said to me that there's somebody else in your life. 
I can't do anything about that. And I can't change how I feel about you.

…
ELLIOT (PARACELSUS): The pattern of killings began about two years ago. It's a 

gruesome pattern of evisceration, throat puncture wounds, deep slashings. The 
victims are generally left to bleed to death.



SPIRKO: You mean, last night wasn't the first time?
ELLIOT (PARACELSUS): No. Nor will it be the last.
SPIRKO: You're saying you know the killer?
ELLIOT (PARACELSUS): Not exactly. But I know why he kills.
SPIRKO: Why?
ELLIOT (PARACELSUS): To protect someone.
SPIRKO: Who?
ELLIOT (PARACELSUS): A beautiful woman. A very beautiful woman. She's the key. 

You find her, she'll lead you to the killer.
SPIRKO: What's her name.
ELLIOT (PARACELSUS): She is...an assistant district attorney. Her name is Catherine 

Chandler.
…

CATHERINE: What makes you think I know anything?
SPIRKO: Come on. I'll show you. Mind if I smoke?
CATHERINE: Actually, I do.
SPIRKO: This you remember, right? And the police report on Carol Stabler, the woman 

who was set to testify against those men who attacked you two years ago.
CATHERINE: The safe house was compromised. She was murdered before she could 

testify.
SPIRKO: That's right. And that same night, someone killed those men who attacked her.

Literally tore them apart. Not very pretty, huh?
CATHERINE: No, it isn't. What does this have to do with me?
SPIRKO: There are other similar incidents connected to you. October nine, nineteen-

eighty-seven. You investigated a complaint filed by some elderly people, claimed 
they were being harassed by a developer. The investigation resulted in the 
termination of that prospective project, as well as the lives of four of the 
developer's leg men.

CATHERINE: You are speculating.
SPIRKO: There is more. If you want, I'd be happy to review it all for you. I'm a reporter, 

Miss Chandler. I find things out, dig up secrets. That's what I do. 
CATHERINE: What do you think you're going to find?
SPIRKO: I don't know yet. But you do. Come on, what is the big secret? Why not just tell

me? Because with or without you, I'm gonna find out. Believe me.
… 

FATHER: You're hesitant about telling Vincent.
CATHERINE: The memory of those moments is painful to him.
FATHER: Catherine, he should be told. Every time you meet, every moment you spend 

together now, increases the risk.
CATHERINE: I know.
FATHER: You mustn't blame yourself. This was inevitable. I knew from the moment he 

first brought you to us.
CATHERINE: I do blame myself, Father.
FATHER: Well, don't.
CATHERINE: It's me he protects! What he does, he does in my name.
FATHER: He protects all of us. He protects the people he loves.
CATHERINE: It's a feeling a shame, Father. I have...watched. I have seen him when he 

loses himself.
FATHER: Yes, I know, it's terrifying.
CATHERINE: No.



FATHER: Anyone would feel the same.
CATHERINE: No. Part of me shares that with him! In some deep way, I wonder...have I 

been reckless? Have I put myself in danger, knowing that he would come to me?
FATHER: [stands silent]

…
ELLIOT (PARACELSUS): You saw Catherine?
SPIRKO: What about it? You gave me her name.
ELLIOT (PARACELSUS): You're thinking to literally. It's my fault.
SPIRKO: Then talk to me.
ELLIOT (PARACELSUS): Mr. Spirko, this is not some crazed vigilante fixated on 

Catherine Chandler. This is something entirely different. This is something that 
has never been.

SPIRKO: You keep saying cryptic stuff like that.
ELLIOT (PARACELSUS): You should hear the sounds.
SPIRKO: The sounds?
ELLIOT (PARACELSUS): Of his killings. Sounds you will never forget.
SPIRKO: Who is he?
ELLIOT (PARACELSUS): As I told you before, Mr. Spirko, you'll have to discover that 

for yourself.
SPIRKO: I'm at a dead end here.
ELLIOT (PARACELSUS): Open your mind, Mr. Spirko. Imagine.

…
VINCENT: Catherine...
CATHERINE: Vincent.
VINCENT: The reporter. Father has already told me.
CATHERINE: I'm sorry.
VINCENT: No need to apologize. We will not let this defeat us.

…
STEPHEN: Cathy still loves me. I know she does. I'd do anything for her. I told her that. 

I promised her. Do you believe me?
SPIRKO: Sure. I believe you. I wouldn't be here if I didn't.
STEPHEN: She ran away.
SPIRKO: Why did she run? You can tell me, Stephen. Why did she run?
STEPHEN: [remembers screaming, “Cathy!”] Because...she knew he would come.
SPIRKO: Who did she know would come?
STEPHEN: [remembers Vincent roaring while attacking him] He ruined my legs.
SPIRKO: I'm sorry. I really am. And I want you to know that I'm trying to help.
STEPHEN: He ought to be punished. Not for me. I don't care about me. But for Cathy.
SPIRKO: I can't do anything about that. We can't. Until you tell me what happened.
STEPHEN: [remembers Vincent roaring, and the blow that crippled him, Cathy 

shouting, “No, Vincent! Don't kill him! No! It's over! It's over.”] She called him 
Vincent.

SPIRKO: Vincent?
STEPHEN: That's his name.
SPIRKO: What does Vincent look like?
STEPHEN: [horrified silence]
SPIRKO: Tell me anything you can about him.
STEPHEN: They have a sick relationship. He is not a man. I mean, he is not human. 

[silently opens his shirt to reveal huge scars on his abdomen] You see now?
SPIRKO: [registers wordless shock]



…
FATHER: Vincent. Am I disturbing you?
VINCENT: No. Please.
FATHER: I found an old favorite poem I'd long since forgotten.
VINCENT: Father...
FATHER: Let me just read this to you.
VINCENT: No poetry.
FATHER: Just listen to the first few lines.
VINCENT: If I asked you, would you tell me the truth, Father?
FATHER: Of course.
VINCENT: Am I a man?
FATHER: Part of you is.
VINCENT: And the part that is not? The part that...takes over...that the man in me 

cannot forget, cannot close his eyes in peace? 
FATHER: I don't know the answer to that, Vincent. I honestly don't know.
VINCENT: You have educated the man. You have nurtured the man. Read him poetry. 

Taught him to love. But the Other? You don't understand. You don't understand 
its power. 

FATHER: Vincent.
VINCENT: Father, I cannot control my thoughts. Father, I'm afraid.

…
CATHERINE: You said you came to me out of concern, and the whole time, you've been 

undermining everything that meant anything to me!
ELLIOT: Cathy, calm down. Would you mind telling me what it is I'm supposed to be 

doing?
CATHERINE: You know damn well!
ELLIOT: Why don't you believe me? The only time that I've seen Bernie Spirko's name is

on a byline for the New York Sentinel.
CATHERINE: You leaked the Corrales story to him last year. And for all I know, he is 

still on your payroll.
ELLIOT: I never paid him a penny.
CATHERINE: How can you deny it!
ELLIOT: Listen to yourself! You're supposed to be an attorney. Whatever happened to 

innocent until proven guilty?
CATHERINE: This is not a court of law!
ELLIOT: Cath...Okay. Cathy. I know you've got secrets in your life, okay? I know what's 

happening is very real to you, and it's causing you a lot of pain, but you can't 
just...

CATHERINE: Stop it, Elliot. Just stop it!
…

VINCENT: What is it, Catherine?
CATHERINE: It's Elliot Burch. Elliot is the one who's been feeding information to the 

reporter.
VINCENT: Elliot?
CATHERINE: They know your name, Vincent. Somehow, they got to Stephen Bass. 

Father's right. The risk has become to great. And we can't see each other until this
is over.

VINCENT: Perhaps if Elliot understood...
CATHERINE: No.
VINCENT: But he is a man who could understand.



CATHERINE: I thought so too, once. But he's shown himself. He's out to condemn us, to
destroy us.

VINCENT: Condemn us?
CATHERINE: He knows that we are different, that we are beyond his experience, and 

that must threaten him.
VINCENT: It is I who is different.
CATHERINE: No, Vincent. It's us. I've learned that. We share the responsibility of who 

we are together.
VINCENT: My mind is filled with thoughts beyond imagining.
CATHERINE: If they ever found you...
VINCENT: They would never find me. I would vanish, bury myself deep inside the earth.
CATHERINE: And you would be lost to me.
VINCENT: Without you, I would be lost to myself.

…
ELLIOT (PARACELSUS): Well?
SPIRKO: His name is Vincent. His face is deformed in some way. Grotesque. And so are 

his hands.
ELLIOT (PARACELSUS): Tell me about his hands.
SPIRKO: They're incredibly strong. He uses them to kill. And this may sound strange, 

but I think they're more like claws. 
ELLIOT (PARACELSUS): Is he human, Mr. Spirko?
SPIRKO: What else could he be?
ELLIOT (PARACELSUS): I'm asking you.
SPIRKO: He walks, he talks. He loves. 
ELLIOT (PARACELSUS): Catherine Chandler. Have you seen her?
SPIRKO: This morning. She was pretty shaken up by what I knew.
ELLIOT (PARACELSUS): Would a picture be useful to you, Mr. Spirko? You've done a 

very good job. I think you've earned the privilege. I think it's time I arranged a 
little introduction.

…
CATHERINE: You can't do this.
SPIRKO: Why not?
CATHERINE: Because you don't know...
SPIRKO: Hey, lady, don't tell me what I know! I earned every word of this story.
CATHERINE: You have no idea what this story is about!
SPIRKO: I think I've seen enough, don't you?
CATHERINE: If you print that, it'll destroy Vincent and myself. Doesn't that mean 

anything to you?
SPIRKO: It's not a personal thing, Miss Chandler. It's news.

…
CATHERINE: I'm shaking.
VINCENT: What you said was true, Catherine. It must end now. We must end. They 

know everything.
CATHERINE: No.
VINCENT: This man will never stop. Elliot. He'll never stop. They will hunt me 'til they 

find me, or until I'm dead.
CATHERINE: Then I'll come with you.
VINCENT: It's no life for you.
CATHERINE: Or for you.
VINCENT: But it is my life.



CATHERINE: [wordless sobs] I don't know what to do.
VINCENT: We must face what we both feared might come to pass from the beginning.
CATHERINE: Vincent.
VINCENT: It is all we can do. Remember our love. Let it guide you, give you courage. 

Know that what we had can never be taken away from us.
CATHERINE: Vincent, don't!
VINCENT: Catherine, go. Quickly, please.
CATHERINE: Hold me. Just hold me one last time.

…
PARACELSUS: I asked you before if he was a man. Well, now you've seen for yourself. 

He's beyond man. In his own right, he's a god, a warrior. But you see, he...he tries 
to be a man. And in that, denies his own greatness. He is a source of primal rage, 
and secret urging. Instinct. He's a killer. That is his greatness. That is his nature. 
But if he'd have killed you tonight, Mr. Spirko, as I hoped, if he's killed an 
innocent man, I believe he would've finally understood, and shed the false skin of 
his humanity. He would have become what I always dreamed for him. He would 
have become my son.

***
“Ceremony Of Innocence”

CATHERINE: [in stunned silence, reads dream-newspaper headline, "DA's Demon
Lover in Murder Spree...Police Promise Full Investigation]

CROWD OF REPORTERS: (Later) Miss Chandler, what about the Sentinel Story? What
would your father think? We'll pay you ten-thousand cash for your exclusive 
story! Miss Chandler! Miss Chandler! Why does he kill for you?

JOE: Just how far were you going to take these lies, Chandler?
CATHERINE: Joe, you have to help me.
JOE: It's a little late for that, don't you think? I trusted you. Look at these pictures. Look

at them! Didn't this ever make you sick? These are human beings, damn it! Which
is more than I can say for your boyfriend!

CATHERINE: No, Joe, you don't understand. Vincent isn't like what you...
JOE: Vincent is a monster!
CATHERINE: No.
JOE: He is an animal! And what does that make you, huh? What does that make you

What does that make you?! What does that make you?!
CATHERINE: [screams herself awake]

…
FATHER: Vincent. You weren't in your chamber. I was worried. Have you been here all

night?
VINCENT: Catherine dreamt. A nightmare.
FATHER: Ah. Dawn.
VINCENT: No. Only its reflection.
FATHER: Vincent, it's been four days. Long enough to hope. Perhaps this reporter has

reached into his heart and realized the harm his story would do. Reconsidered.
VINCENT: Perhaps. But as long as I go Above, as long as Catherine is in my life...there

will always be another man waiting...with a camera, a notepad, a gun. And one 
day, one of them will not reconsider.

FATHER: It's been a wonderful dream, Vincent. But this is your home.
VINCENT: No, Father. This is my tomb.

…



FATHER: He feels trapped. His home has now become a prison, cutting him off from
the world Above. He needs the night sky, the stars.

MOUSE: Not stars. Needs Catherine.
FATHER: Oh. If only I could make it so. Everything I...everything I do, everything I say,

seems so small. Still, we must help, however we can.
MOUSE: Okay, good. Okay, fine. Bring down the sky. Something better than the Mirror

Pool. Sun and stars and stuff, all moving, alive.
…

CATHERINE: Then I'll go with you.
VINCENT: No.
CATHERINE: Why? Don't you see what you're doing, Vincent? You're throwing up

walls. You're isolating yourself from the people who love you.
VINCENT: This is something I must face alone.

…
VINCENT: Catherine, leave us.
CATHERINE: Vincent...
VINCENT: Anna was John Pater's wife.
CATHERINE: I'll wait in your chamber.

…
VINCENT: So, Anna died in childbirth like Devin's mother.
FATHER (PARACELSUS): No. Not, ah, not like Devin's mother.
VINCENT: Well then how?
FATHER (PARACELSUS): [evasive silence]
VINCENT: How?!
FATHER (PARACELSUS): Vincent, you were...you were not born...like other children.

You ripped your way out of your mother's body.
VINCENT: [horrified silence...horrified scream]
CATHERINE: Vincent? What is it?
VINCENT: Catherine, you must leave me.
CATHERINE: No.
VINCENT: Yes.
CATHERINE: What did Father tell you?
VINCENT: Go back to your world. Go back to the life you once lived. Put all your

memory of me behind you.
CATHERINE: Tell me what he said. I love you, Vincent. Whatever it is, we can face it

together.
VINCENT: What you love is only part of me.
CATHERINE: No, Vincent. I love all of you.
VINCENT: How can you know that? There are darknesses inside of me that you cannot

even imagine.
CATHERINE: Whatever Father said, it doesn't matter. You haven't changed. You're still

kind and gentle and strong.
VINCENT: Stop! You and Father. You wouldn't admit the truth even if it stood right in

front of you. Look at me, Catherine. Look at me! What do you see?
CATHERINE: I see the man that I love.
VINCENT: There are no mirrors in this chamber. But there are mirrors in the soul, and I

cannot live with what I see there. Don't...! ...Touch me! It is not safe to love me, 
Catherine. I killed Anna. These hands ripped apart my mother's flesh, tore me 
from her womb. I was born in blood.

CATHERINE: No. I don't believe it.



VINCENT: Believe whatever you like, only leave me. [wordless snarl at Catherine's
approach]

CATHERINE: [frightened gasp]
VINCENT: Don't look back.

…
VINCENT: [in shock, silent]
CATHERINE: Will he be all right?
FATHER: I don't know. I hope, in time. Catherine, I'll sit with him, if you have to...ah...
CATHERINE: No. I'll stay as long as he needs me. Vincent. It's finished. You did what

had to be done, and we're free. The nightmare is over.
VINCENT: No. It's not over.

***
“The Rest Is Silence”

VINCENT: Catherine.
CATHERINE: I wanted you to hear this. The whole evening's Vivaldi. So far, it's 

wonderful. Come. Sit with me. Oh, I love this music. So full of life. Are you all 
right?

VINCENT: Yes.
CATHERINE: (Later) Oh, this part is like flying.
VINCENT: Flying?
CATHERINE: Yeah. It's like two birds soaring, swooping. Soaring, swooping, soaring.
VINCENT: [quiet wince]
CATHERINE: What? What is it?
VINCENT: No. No. No!
CATHERINE: What's wrong? Talk to me, Vincent!
VINCENT: [wordless pacing...roar...silent retreat]
CATHERINE: Vincent!

…
VINCENT: Now, I must be strong. I must not let them see. Or frighten them. And I must

prepare...carefully prepare...for whatever may happen. [startled gasp...labored 
breathing]

CATHERINE: Tell me what I can do.
VINCENT: [gasping, panting] It will pass.
CATHERINE: What is it you're feeling?
VINCENT: Words. The...words would...only frighten you.
CATHERINE: I'm already frightened.
VINCENT: And so am I.
CATHERINE: What happened? What is it? You lost yourself?
VINCENT: Yes. I...I...I lost myself.
CATHERINE: You've been through an ordeal. What Paracelsus did to you was...
VINCENT: He's dead. I should...sleep. Peacefully. Oh.
CATHERINE: You've been in a struggle for your life. There are wounds...
VINCENT: Oh.
CATHERINE: ...in deep places. Let me help you.
VINCENT: You must...not worry...Catherine. The worst...is behind us.

…
CATHERINE: What is happening to him?
FATHER: He's been under tremendous strain these past weeks. It's taken its toll. 
CATHERINE: No, Father. It's more than that. Something is very wrong.



FATHER: Yes. It is.
…

FATHER: I'm not sure that any of us can begin to understand. How can we know what 
he must endure? What inner forces he has to battle in order to be who he is...to 
us? The Vincent we know is a fragile balance. A balance that requires every fiber 
of his being to maintain itself. That he can do it at all is a miracle. And now that 
balance has been lost.

CATHERINE: I want to help him. 
FATHER: I know that.
CATHERINE: Do you think it would be better if I stayed away? 
FATHER: Catherine, dear Catherine. You must know by now that you're part of 

that...miracle. You saw him, and all that he is, and you gave him...you gave him a 
dream. For that I shall be ever grateful.

CATHERINE: Thank you, Father. Do you think there's a possibility that what he's going 
through might be treated? 

FATHER: I'm not sure this is in the domain of medicine.
CATHERINE: Maybe there's a medication of some kind. A sedative, even.
FATHER: No, his biochemistry is very different. There was a time in his adolescence 

when...something like this did occur. We tried sedatives, and other treatments. It 
only seemed to aggravate his condition. In the end, we were forced to...restrain 
him. It was the darkest time of his life. And mine. He would fall into deleriums, 
and these would go on for days. 

CATHERINE: What happened? 
FATHER: He came a breath away from dying. All his vital signs stopped. And 

then...it...it simply passed. 
CATHERINE: What can we do now?
FATHER: [thoughtful silence]

…
VINCENT: Can't. Stop. Read it! Where? [panting, gasping] (Reading from a book) 

"Though they go mad they shall be sane, / Though they sink through the sea they 
shall rise again; / Though lovers be lost, love shall not; And death shall have no 
dominion." (Now reciting) Though they go mad they shall be sane. Though they 
sink through the sea they shall rise again. Though lovers be lost love shall not. 
And death shall have no dominion. [labored breathing] She must hear this. 
(Later, on Catherine's balcony) Though they go mad they shall be sane. Though
they sink through the sea they shall rise again. Catherine! Though lovers be lost 
love shall not. And death shall have no dominion. Catherine! You must hear this!

…
CATHERINE: You're feeling better.
VINCENT: Yes. I'm sorry.
CATHERINE: Oh, Vincent. Don't be sorry.
VINCENT: It's been my struggle always. But now, when I have so much to fight for, I'm 

losing.
CATHERINE: Maybe the worst is over.
VINCENT: If it's not, I...it's best that I'm Below. I should go back.
CATHERINE: It'll be dark soon.
VINCENT: Catherine. I don't know what will happen now.
CATHERINE: You must promise me one thing. That you will share it with me. Whatever

happens. Whatever comes.
VINCENT: Whatever happens, whatever comes, know that I love you.



…
PETER: Here's the lab report. They want us to send another sample.
CATHERINE: Why?
PETER: They think there was a mix-up. They claim that what we sent them wasn't 

human blood. Catherine, I don't think it's safe to pursue it this way. Now I've got 
a friend at Columbia in biochemistry.

CATHERINE: He's the most human...the most human being I have ever met.
PETER: Well, maybe Jacob was right. You go beyond definitions, scientific knowledge 

can only break down.
CATHERINE: Where do you go after that?
PETER: Back to your heart, Catherine. Where the definitions don't mean very much.

…
MARY: I can't believe Vincent would ever hurt any of us.
FATHER: Well, certainly not intentionally, Mary. But we're dealing with something 

extremely volatile. Yes, I think we should be concerned about our safety. And for 
his, as well. 

MARY: Why did this have to happen? He's been through so much.
PASCAL: What should we do?
FATHER: Keep in communication with each other. And let's try to keep the pipes open 

in case of emergency.
PASCAL: Right.
FATHER: Now we must all keep a very close watch over Vincent until this passes.
MARY: What about the children? What shall we tell them?
FATHER: What we always tell them. The truth. That Vincent is not himself. 
MARY: But they love him. I don't want them to be frightened.
FATHER: Mary, anyone who loves Vincent already knows what it is to be frightened. 

The children will be all right.
…

VINCENT: Father...when...I can't...when will it end?
FATHER: Perhaps soon. Soon. And all will be well again.
VINCENT: [wordless sobs] 
FATHER: [also weeps]
VINCENT: Bring Catherine.

…
MARY: Vincent? Can I get you anything?
VINCENT: Do not...do not come any closer.
MOUSE: Mouse isn't afraid.
VINCENT: You should be! You should all...be...afraid. Listen to me, all...all of you. 

I...I...I do not know how much...longer I can protect you...from...me, so...I...must 
go from you.

WILLIAM: Go?
MOUSE: No.
VINCENT: I...I will see you again...when this passes.
OLIVIA: Where will you go?
MOUSE: Can't go.
WILLIAM: Vincent!
VINCENT: Listen to me now! All of you! I...I cannot...speak...more. I must say goodbye.
OLIVIA: Vincent, you can't do this.
VINCENT: I must do this. But I will...carry you with me always. You've given me 

everything. Everything. Give that much...to each other. 



SAMANTHA: Jane Eyre. Take it. Take it with you. So you can finish it.
VINCENT: You finish it...for me.
SAMANTHA AND OTHER CHILDREN: [grieved silence]
VINCENT: [walks unsteadily down a tunnel in silence...anguished scream...agonized 

scream...continues on in silence]
…

FATHER: What is this? What's happening?
WILLIAM: Vincent left.
CATHERINE: What do you mean?
FATHER: He left?
WILLIAM: He said goodbye to us.
MARY: He said to keep away. To be afraid.
FATHER: Well, where did he go?
MARY: He wouldn't say.
FATHER: (To Catherine) He left without telling us?
CATHERINE: He knew that we would never let him go.
FATHER: Does anyone know where he's going?
PASCAL: I know where he is. Mouse is following him. Keeping watch. He's gone below 

the catacombs.
FATHER: Do you know the way?
PASCAL: They're very far down.
CATHERINE: Take us there.
PASCAL: [shakes his head without speaking]
CATHERINE: Pascal, please! Take us there!
PASCAL: All right.

…
VINCENT: [wordless growls, roars, and howling from within a deep cave]
FATHER: No! You can't!
CATHERINE: I must.
FATHER: Catherine, please!
CATHERINE: Father. He is my life. Without him, there is nothing.
FATHER AND CATHERINE: [a shared silence]
VINCENT: [roaring and howls]
CATHERINE: (From within the cave) Vincent!
[Silence]

~*~ ~*~ ~*~


