
A Very Special Magic

by Sandy P Shelton

(This story is dedicated to my Father who died in 1985 from lung cancer. It was Linda's 
performance in "Orphans" that finally forced me to confront my own feelings and for that, I 
will be eternally grateful. This is my way of giving that back.)

Catherine shivered slightly in the cold darkness of the Great Hall. Even though the room was
filled with the inhabitants of this extraordinary world, the slight wind sweeping through that 
darkness still bit into her skin.

"Catherine, are you all right?" The voice exuded concern and she was instinctively drawn to 
it.

"Yes, it's just a little chilly down here." She focused her attention squarely on the masculine 
image before her and soon was no longer aware of her discomfort.

Vincent was standing there in almost complete darkness with an unlit candle in one hand 
and a squirming 15-month Jacob, barely visible as he rested on Vincent's hip and played 
hide and seek under his father's cloak. 



Catherine reached out instinctively to her child, “Ssh, Jake. This is an important occasion, 
you must be still, okay honey?" Even though the child nodded his head with enthusiasm, she
knew that mischievous glint in his eyes all too well.

"Perhaps he'll quieten once the ceremony begins," offered Vincent.

"Perhaps," she sighed. "Vincent, tell me about this service."

His eyes moved about the room with sadness as he spoke. "When a member of the 
community or one of our helpers dies, we gather in this hall to hold a memorial for them. We 
gather in darkness and then Father begins the service. Afterward, we share our favorite 
memories or perhaps simply listen, offering comfort to each other. Much like wakes, I 
suppose."

"But why all the darkness?"

He took her hand and led her toward the gathering. "You'll see."

Catherine noticed everyone seemed to be forming a circle as if the time were near. Sarah 
handed her an unlit candle and quickly made sure all the adults in the circle had one. She 
waited as quiet descended with Father's entrance into the midst of the half-formed circle.

In a very dignified voice, Father began.

"Will all the adults please form a circle and will all the children please remain inside the 
circle."

Catherine thought of the symbolism of that act. Adults herding the young ones to the center, 
then forming a circle to protect them from whatever dangers lay hidden in the dark. She 
watched silently as Vincent lowered Jacob to the ground to wander with his playmates 
toward the center. The youngster would occasionally look back at his parents as if to 
reassure himself of their presence.

She watched him with great motherly pride. He had grown so much in the last few months in
all ways. Physically, he was no bigger than his peers, but he was much stronger and with his
golden hair and clear blue eyes, he was quite handsome she thought. Intellectually, he had 
learned to speak very quickly and was already forming short sentences. But it was their 
bond that amazed her the most. The three of them shared an incredibly strong link to each 
other emotionally. The sheer strength of it had humbled her more than once.

As soon as silence descended again, Father continued. "We have gathered here in 
darkness to remember our friend Sebastian. He was one of the very first Helpers of our 
world." There was the slightest touch of sadness as he cleared his throat and pressed back 
the emotions.

"For the few of you who know nothing of this tradition, let me take a moment to explain." He 
looked at Catherine directly. "Since Sebastian was buried Above with a funeral service that 
most of us could not attend, we use this service as the community's way of paying our 
respects and saying good-bye to an old friend."

Father walked back to the center of the circle once more. Pulling a match from his pocket, 
he carefully lit the ornamental candle he was holding. "It is believed that when a child is 
born, his soul contains a light. During his lifetime, he makes choices as to whether that flame



is nurtured and shared or whether it is hidden." He walked over to Vincent and lit his candle. 
Vincent, in turn, lit Catherine's candle and so on around the circle of adults.

Catherine watched in wonder as the light of all candles filled the once dark hall with a warm 
glowing light. She heard the gasps of delight from the children as they too were caught up in 
the moment.

When the quiet had once again returned, Father continued. "If that light is allowed to grow 
and is then shared with everyone that life touches, then it pushes back the darkness and 
warms us all. But if it is hidden away, it dies and all that is left is darkness."

He looked around the circle once more. "The light shared is light that lives and grows. The 
light shared will continue long after the source is no more." With that, he extinguished his 
candle.

Catherine smiled as she looked around the room at the warm glow reflecting off the faces of 
the men and women of the community. She was deeply affected by the poignant meaning of
it all.

Father continued, "That light will continue as it is passed, shared from one to another. We 
will all carry inside of us the light that was Sebastian. Please share that light so that 
Sebastian will continue to live in us all and please share the light that is you, so that there 
will be no darkness in your heart, only the light. Let us always share the light."

As tears filled Catherine's eyes, she looked over at Vincent and they shared an embrace as 
Jacob ran up to them. She carefully handed her candle to Vincent and picked up Jacob, 
hugging him fiercely.

The torches and lanterns then were turned up and the room was bathed in light. The 
children began to run about and play as the adults extinguished the candles and began to 
share their memories.

To Catherine, it seemed that everyone had some amusing experience with Sebastian to 
share with the others and they all spoke of him with great kindness. She did notice, however,
that Vincent had very little to say. She could feel him holding back some memory that 
apparently he was not willing to share with anyone. Even though she knew he was a very 
private person, his silence concerned her.

At the hour grew late, Jacob began to fret and Catherine knew it was past his bedtime. 
Without a word between them, Vincent knew it too. He pulled his cloak around himself, 
picked up Jacob, and extended his arm to Catherine. Gracefully, she moved to his side and 
they started for home.

Catherine found herself smiling contentedly at the very domestic picture they must be. The 
father carrying his sleeping child and the mother with arm through his walking quietly home. 
Vincent must have felt her contentment because he glanced over at her and murmured 
softly, "Yes."

It was Saturday so she could spend the night Below with her family. When they arrived back 
at the chamber, they both carefully changed Jacob into his nightshirt trying very hard not to 
awaken him. Once that task was completed, Catherine changed into her gown and slipped 
into bed awaiting Vincent.



Most weekends when Catherine came Below, they made full use of their time together. She 
laughed quietly as she remembered that she and Vincent had to learn to make love very 
quietly, so as not to awaken Jacob who slept in a small bed in the same chamber. At least in
her apartment, Jacob had his own room and they didn't have to be as restrained. They really
had to find him his own chamber - and soon!

Vincent slipped quietly into bed beside her and she raised up on one elbow to gaze longingly
into his eyes. After he settled in, she slowly let her fingers caress each line and feature of his
face. She still couldn't shake the feeling that he was keeping something inside. "Do you want
to talk?"

He hesitated a moment, but then thought better of it. "No, I'm fine."

"Are you sure?" 

"Yes."

She studied those intense blue eyes for a moment then pressed her mouth to his in an 
inviting kiss. He responded to her kiss, but did not pursue her invitation.

"Catherine, I want to just hold you tonight," he said in an apologizing tone.

She looked at him and was sure he could feel her disappointment.

"But if it's really important to you…”

She didn't let him finish. "Vincent, making love with you is very important to me, but only if 
it’s what we both want. I love just cuddling too."

He sighed with apparent relief and stroked her hair lovingly. "I love you."

She lowered her head to his chest and murmured, "And I love you."

He stroked her hair, smelled her special scent, and listened to her steady breathing until 
they both drifted off into the world of dreams.

He was a small boy again and was running. Running away from them. His ears were ringing 
with their insults, their cruel taunts. Tears began to streak down his face and he ran harder. 
He felt like his lungs were going to explode. He had to get away from them.

Finally, he had no awareness of them, they had given up, but their cruelties still rang in his 
ears. He collapsed into a dark recess of the catacombs and began to sob uncontrollably.

Catherine was awakened by Vincent's restlessness. She could sense he was having a 
nightmare. She put her hand on his chest and spoke softly to him in an effort to calm him.

At her touch, he awoke suddenly, staring about wildly with tears streaming down his face.

"Vincent, what is it?"

He fought to compose his emotions, but ended up holding onto Catherine and crying as a 
frightened child.

After she had calmed him she said, "Vincent, there's something you're not telling me and it's 
hurting you. Please tell me. You know it helps."



He could feel her love and concern through their bond and found strength in it. "Yes, you're 
right. Maybe it's time I told someone."

She propped up on his chest and draped her body almost completely over him. Gently she 
brushed away his tears and listened intently.

He told her about the dream. A dream that had been a reality. It was then he shared his 
memory of Sebastian. 

"After I stopped crying," Vincent continued, "I made up my mind to see Sebastian. I had 
been mesmerized by his magic. I was at an age when I really believed in his power. I 
thought he could do anything." He laughed half-heartedly at his innocence. "I waited until I 
could get him alone after a chess game with Father." Vincent stopped as if embarrassed to 
continue.

"Go on, please."

He closed his eyes to hide his shame. "I asked him to use his magic to make me look like all
the other children."

Catherine's heart nearly broke with sympathy for that little boy in so much pain.  "Oh 
Vincent."

"He picked me up, sat me in his lap, and hugged me tightly as he explained. He said that his
magic wasn't strong enough to do that. And even if it was, he couldn't do that. He said that it 
took a very special kind of magic to make me as I was. A very strong kind of magic because 
I had a destiny to fulfill. He said I wouldn't understand that for a long time, but when I did, I 
would be grateful for my uniqueness."

She studied those vulnerable blue eyes before speaking.  "Vincent, I'm very glad you're 
different. Yes, sometimes it does complicate things, but those differences have made you 
the exceptional person you are. I would not trade you and your difference for anything or 
anybody in this world. Know that!" She smiled at him with her heart as well as her eyes.

Vincent looked into those green mist-filled eyes. In those eyes and in that heart, he had 
found his destiny. Their love, their child, were more than he had ever dreamed possible. If 
this was his fate, he accepted it gratefully. He returned her smile, encircled her in his arms, 
and discovered the urge to make their own special kind of magic.


