Chapter Fifteen: Henri





	"At the age of seventeen, I fell in love with a boy named Henri.  We loved each other very much.  When we were both twenty-one years old, we were married, with my father's blessings.  We wanted very much to have children, but I fell extremely ill during the winter of the first year we were married.  I nearly died, and the doctor told us that I would never be able to bear children.  For the next few years, Henri and I went over our options and decided that nothing would ever be as good as having our own children.


	One evening, Henri and I were talking about our childhood dreams.  Henri said that he'd always wanted to be an astronaut.  He said that he'd often looked up at the stars and imagined being right there with them.  When he asked me what my dreams had been, I told him about wanting to be a magician.  I told him about the card tricks I'd learned, the optical illusions I'd pulled off, and I told him about my short-lived feat in levitation.


	Upon hearing the latter, Henri got a serious look on his face.  He touched my hand and said, 'That's the answer.'


	I pulled away and asked, 'What is?'


	'Magic.  There's our answer!  You said you could do it, so why not try?'


	'Henri,' I started, 'you're not making much sense here...'


	'Well, you could create a child!  A son, or a daughter!  You could create the child, and maybe, if we both believe enough, well, just maybe...'


	I finally understood what he meant.  I tried to figure out the magic in my head, and realized that it was actually fairly possible.  Then I shook my head.  'I don't know... I was ten years old!.. I don't think I still have it in me.'


	Henri leaned down and kissed me.  'Lydia, you still have it in you.  I believe in you.  I believe in you!'  With those words of love and encouragement, I forgot all about the vow I'd made..."
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