Chapter Sixteen: Odessa





	"I looked at the clay figure I'd formed.  It was a baby, small and helpless.  'This won't do...' I thought.  I sighed and smashed the lifeless clay.  Henri came in to check on me.


	'You okay, honey?'


	I looked up at him.  'Yeah, I'm fine.'


	'Just wanted to make sure,' he said, and then he kissed me.  Then he looked at the heap of clay.  'What's wrong?  Are you having trouble using the clay?'


	'No... I just... I can't get it right!  I want our daughter to be perfect!  I can picture how she looks, all grown up... in my mind... but it's so hard to make her in the form of a baby...'


	'Then don't!  Go ahead, make her nine years old! Make her twelve!  Make her thirty!  ...On second thought, don't make her thirty... I don't think I could handle responsibility of someone older than me..'  He smiled.  'Lydia, all we really want is a healthy child who will love us, am I right?


	'Yes, but...' I started.


	'Lydia...' Henri stared deep into my eyes.


	'Okay...' I replied.


	For the next week, I worked at the table continuously, trying to get our daughter to be just right.  Then, one warm August evening, I sat back in my chair and smiled.  'She's done.  Our beautiful daughter is finally complete.  Henri!  Quick!  Come see!!'  Henri rushed into my dimly lit studio, and smiled.


·	


	Henri and I stood together.  I chanted some words I remembered from my childhood days of magic so long ago.  Henri had lit some candles for lighting purposes.  The room was quiet and serene.  Henri held my hand.  We both concentrated on the clay child.  As we continued the chant, a glow appeared around us.  It grew stronger, the more we believed.


	Suddenly, without warning, a window blew open, and the wind blew out the candles.  A bright flash appeared around the clay, lighting the room for a split second.  After, it was dark for a few seconds.  Then, the candles slowly re-lit themselves.  I grinned at Henri and said, 'You know, when I said we were going to do magic, I wasn't talking about trick candles!'  He looked at me solemnly and said that they weren't trick candles.


	We looked at each other, then towards the table.  Standing on the table, in front of us, was a sweet little girl of about ten years.  She had soft golden hair, and bright blue eyes that were full of life.  She blinked twice, then looked at me.  'Mama?' she said.


	I stared and began to weep with joy.  Then I smiled.  'Odessa!'


	The little girl looked puzzled.  'Is that... is that my name?'  She looked at Henri.  'Daddy?  Is that really my name?'


	Henri smiled.  'Yes, Odessa.'


	The little girl caught the contagious smile.  'Odessa.  What a beautiful name!  And it's my name!'  Henri and I hugged Odessa and told her we loved her."
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