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The hush of late evening was broken by the furtive sound of slippers 
scuffing across the chamber floor. Geoffrey, woken out of a dream, 
shifted in his bed and squinted into the gloom of the darkened chamber. 
A small figure was silhouetted in the dim light cast by a torch in the 
passageway beyond.  

“Who is it?” Geoffrey hissed out the words in a loud whisper. 

The shape froze.  

Geoffrey threw off his covers as he rose. The figure hovered in the 
doorway as Geoffrey slipped his feet into his shoes and grabbed his 
bathrobe. He approached the shadow, and as he drew closer and his eyes 
adjusted to the dim light, he recognized the wraith as Eric. 

“Sorry I woke you.” Eric, without his glasses, squinted up at Geoffrey.  

“You OK?” Geoffrey was ready to run for Mary if the boy was not feeling 
well. 

Eric shook his head. “Can’t sleep. Tomorrow’s Winterfest.” 

Nodding, Geoffrey replied, “Your first one. You nervous? Don’t be, it’s a 
lot of fun!” 

“Not nervous. Excited. But…but wishing Ellie was here to share it.” 

For the first time, Geoffrey noticed the tears which had tracked down 
Eric’s face and stained his nightshirt with dark drops. It hurt him to see 
his friend’s heartache in the midst of a happy time. 



With a gentle pat to the shoulder, Geoffrey responded, “We always light a 
candle for absent friends and family. You and me, we’ll light a special 
one, just for Ellie, OK?” 

Sniffing, Eric nodded. “That’d be nice.” 

“Come on, let’s get you back to bed. We need our sleep. We get to stay 
up late tomorrow night!” 

Eric hesitated. “Can I…can I sleep with you tonight? Thinking about Ellie 
makes me feel lonely.” 

Ever a compassionate youngster, Geoffrey smiled. “We orphans got to 
stick together, right? Sure, come on.” 

After settling Eric in, Geoffrey slipped off his shoes and robe and climbed 
into bed after him, pulling the warm comforter atop them both. He lay 
there for a while, staring into the gloom, until he heard Eric’s breathing 
even out and could tell the boy was asleep.  

Smiling in the dark, Geoffrey closed his eyes to resume the dream he’d 
been having…of William’s cupcakes, of Sebastien’s magic tricks…and of 
dancing with Samantha at Winterfest.  

 


