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PROOF OF DEVOTION

a romantic fantasy short story

 

 

If Claire can’t prove Jason loves her, a faerie curse will rip them apart forever. But how do you prove someone’s devoted to you? Short story “Proof of Devotion” cleverly blends fantasy and romance in magical Wales.




 

 

 

 

“REVEREND MICHAELS JUST CALLED,” her grandmother said as Claire came in the door. “You can’t get married at St. Issieu’s after all.”

Plastic crinkled as the wedding dress, carefully bagged, dropped from Claire’s suddenly shaking hands to land on the flagstones of the 400-year-old cottage kitchen floor. “Why not?” she asked. The wedding was tomorrow.

“The sanctuary’s cursed, apparently,” her grandmother answered. The electric kettle snapped off, signaling that the water was boiled. “Would you like some tea?”

*

St. Issieu’s Church perched on a ridge in the Black Mountains, overlooking a deep vale. Tangled vines of ivy and thick holly bushes, their leaves waxy and sharp, grew between the trees that lined the steep road to the church; even in the warmest days of the Welsh summer, the ancient woods felt cool, dense, secretive. The ridge on which the church sat had mostly been cleared of trees over the century, except for the combined hawthorn and ash, which were nearly as old as the church and had some how grown entwined. Next to them was a preaching cross; legend had it that Gerald Cambrensis had given a sermon from it in the thirteenth century.

Claire loved the tiny stone church, with its old paintings peering through the whitewash, and the massive rood screen, intricately carved from a single massive piece of Irish oak into lacelike leaves and dragons. From the first time she’d seen the church, she’d wanted to get married there. She wanted to walk down that short aisle, under the breathtaking rood screen, stand in the sanctuary in a medieval-style white dress, and exchange vows with the man she loved.

Once she’d recovered from her grandmother’s words—and fortified by a cup of strong tea—she’d headed straight to St. Issieu’s. She’d found Reverend Michaels in his study, a low, weathered wood-and-stone building next to the church that had, centuries before, served as the priest’s donkey shed. The reverend let her in, offering her a cup of tea, which she declined.

“Gran says the sanctuary is cursed,” Claire said. “I don’t want to believe she’s sudden developed dementia, but that may be the best option.”

“I’m afraid it’s true,” he said. “The sanctuary is cursed.” He ran a hand through his hair, which was still thick and brown despite the recession over each temple, a product of middle age.

“I was going over my ceremony for tomorrow,” he said. “I thought I’d see what the parish history said about other weddings that had been held here over the years—I thought it would be nice to talk about them, tell the story of someone else who married here. That’s when I found this.”
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