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The last thing I cared about was what the non-magic doctors were calling my cancer, they thought I had lung, bowel and bone cancer. 

But they were wrong.

I couldn’t blame them for being wrong, they weren’t the specialist magic doctors like they had in certain parts of the world. These doctors in Southeast England were hardly that good at detecting magic.

I doubted they even believed in magic. That only made me feel more sorry for them, magic was an amazing thing to believe in, see and even touch it.

I hated the pain that shot through my bones every few seconds as the magical cancer pulsed through me towards my heart and brain. The cancer was going to kill me, I knew that for sure.

But as I turned on my soft cold hospice bed to look outside, I could only wish that I could pass through the window and go into that beautiful white snow.

The snow was falling quickly in massive flakes and on Christmas Day morning, the entire Southeast would wake up to a blanket of snow. It would definitely be a white Christmas. 

That made me feel amazing. 

I had always used my magic to make others happy. Poor children got rich, a dysfunctional family suddenly found a solution and the unfortunate became fortunate. All I had ever wanted to do was make others happy.

The smell of harsh chemicals mixed with the awful hints of urine made my stomach turn as my mouth filled with the taste of chemical lemons and I remembered how badly I wanted the cancer to take me. I was more than happy for the hospice to take me but I didn’t realise everywhere would stink of urine, poo and chemicals.

A shot of pain pulsed up my spine and settled at the top, I didn’t need to be told to know that the cancer was preparing to shoot into my brain and kill me. 

The sound of the wind howling outside was like a siren call to me and I wanted, needed to go outside. But I was too weak from the cancer.

Why did I have to try and make a cursed family happy?

That’s how you get magic cancer apparently. I was just walking along a long street at the time, saw a family frowning and decided I wanted to make their day. That was last Christmas. I cast a spell, it backfired horribly and pure dark energy shot into me.

That’s when I realise the family had to be cursed by one of my magical brothers or sisters for something the family had done. If I had known then I would have left them, but I didn’t. I tried to do the right thing and now I was dying. 

I had even tried to reach out to my magical brothers and sisters and even magical parents, but they didn’t listen to me. They probably thought I was trying to break magical law by trying to help out a cursed family. I couldn’t blame them.

The sound of little paws tapping on the floor made me get up, bite down my agony and a wave of excitement filled me when I saw a ghost cat.

The cat was just as beautiful as I remembered with its long purple, blue and pink fur and its loud purring filling the room. 

“My Familiar,” I whispered as it stroked its cold ghostly fur.

My stomach relaxed as I stroked my Familiar again, it was great to see my oldest friend. The little cat had died years ago from old age, leaving me alone to bring joy to the world and Christmas cheer to all the good children. 

I wished Familiar had been alive last Christmas, she would have known the family was cursed and stopped me. She would have saved me before I did what I always did, act first, think later.

Familiar brushed against my legs and I felt something. I felt as if she was urging me to follow her outside. 

My heart skipped a few beats as I remembered something in magical law about the return of your Familiar and your death.

“It’s time, isn’t it?” I asked. 

Familiar nodded and whipped her tail against the floor.

I looked outside in the snow. I so badly wanted to go outside, feel the snow a final time and walk over to the other side. But a tiny part of me didn’t feel ready.

Then again, what did I have to live for?

I was stuck in some urine, poo and chemical scented hospice with no friends and no one to miss me. At least if I died outside, I would get to die on my own terms and once again be permanently reunited with my magical brothers and sisters.

“Come on then Familiar,” I said, getting up.

I grabbed my awfully thin robe, old slippers and my ancient magical cap. At least the cap would allow me to die looking good, the only magic it had was the ability to make the wearer look stunning.

If I was going to die, I wasn’t going to look like every other old fart in this place!

Familiar bounced outside my door and meowed for me to hurry up.

I went outside my room. I had always hated the cold sterile white of these long hallways, there was no love, respect or compassion here. The entire hospice was waiting for us to die so they could get rid of us and collect more money from the government.

Familiar meowed again. She bounced along the hallway towards the exit at the very end.

I shuffled along.

This was ridiculous. Last Christmas I would easily run down the hallway and be out of here within a minute, now I didn’t know. I was so slow, I was so pointless, maybe my death would be a good thing.

I kept shuffling and Familiar bounced down towards me and bit me. 

The pain didn’t feel bad and Familiar injected me with some of her own blood, the pain felt nice. 

Anything was better than the agony that kept pulsing up my spine as the magical cancer prepared for the final blow. 

As mine and Familiar’s blood mixed I felt a surge of power, energy and love fill me. I walked normally up the hallway but I heard Familiar bounce slowly behind me.

I didn’t know how much blood she had given me but even ghosts could die in this mortal realm. I couldn’t bear the idea of my oldest friend dying on me permanently.

My dream had always been to die and find her again in the afterlife. I dreamed of playing day and night with her like we used to. 

But now she had decided I was the most important thing that she had to save. 

The two massive wooden doors with two little glass mini-windows ahead of me led to the reception area and the exit. I went to push against them but I looked back at Familiar who was dragging herself over to me.

I dashed over to her, picked her up and pushed against the two massive doors.

They weren’t moving.

They were locked.

I felt the magical cancer spiral up my spine slowly.

Familiar hit her head against my arm. She felt so cold, almost icy. But I felt the
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