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Dedication

Since this is a book about strong women,

I dedicate it to my daughters, Katherine and Meredith.
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I know that children don’t read fairy tales anymore. Oh, they see the movies—animated, sweet ones with helpful birds and talking raccoons, problematic ones where passive young women simply sleep and wait for their princes to come. But those are made-up stories. The real stories, stories that have recurred time and time again, are far more brutal. Stepmothers ordering their daughters’ hearts brought to them to eat raw. Young women cutting off their toes to fit an idealized vision of female beauty. And those are just the romances!

I know, for I have been alive for much of this time. Not all, of course. These tales date back to the ancient Greeks, and I’m not that ancient. Still, I have lived as a witch since my birth in 1652, and as a teenager since I was one, over three hundred years ago.

In that time, I have sought love. Once, I found the man I thought would be mine forever. But I have lost him time and time again. This story is about how I found love and lost it. I don’t know how it will end.

But it started in Salem, Massachusetts. I may, in previous accounts, have fibbed a bit when I said I wasn’t there. It is such a cliché to claim one was in Salem. But I was. Most of those accused as witches there weren’t actually witches, but a few of us were.

Or, at least, two.
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Witches and Wolves

Salem, Massachusetts

January 1692

I might not have stayed in Salem had it not been for James. I might have been safer. But I have never been one to court safety above all, and I wasn’t in 1692.

It was in 1692 that I fell in love with James.

Then I had been alive close to two score years, but like most magical beings, I did not look it. Nay, I did not feel it either. This was convenient, as few things in my life were, for appearing mature carries with it certain expectations—that the person will marry, have children, be mature. I wanted none of that, for few people were like I was. They would age. They would die, as my family had.

I would not, as long as I stayed clear of fire. Fire was the only thing that could kill a witch. Still is.

I knew not to play with fire.

I knew, also, not to play at love. Love would only lead to painful loss.

But then I met James.

It happened one morning, early, so early that my breath was a silver cloud on night black as my cloak. I was out chopping wood for the family’s needs. I was a servant, but the Harwoods were not wealthy, so I was rather a maid-of-all-trades—chop the wood, darn the socks, watch the babes. It reminded me of life with my own family, back when I had one.

That morning, the spring breezes had not yet chased away the winter cold, but I was warm, for I was working. Goody Harwood kept a close watch on me, so I could not use magic. Not all the time, anyway.

If you think I was working like the mature woman I should have been, you do not know me well. I was slim, as I still am. Every swing of the ax was a herculean effort. I had been out close to an hour and had only two bone-thin logs to show for it. I knew that soon, she would be there, spying for me, accusing me (not incorrectly) of malingering. I had to move quickly.

I picked up the ax.

Just as I did, a black shape crossed my vision. Bird!

This was enough to make me stop again. The birds had left for winter and, thus far, had not returned. And this was no robin redbreast, but a crow.

I had a history with crows.

I examined the bird. It was a large one with a yellow bill. It flew around me just above my head and, finally, settled on the very log I had been about to split.

I laid down my ax, sighing as it sank into a snowdrift. My hands were bare and would surely freeze when I reached in.

I shooed the bird.

It did not move. Nor the second nor the third time, either. It merely stared with its black bead eyes, as if it intended to speak.

Finally, I reached for the ax. The blade was freezing. I meant to swing it just once.

When I rose, the bird had disappeared.

Not entirely pleased at the end of my excuse for idleness, I returned to my chopping.

“Mistress!”

A voice interrupted me, startled me.

I whirled to see where it came from, for I had been sure I was quite alone.

“Your humble servant,” someone said, and he bowed.

He wore black, at least what I could see, from the toes of his shoes to his hat. With his face thus obscured, he might have been any man I had seen before, any man in Salem, farmers beaten down by the winter’s struggle, old before their time.

But when he rose, I knew I had never seen him before.

I would have remembered.

The man staring back at me was beautiful in an unearthly way, with hair the color of fallen pine needles, skin that had never known harsh sun or harsher winter cold, and eyes a shade bluer than the bluest ocean. He was perhaps two years older than I—meaning two years older than I appeared, so still in the bloom of youth, tall and strong.

I hesitated. I wanted his help as much to keep him there as to get out of my work. But neither motive was proper for a girl my age, a girl any age in Salem. I glanced around. No signs of life anywhere except for the trickle of smoke from the chimney. I had built a fire when I’d risen. With any luck, the Harwoods would gather by it and Goody Harwood would not come looking for me when she needn’t.

I nodded, trying to pull my gaze down like a proper young lady.

“If you please,” I said.

He moved closer and, at first, I started at his nearness. Then I realized he meant to take the ax from me. I held it out to him, trying to lower my eyes.

I saw him notice, and his gaze upon me made me look down all the more. Yet I so wished to stare at him. I held my arms around my body, pretending only to be affected by the cold.

I knew it was more than that.

He took the ax, brushing each of my gloveless hands with his own. They were so warm, and I sank a bit when the weight was removed.

Finally, I glanced up, for he was very tall, and when I did, I saw him smile.

I pulled my eyes away, but his smile remained in my memory. He was so handsome.

“There now.” He spoke with a bit of an accent, from Scotland. “You are too young and too lovely for such hard work.”

I looked down harder.

“I am not as young as you might believe.” I backed away.

“Nor am I.” He made no move to chop the wood. “And I know things. Have you heard about what is happening in Salem?”

I had. At least, I thought I had. There were rumors of children bewitched by demons. But I did not want to admit that it concerned me. If I did, he might suspect how much it did. And why.

So I said, “I know little. I spend my days and nights just as you see me and my Sundays in worship.”

The left corner of his mouth came up as if to call me on this lie. “Like any God-fearing young maiden.”

I nodded. “Of course.”

He nodded, half gravely. “Then I should tell you. It happened in town, at Reverend Parris’s house. His daughter, Betty, and niece, Abigail, have been behaving . . . bizarrely.”

I had heard it. Young girls barking like dogs, writhing and crying out as if in pain. I had not done it. Nor were there any other witches in these parts. Perhaps there was a fungus in their flour. Perhaps they just wished for attention. But I knew better than to say that.

“I see.” I managed a nod.

“But did you know that in Boston four years ago, a young woman was stricken with similar symptoms?”

Aye. I had heard something of that.

I shook my head.

“She was, and a woman named Ann Glover was hanged as a witch based upon the suspicion that she had enchanted the girl.”

“What has this to do with me?” I asked. “Why are you telling me this?”

I had stood out too long with too little work, and now my body was cold, so cold it felt as if the bones might snap.

His words did nothing to warm me. “Because it concerns you, Kendra.”

“Why?” How did he know my name?

But then I heard the creak of the opening door. I whirled to make my excuses to Goody Harwood, but she smiled.

“Oh! I thought to hurry you along. The fire is waning, and you must make the breakfast still. But I see you have been harder at work than I suspected. I suppose I couldn’t hear the thuds for the gusts.”

As if to answer, the wind whipped through me, ruffling my hair. I turned away.

Goody Harwood had not mentioned the man who was there, and when I turned, I saw why. He was gone, gone as if he had never existed. But in his place was a cord of neatly stacked logs. A crow set atop them.

I took a shaky breath. I felt about to choke. “I will be but a moment longer.”

Another gust shook the branches, and she shut the door against it.

When I turned back, the wood was still there, and the man. I had not imagined it, any of it.

“How did you . . . ?” A thousand questions leaped to mind, but I completed the one I had started. “How did you know?” My name? That I was a witch?

“I knew because I knew. James Brandon, at your service.”

“I have to go inside, sir.”

“Nay.” His blue eyes were intense now. “You should leave Salem, and quickly. This place is not safe. For you. For any of us. But I will stay and see it out, to protect innocents. You should protect yourself.”

Did he mean to say that he was a witch—a wizard—himself? I wanted to know, and yet my need to flee him was stronger. “I must go inside, sir. The family will wonder about me. I have to make the breakfast.”

He gathered some of the wood and brought it to me. As he did, he met my eyes, and for a moment, the wind ceased and the air became first warm, then hot around me, until I felt like I might burn through the drifted snow and not be unearthed until springtime.

“Then I will see you soon, Kendra,” he said. “I will see you every day until you agree to leave. Now go inside.”

I could not turn away from him easily, but I forced myself. I had great experience in taking leave of people. I reached for the doorknob.

“One other thing.” His voice interrupted me. “Beware of wolves.”

I turned back, but when I did, he wasn’t there. In his place was the black crow, staring at me with bright eyes.

It flew away.

The wind began to howl again and did not stop until I was inside the house.
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Ann Putnam

A week earlier

Mother always told me to beware of wolves. They lurked in the forest, waiting to attack foolish girls who dared confront them. But, more than that, she warned me to beware of witches. Wolves, she said, feasted only upon the flesh. Witches were in league with Satan. Wolves hunted from hunger. Witches searched for souls to seduce then steal and bring back to their dark master. Wolves could be outrun. Witches were inescapable, materializing in the night, possessing their victims, forcing them to suckle at a demon’s teat or to sign their souls away in an unholy black book.

Still, I feared wolves more. They were more real to me, more terrifying, when I walked alone in the woods to Reverend Parris’s house.

By all that is right, I should not have been alone that day. I should have been with Mercy or Mary. But they had walked together, leaving me alone. They would say it was because they did not think I was coming. I knew differently. They wished to leave me. Although Mary Walcott was my cousin and, supposedly, my best friend, she preferred the company of Mercy, who was but a servant, to mine. They were older than I was, both seventeen, and could whisper of older girls’ concerns, of men they hoped to marry. I was but a child to them. I bored them, so they treated me grievously.

But, of course, when Mother said they had gone, I ran to the door to try and catch up.

“You should not go alone.” Mother’s hand was a claw on my shoulder.

“Why not?” My hand twisted the doorknob. I knew why she wanted me to stay, to help her care for the little ones. Even now, she was holding the baby while Timothy tugged at her skirts.

“I do not like when you walk alone. There are people in Salem Village who wish us ill.” She must have remarked my grimace, for she added, “And there may be wolves.”

“There are no wolves in daylight. I hear them howling in the night.” I shuddered, thinking of it.

“In the woods, they are out at all hours, and I know you mean to walk through the woods. Stay on the path and take your sisters, and you may go.”

“Yes, Mother.” I meant to do neither. “Let me just check the chicken coop for eggs. Mercy did not do that before she left.”

Before Mother could answer, I grabbed the red woolen cape that had once been mine but was now my sister Elizabeth’s. My reason for doing so was twofold. First, it was cold. But also, it would prevent Elizabeth from following me. I clutched it around my shoulders and was out like lightning, dashing toward the barn. As soon as I heard the front door slam, I detoured around it (for I had already checked the eggs) and ran for the woods.

By the time she realized what I had done, it would be too late. She was too covered in babies to pursue me.

I had no compunction about doing this. The new baby was colicky—at least that was Mother’s excuse—and Timothy was merely a brat. I had listened to their crying and whining for days straight, and I had been helpful, doing more than my share of baby laundry in the freezing cold. Going to visit Reverend Parris and Betty and Abigail was a reward, and a small one at that. I did not mean to miss out. Of course I would be punished, but nothing could be greater punishment than to stay home.

The woods were freedom. I ran toward them, hearing my mother shouting my name beneath the wind, but ignoring her. The canopy of trees formed a doorway. Step through it. Be someone else. Though it was cold, the bright sun streamed down into the white snow, making it sparkle like diamonds. I kept running.

It was not Reverend Parris I wished to visit or, indeed, his staring daughter, Betty, who was only nine. It was Tituba. Tituba was Reverend Parris’s slave from Barbados. She told the best stories, stories of exotic places, warm places, magic places.

The day was a bit less cold than the day before, and the snow was melting. In the wood ahead there was barely any, as the overhanging trees had prevented it falling. I felt the slush seeping through my shoes, but I kept running. I heard Elizabeth’s voice in the distance. I did not stop. I knew if I reached the woods, I would be safe.

I did. My footsteps slowed, as did my heartbeat. The woods were strangely silent in the winter, neither birds nor even squirrels, the only movement the shadows of trees. The only sounds were my feet against the matted pine needles and the wind. I concentrated on my footsteps until they formed the rhythm of the hymn we had sung at church.

Sinners, the voice of God regard;

’Tis mercy speaks today.

He calls you by His sacred word;

From sin’s destructive way.

I stomped my foot with each rhyming word, listening to nothing, save my head’s music. This was how I did not see the wolf until it was nigh upon me. Then I froze, my heart beating so hard I feared it would shatter my ribs.

It was smaller than wolves look at a distance, but it was still far larger than I. It had fur of gray and white, puffed out against the winter cold, covered in a dusting of snow, and when it stared at me, its eyes were bright silver, almost white.

“Hello,” I said, knowing not why. It was a dumb animal with no understanding. Yet its eyes said differently. I felt that I had to address it, that it would be rude not to. It was almost like a person, and my parents had taught me to be polite.

Also, I worried that the wolf might gobble me up.

But it did not seem hungry, at least at the moment. Rather, as it continued to stare at me with its intelligent eyes, I heard a voice say “Hello” in reply.

How was the wolf speaking? I backed away. My parents had also taught me to avoid wolves. And magic, for surely a talking wolf was magic.

Should I run? I knew, from watching our dogs and cats, that running was the worst thing to do. It motivated an animal to give chase. I must remain calm. I had to keep a cool head. I had to ignore my shaking knees. I had to stare him down. I had to . . .

I broke into a run. But only for a few steps. Then I slipped on a patch of ice and fell backward against a tree trunk.

For a moment, the world contracted and everything was black. The earth vibrated beneath me, then stopped. I lay there, blinking, my beating heart sitting in my throat.

Then the wolf was upon me. Would it rip me apart?

“You should not run in such icy weather.”

The wolf’s voice was gruff yet surprisingly gentle, a male voice. I did not see his mouth move. I glanced around to see if there was anyone nearby. The wolf’s breath blew hot in my face.

Mother had given me some cookies for Betty. Now I thought it would have been better had she given me a knife. Still, I reached for my basket. Perhaps the wolf would take a cookie.

But my basket was nowhere in my reach. I groped for it among the icy tree roots.

The wolf licked my face. It was slimy, and I shuddered for fear of his teeth.

“What is the matter, my dear child?” the voice said, and I felt the coldness where his warm tongue had been.

“Are you going to . . . to eat me?” I whispered.

The wolf chuckled. “Of course not.”

Or had he said only “Of course”?

How was this? How was a wolf speaking to me? Yet he was. Perhaps I had fainted from the cold and was in a dream.

I pushed myself up onto aching arms. My head throbbed too.

“If you ate me, my parents would look for me. Father would get men to come, men with guns.” I did not know if the wolf knew what a gun was. “They would search the forest for me, and when they found me”—I paused, wincing at the thought of what I might look like—“they would kill you.”

The wolf seemed to consider this. His white eyes never left my own. I saw the gray fur ripple in the wind and snow fly off it. My fingers were frozen—I had forgotten my mittens—and I longed to touch the warm fur, but I dared not. Finally, the wolf said, “Perhaps.”

I waited for more. When there was nothing, I asked, “Perhaps?”

The wolf moved his head, almost a nod. “Perhaps. Perhaps it is as you say, and your parents would be devastated at the loss of you, Ann Putnam.”

I felt a chill when the wolf said my name. How did he know it?

“You, Ann Putnam, a girl whose parents have six other children, three of them boys.”

“Of course they would.” But I wondered.

“Girls are often prized by their parents.” The wolf held my gaze, unblinking. “And you are always helpful, never shirking.”

Had the wolf been watching as I snuck from the house? I remembered how Father had rejoiced last year when Timothy was a boy. This even though they had two others. A boy could help with the planting. A girl could only do tedious things like cooking and weaving and feeding the chickens. Father said that he wished to buy more lands, to have the largest farm in Salem Village, maybe in all Massachusetts. With three boys to do the work, he could.

“I help with the babies,” I said, though it was lunacy to justify myself to a wolf. “Mother could never manage without me.”

The wolf seemed to smile or maybe snarl, crinkling his nose and baring his teeth. He exhaled, breath turning to a cloud of smoke. What did he want from me?

“Of course you do. You are a lovely girl, a helpful girl. No one appreciates you, though.”

That was true. The wolf came still closer. I cringed. Did he mean to bite me now? But no. The wolf sidled up against me, head level with my hand. My fingers shook. Almost without thinking, I sank them into the wolf’s woolly fur. It was so warm, and he nuzzled my arm like a dog. I had never had a pet. Our farm had dogs to watch the animals or to warn us of intruders, human or not. But they were not pets, not my pets. Last year, my brother, Tom, had been given a puppy, a brindle bulldog that followed him around and slept at the foot of his bed at night. I tried to play with him sometimes, but he only liked Tom.

I scrunched the wolf’s fur between my fingers.

“Where are you off to, little girl?” the wolf asked.

I was not a little girl, but this was a question with an easy answer. “To my friend Betty’s. My cousin is there. They are . . . expecting me.”

I pushed back the thought that they did not care whether or not I came.

“Off to play with witchcraft?” the wolf asked.

“What?” I must have misheard him. “No. We . . . talk, play games.”

“What a shame.” The wolf flipped his head upon my fingers, enjoying the petting. “I thought we could spend more time together.”

And suddenly I wanted to, wanted to stay with the wolf or go where he was going. But that would be impossible, for I was not a wolf.

Still, I said, “Walk with me then.”

Now that I knew—or, at least, thought—the wolf would not eat me, I grew bold.

“Very well.” The wolf started in the direction I had planned to go. I trudged beside him, feeling his warmth at my side. “Why are you walking all alone through the woods?”

“I was supposed to go with Mary—my cousin. But she left without me.” She did not care.

“The woods are dangerous,” the wolf said. “Someone should have walked with you. There are wolves in the woods.”

My nose was cold, and I sniffled a bit. Even though it was early, the overhanging trees and the clouds made the day dark.

The wolf continued. “No one pays you any mind, but you are superior to them all.”

I started a bit at this, for I had always suspected as much. Yet how would the wolf know?

But admitting it would be sinful vanity. “Of course I am not superior.”

“You are.” The wolf’s words left his mouth in a puff of smoke. “Smarter. Quicker on your feet.”

It was true. I always won at games like hunt the slipper or charades, beating even older girls like Mary. My handwriting was much finer than theirs, and when I read, I had a clear, strong voice and did not hesitate at difficult words. Yet none of those skills were prized. Games were a waste of time at best, of the devil at worst. And Mother condemned my pride in my penmanship as a vanity. I knew that was because her own was not nearly as fine.

I only wanted to be good. No. I wanted to be good and have everyone know I was good.

“I do not know about that,” I said.

“You are too modest,” the wolf said. “You are the smartest and best girl. The others are simply jealous. That is why they left without you.”

Once again, the wolf confirmed my own thoughts, or my deepest fears. I shivered.

“How can I make them not to be jealous?” It seemed wrong to admit that I wanted them to envy me.

The wolf did not answer for a moment, winding his body behind mine, warming me. Finally, he said, “I suppose you must look for opportunities.”

“Opportunities?” I pulled Elizabeth’s too-small cape around me. My boots squeezed my toes. They were too small as well. No one had thought to check, with two babies to care for.

“To impress them with something they value.”

Something they value. “Like what?”

We had reached a clearing, and Reverent Parris’s house lay ahead. I knew I must part company with the wolf, yet I wasn’t sure I wanted to. The wolf’s company was easy, easier than the company of my fellow humans.

Easy.

I wondered what it would be like to snuggle up against him and sleep at night like a cub.

“You will find the opportunity,” the wolf said. “See what they care about, and use it.”

“Will I see you again?”

He backed away, looking at me with his white eyes. The shadows of trees trembled against the ground like hands, grabbing.

“I am certain,” he said.

I watched until he was gone, then turned and ran to Reverend Parris’s house. When I reached the door, I heard a howl in the distance.

Had that happened? I shook my head and tried the doorknob.

But they were not inside. I searched around until I found them in a clearing behind a stand of trees, where Tituba had built a little fire. Mary, seeing me, acted happy. “Ann, you are here. God preserve you.”

I thought that God had nothing to do with it. I had seen to my journey myself, since she had not waited. But I said, “Aye. I had to finish the chores.” I glanced at Mercy.

“Tituba is beginning to tell us a story.” Betty grasped my wrist. She was always trying to get my attention. She whispered, “My father is gone out. Will you sit with me?”

She pointed to a spot on a log that was barely large enough for her, but I followed and perched on the end nonetheless. Betty was crowded between Tituba and me as Tituba began her tale. She had an accent that made me think of a warm, wet night in an exotic place, a place overhung with fragrant yellow and red flowers I had never seen.

“I will tell you a tale,” she said, “a tale so tall that it disappears into the sky and you cannot see it on a cloudy day.”

I drew in my breath. We all did. Mary came and stood beside me, leaning against me.

“But though it is a tall tale, it is about a short, short man.” Tituba leaned forward, confiding. I stared at her. She was so beautiful, with skin that seemed to gleam in the firelight and the whitest teeth I had ever seen. I shivered with anticipation.

“People call him Baccoo,” she said.

Betty gasped. “What’s a Baccoo?”

I rolled my eyes. Silly girl. Tituba was obviously going to tell us more.

“Shh!” Tituba put her long finger to lips. “All your questions will be answered, my little one.” Her gaze took all of us in. Abigail, Mercy, and Mary giggled, but I was chilled. Tituba’s stories frightened me, though I did not wish to admit it.

“Nobody ever sees Baccoo, but everybody hears of him. Everybody knows what he is like—a short, short, little, little man with a long, looong beard.” Tituba gestured with her skinny fingers, as if stroking a beard of her own, and we giggled, or at least, the others did.

I remembered the wolf’s words, Off to play with witchcraft? What had he meant?

Tituba continued. “The owner of the Baccoo keeps him in a bottle and feeds him on milk and bananas, and when there is mischief made, it is the Baccoo that makes it.”

Tituba went on with her story about the spirit, who lurked in barns and pelted cattle with pebbles. I shivered, knowing my mother would not approve of my listening. I noticed Betty was staring ahead, at nothing. Or was there something? Betty’s staring was so bizarre.

“If you hear rain on the roof on a summer night,” Tituba said, “that is not rain—but the Baccoo.”

I shuddered again.

And suddenly I could not stop shivering, like I would never feel warmth.

“Ann, quit it,” Mary said when I bumped against her for the tenth time.

“I cannot . . . cannot help it,” I whispered. And it was true. Tituba’s stories had always scared me, but it was a good kind of scared, usually. Now, with the wolf’s words in my head, I was not sure. Were there evil spirits? And would I be punished for communing with them? None of the adults knew the stories Tituba told us, the things she did with us. If they did, they would not allow it. It was more than mischief. It was witchcraft.

“What a baby,” Mary muttered. “We were right to leave her.”

“I am not,” I said, but my teeth chattered, and they chattered more with the indignity of it all. They had left me on purpose. “I am just a little cold.”

“You are just a little girl,” Mary said. “Even Betty is not scared of Tituba’s stories.”

“I freeze.” I ran from my seat to the fire Tituba had built, turning my head so no one could see my tears. I sat, shivering, and after a while, I stared into the fire.

Then I saw the wolf’s face in it.

Off to play with witchcraft? he asked and stared at me with flame-white eyes.

I turned away, shuddering. No. It wasn’t real. It wasn’t.

I looked again. Only fire.

Still, I ran back to the girls and Tituba. They were all giggling as she finished her story, but Betty was crying. This happened often. Betty stared. And cried. And sometimes screamed. I heard Mercy whisper something about the babies crying, and Abigail giggled.

“Shh, shh, shh.” Tituba patted Betty’s shoulder. “No scary stories then. We will do something else. We’ll find out who you will be marrying.”

Mary and Mercy squealed. They were older and thought of little else, Mercy especially.

I told myself that this was harmless. Tituba always had her superstitions, like laying a broom across the doorway at night, to keep the devil away, or never lending salt, for she said it was bad luck. I knew what my parents would say about such things, but Tituba lived with Reverend Parris, so it must be all right. Besides, I wanted to be with the other girls. And I wished to find out who I would marry, even if it was merely a silly game.

Yet the fact that I had encountered a talking wolf made it different. So different.

Mary went first. She sat across from Tituba on the log. Tituba took Mary’s wrists in her hands, and then she threw her head back and began to hum with great concentration. It was stupid, really, a child’s game. No one could tell the future.

Finally, Tituba opened her eyes, though her look was still far away.

“I see him.” Her voice was a low hum. “Coming from the shadows.”

“Who?” Mary giggled, but there was nervousness in her voice too. “Who?”

“A tall man,” Tituba almost chanted, “with hair fair yellow.”

Mary was fairly jumping in her seat, and I knew why. She had set her cap for Isaac Farrar. I had seen him gazing upon her at church, and his hair was the color of corn silk.

“And eyes . . .”

“What is his name?”

“Cannot see a name,” Tituba said. “Just a part—like Ffffff.”

“Oh!”

“That is so wonderful, Mary!” I exclaimed, but Mary grabbed Mercy’s hand and they galloped round the clearing.

“Me next!” Mercy said. “Me next!”

But Betty had to go next, and since she was Tituba’s pet, we let her, though she was a mere child with no thought of marrying. Tituba told her that she would marry a shoemaker with hair of black.

“A shoemaker!” Betty scoffed.

“Making shoes is a good trade,” Tituba said, “and besides, yours are always scuffed.”

“Perhaps she should marry a bootblack,” I said, then regretted my meanness.

Next went Mercy, to find she would marry a man whose name began with A, but Tituba knew no more. She told Abigail that she would have so many men that Tituba could not tell which one was her husband. I thought this sounded awful and sinful, but Abigail was pleased.

I, of course, was last. Tituba’s hands felt rough and calloused on my wrists, and it took her several minutes to speak up.

“Well?” I said.

“No husband for you.” Her voice was confident.

“What?” Instantly, my stomach hurt, but surely I must have misheard her.

But she repeated. “No husband. No children.” She stared ahead as if looking at something in the distance.

“But . . .” That was impossible. I was Ann Putnam, daughter of one of the most successful farmers in Salem Village. I would have many suitors, certainly more than Abigail.

Yet a thought frayed my mind. Not everyone liked my father. There was bad blood between our family and the Nurses, and Father said that the Howes wished him dead.

“Your father, your mother, I see their graves,” Tituba chanted as if she was telling a tale.

In my mind, I saw them too, covered up with snow. I felt a chill that I struggled to control. The girls would make fun. But they were behind the trees, whispering. Were they talking about me?

“You will care for your sisters and brothers,” Tituba said, “but no children of your own.”

When Tituba had told the other girls’ futures, she had sounded tentative. With mine, she had the certainty of an executioner.

And suddenly my skin felt as if an insect was crawling underneath it. Then many insects. I threw aside Tituba’s hands and clutched at my arms. Then my legs, my stomach, creeping all over me. I wanted to cry out, to shriek, but Mary and Mercy would tease me. I shoved past Tituba, grabbed Elizabeth’s cape around me, and ran from there.

I was still itching, still shaking. I ran as far as I could, that no one might see me, then fell to the ground, rolling like Tom’s dog. Finally, the creeping feeling subsided. I lay there many minutes until the cold began to overtake me. Then, finally, I pushed myself up. My dress was damp and covered in dirt and pine needles. I thought to lie to Mother, tell her I had been attacked by an animal, even a wolf. Yet I knew if I did, she would blame me. I was always blamed for everything. I remembered Tituba’s words. My parents would die. I would care for the children, which meant it would be soon.

I would be an old maid.

No. No, it was nonsense. Tituba knew nothing of me. If she had magical powers, why was she a mere servant? Why would the devil not make her a queen?

I brushed myself off best I could. I would walk slowly, in the hope that the dark would cover my disarray. Finally, I began to trudge home.

But where my footsteps had once played the exuberant marching rhythm of my favorite hymn, now they moved slowly, repeating, “Old maid, old maid, old maid.” I stared at my feet, and that was how I did not see the wolf until he was upon me.

“Leaving so soon?” He licked his lips, and I wondered if he meant to eat me now.

“Not . . . s . . . so soon . . .” My teeth were chattering, but not from the cold. “The others left too. They are behind me.” I glanced over my shoulder, as if Mercy and Mary would somehow be there, when I knew they would not.

“You have had bad news.”

I wanted to run, cry to my mother, tell her all that frightened me. Yet how could I tell her about the prophecy of her own death? And she would blame me for counseling with a witch, for surely Tituba was a witch.

And she would blame me for speaking to the wolf.

So, instead, I spoke to the wolf again. “It was awful,” I told him. “Tituba, she said my parents would die, die soon. She said she could see their gravestones. And she said . . .” My lip quivered. This was the most difficult part. “She said I would be an old maid.”

The wolf slunk up to me, and then he rubbed against me. His fur was warm and soft. “It is not true,” the wolf said.

“Then how . . . how can she say such things?” I had forgotten my nervousness. The wolf was the only creature to whom I could talk.

“She says it because she is a witch, an evil witch in league with Satan.”

I hugged the wolf. It was as I had suspected.

“She casts spells on people,” the wolf said. “She casts spells on Betty, which is what makes her act as she does.”

I knew what the wolf meant. Betty was a strange child who often acted inappropriately, staring at nothing or sometimes crying out, even at church. But did the wolf mean Tituba would cast a spell on me? Or that she already had?

“What will become of me?” I asked.

“That,” the wolf said, nuzzling my hand that I might pat its head, “remains to be seen.”

“So you mean that she is wrong, that my parents will not die?”

The wolf stared at me. “Is that the part of her prophecy that concerns you most?”

“Of course.” But was it? I knew it should be. For my parents to die before my siblings came of age would be horrible. I repeated, “Of course.”

“Of course.” The wolf’s eyes were unblinking. “You are a dutiful daughter.”

Was there mocking in his tone? “I am.”

He held my gaze an instant longer than expected. “You are. And, as certain as I am that you are a dutiful daughter, I am equally certain your parents will not die.”

His voice was calm, and I let out the breath I had not realized I was holding. If that part of Tituba’s grotesque prediction did not come true, likely none of it would.

“But you must stay away from Tituba,” the wolf said.

“Why?”

“For your own safety. And you must find a way to warn others of the havoc she may wreak. She and the other witches.”

In the distance, I heard the crack of a branch. Was it Mary? Mary or Mercy, come to look for me? Nonsense. They cared little about me. If they cared, they would have pursued me when I left, not so long after. If they came now, it was for their own purposes. Still, it would not do for them to see me here dawdling, much less speaking to a wolf.

“I must go.” I pulled away.

He bared his teeth. I started, then cringed, and gradually, his eyes regained their calm appearance. He said, “Go now, child, but be careful. And look for me again.”

I heard a voice in the distance. In these empty woods, sounds carried far. Still, I ran down the path to my house.

But in the back of my head, I heard his words, You must find a way to warn others of the havoc she may wreak. She and the other witches. What other witches did the wolf mean?

Mary and Mercy followed a scant five minutes later. They were laughing when they barged through the door but stopped quickly at Mother’s disapproving look. I was at my weaving and pretended to take no notice. I wished to punish them for the way they had treated me. I also wanted to hear what they had to say. If I was as quiet as falling snow, perhaps they would forget I was there.

And they did. “I was so worried for her,” Mary said when they sat down to their sewing.

I looked up with only my eyes, lest they see I was noticing them. Did she mean me?

“I was not,” Mercy said. “She does it for attention. She should not be rewarded.”

This must be me, and I wanted to cry out at the unfairness. But still, I held my tongue.

“She has always been an odd child,” Mary said. “Were she not our reverend’s daughter, people would remark her behavior even more.”

I looked down at my weaving, concentrating. It was Betty they meant, not me.

Confirming all this, Mary glanced about the room, then whispered, “You missed all the excitement, Ann. I do not know why you left.”

I leaned toward her, away from Mercy, still trying to seem aloof but with much difficulty. “What happened?” I whispered.

“After you left, Betty began behaving strangely.”

“Betty always behaves strangely,” Mercy interrupted.

“But more strangely. She was staring, as usual. But after you left, she began to writhe around and bark like a dog. Abigail too. It was almost as if they were possessed by evil spirits.”

“Possessed of the need for a good spanking, more likely,” Mercy said.

I remembered the feeling I had had when Tituba held my hands, as if insects were crawling upon me, as if they might consume me alive.

“No,” I said to Mercy. “There is evil in that house. We should not go there.”

Mercy laughed. “Perhaps you should not go there, if you are so easily frightened,” Mercy responded at the same time Mary said, “Evil at our reverend’s house?”

I was framing my response when my father came home, so we could no longer speak freely. Mother asked Mercy to help her with the serving and me to gather the younger children. I had corralled Timothy, Deliverance, and Ebeneezer. They were pulling at me, pushing against me, wrapping themselves around my legs, and I remembered what Tituba had said.

Was Tituba right? And, if so, was she really a witch?
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Kendra

About One Month Later

“What is a . . . witch cake?” I pretended simplemindedness, for of course I knew what a witch cake was. Any good witch would, and I was a very good witch. But I was not about to tell Betty Parris that. Nor would I tell her that witch cakes were silly superstition.

James Brandon had been at my side, as promised, informing me of the goings on at Reverend Parris’s house (How he knew such details, I did not speculate). As predicted, Betty’s symptoms had not been ignored. Rather, the doctor had been called, and when he found nothing, there was talk of witchcraft.

I had tried—oh, how I had tried—to ignore what was occurring, but it was impossible. Little of interest happened in Salem. On the rare occasion when it did, it was all people could talk about. The dry goods store, where I had walked to purchase buttons, had become a place of gossip and intrigue. And, dare I say, theatrics. Right now, young Betty was holding court with much of Salem’s youth gathered around her.

“Since Abigail and I have been having so many ailments . . .” Betty shivered for emphasis. “Goody Sibley suggested that John Indian make a witch cake to find out who was afflicting us with such miseries.”

I knew John Indian was one of Reverend Parris’s slaves, along with Tituba. I wanted to find out what the witch cake had supposedly told them, but first, Betty went into a recitation of the nature of her various “miseries”—fever, crying out in pain, barking like a dog, convulsions.

“You were saying about the witch cake?” someone finally asked.

“Well.” Betty smiled. “John Indian took the . . . contents of our chamber pots, Abigail’s and mine, and baked them into a cake. Then he fed it to our dog. Goody Sibley said that, since a dog is a witch’s familiar, once he ate the cake, the invisible particles that the witch sent to hurt us would make the dog hurt the witch.”

“The witch sent invisible particles to hurt you?” a girl named Mary Warren asked.

“Of course, Mary,” Betty said. “Everyone knows that! Invisible particles fly through the air and cause all our miseries. But when the dog ate the witch cake, the particles would come back to him, and make the witch suffer. So by her pain—Goody Sibley said—we would be able to tell who the witch was.”

The assembled girls stood, slack-jawed at this brilliance, but I thought it was the stupidest thing I had ever heard. Particles? In piss? And those piss particles would make the dog sick and, in turn, make the witch sick, even if the dog did not belong to the witch?

“What if the witch does not like dogs?” I could not help but ask.

Betty looked around, for she had not been particularly speaking to me. “I . . . I do not know,” she said. “Goody Sibley only said that witches had dogs as familiars.”

“I had always heard that witches had different familiars,” I said. “Like cats. Or wolves.”

I heard a gasp from without the crowd, and a voice said, “Wolves?”

I looked to see young Ann Putnam. She seemed wide-eyed. I did not know why.

I stammered an explanation that would get me out of this. “Well, I had heard that witches in England, where I once lived, liked wolves. I have never heard of an American witch who kept company with a wolf. But a dog is a great deal like a wolf, is it not?”

The girls goggled at me, and I felt a hand pinching my upper arm. Then it tugged me away. “Can I help you now, miss?” a voice asked. James! He was employed with the shop.

I say this as if I did not know it, but in fact it was my reason for coming. My every excuse for going there.

“I have come to get buttons for a dress Goody Harwood is making,” I said.

“What size buttons?” he asked, a bit more loudly than necessary, and before I could answer, he said, “Let us take a look,” and pulled me as far from the assembled group as possible.

When we got to the corner of the shop, he whispered, “Are you insane?”

“I do not think so,” I replied.

“Then why are you talking of witchcraft and familiars to the very girls who are likely going to be the ones . . .” He looked around, as did I. Betty was still giving her recital, but I noticed Ann Putnam was gone. When had she left?

James pulled me out the back door of the shop. “These may be the girls to accuse you.”

I thought he was being a bit overly dramatic, though I did wonder why Ann had left. “I was trying to tell them how silly it was. Piss cakes—my goodness—and feeding them to dogs.”

“Silly?”

“Aye. Silly. Those things are merely made-up stories.”

“And you, of course, know what real witches do?” he said.

“Of course I . . .” I stopped, seeing his point.

“Has anything that you have heard in your life led you to believe that the people of this town—or any other—believe witchcraft to be silly?”

“It can be silly,” I said. “For example, if I wanted to make an egg appear and crack itself onto your head right now, that would be quite silly.”

I moved to conjure up an egg with a gesture of my hand. I had played such tricks on him before. But now, James caught my hand in the air.

“Do not do it, Kendra.” His eyes were intense, and his fingernails dug into my wrist. “No witchcraft. It will put you at risk.”

“Why do you worry so much?” I tried to laugh, but it was hard, for his grip was like a claw on my arm. Yet another part of me wanted to obey him. It was sweet, him being concerned for my safety. It had been a great while since anyone had been.

“Because I have seen what can happen.” He pressed his lips together, and I heard him catch his breath.

“What do you mean?”

“I am a bit older than you, I suspect. You, I know, were alive for the English plagues.”

“Aye. I lost my family to them. Thank you for reminding me.”

“So if you saw someone about to be struck with Plague, I daresay you would warn them about it, so they might avoid it.”

“Of course.” I whipped my arm around, in an attempt to get away from him. To my surprise, he merely let go with a shrug. I looked down, pursing my lips.

“’Tis the same with me. I lost my family, my mother, at least, to witch trials in Scotland.”

“Was your mother a witch?”

“Aye, she was. But not an evil witch who cast spells on people, merely a poor woman trying to support her children. She sometimes performed funny spells too, like making our cat appear to talk. But in 1590, the king of Scotland sailed to Copenhagen to marry his princess. The weather was bad, and when he finally returned, he looked for someone to blame for it.”

“And your mother was implicated?” I asked. “How awful!”

“Aye. Along with seventy other women. Someone accused a neighbor, and then the neighbor named someone else, and soon, over a hundred people were on trial, my mother among them.” He looked downward, not meeting my gaze. “They tortured her to get her to confess, pulled out her fingernails, and twisted her toes with thumbscrews. Such torture would have killed a normal person, but since she was a witch, she survived it.” He shook his head.

I did too, imagining it, the horror. “But witchcraft does nothing for the pain.”

“Nothing.” James passed a hand across his face. “Finally, she confessed, just to stop the torture, though she was innocent.”

“And that did not work?” I asked.

“Nay, of course it did not. After she confessed, they burned her alive. I can still hear her screams.” He closed his eyes against the vision. “Someone else, someone who was not a witch, might have died from the smoke inhalation, but she was a witch, so only the flame itself could kill her. It probably was only minutes, but it seemed so much longer.”

“I am so sorry.” I imagined the pain he must have felt, losing her, the first of his family. I had lost my family, one by one. Only another witch would understand what it was to outlive everyone, to be alone. I wanted to take him in my arms, comfort him as I had once comforted my brothers and sisters when they were sad. But I dared not touch him.

And then his arms were around me, and he was weeping. “It has been over a hundred years. I was merely a boy. Yet I still feel that I could reach across the decades and stop it. But I cannot. I cannot.”

“Poor James.”

Suddenly he pushed me away with an intensity that shocked me. “Do not say that! Do not pity me. Save yourself. If you are called out as a witch, they may torture you. They may hang you. But, eventually, they will find the way to kill you. Or, if they do not, and if you do not die, you will provide the proof that witches are real. And then who knows how many innocent people will be killed for it.”

Innocent people. Did he mean me? Was I an innocent person? Or did he mean only people free of the sin of being born a witch? I could not help it. What I was, was not a choice. If I could but have died with the rest of my family, I would have chosen that. As it was, the decades and centuries stretched before me with no promise of anything but heartbreak.

But James was right. It would not be fair to the other women of Salem for me to make their choice for them. And, if I gave them reason to know that witches were real, so many more might die.

I nodded. “I have to go. Goody Harwood will wonder what happened to me.”

“Of course,” he said. “Let me . . . you must have your buttons.”

“Aye.” I thought he meant to walk into the shop to get them for me, but I felt something in my hand, and when I turned it over, eight black buttons shone in my palm.

“Be on your way, Kendra,” James said. “And remember what I said. No magic.”

“But when . . . ,” I whispered. “When can I see you again?”

He looked around. “I will find you.”

Then, using the door like the mortal he pretended to be, he walked back into the shop.

I stole around the front. The position of the sun in the sky told me it was late, and even with James’s shortcut with the buttons, I had taken longer than I should. I would have to walk through the woods to get back to the Harwoods’. I was not afraid of wolves or other wild creatures, but I had been attacked once in the woods, as a girl, and had to use my magic to defend myself. Since then, I had feared the people who might lurk in dark places.

Still, that day, I took off at brisk pace. It was early March, cold, and darkness was settling in. I stuck to the path. But then I saw something that startled me.

Another person. Someone in crimson.

Ann Putnam. But that wasn’t what startled me. It was the creature to whom she was talking. Yes, creature, for Ann Putnam spoke to a wolf. A great, white one with snow-covered fur and eyes like pearls. Ann leaned in as if having a conversation with it.

“What should I do?” she said, and then she appeared to listen to the wolf’s answer. I could not hear it myself, for it was muffled by the wind.

Ann Putnam, daughter of one of the town’s wealthiest citizens, could talk to wolves? Or any animal? I knew that sometimes people—even ordinary people—spoke to their domestic animals, dogs, cats, or horses, even though the animals did not reply. But this was no cat nor even a dog. For Ann to be able to go up to a wolf in the wild . . .

Was Ann a witch?

Surely not. I would know if she was like me. I could sense it, as I had with James.

I remembered Ann’s shocked reaction when I had said that wolves were a witch’s familiars. Was it that she did not know that? Or that she did not wish it to be known?

Still, I determined to walk, quick as possible, back to town and take a more circuitous route home, a road that did not go through the woods or past Ann. If Goody Harwood questioned me, I would tell her I felt unsafe in the woods. It was true, after all. If she was angry, I would bear the consequences and, only later, put crushed-up insects into her food. But just as I started to turn on my heel, I felt the wolf’s eyes upon me. Then Ann was looking at me too.

“Hello, Ann.” I smiled best I could. “Did you, uh, get everything you wanted at the store?” I wondered if there was some sort of spell I could cast on Ann—or the wolf—to make them forget about me. I did not know one.

“Uh . . . I did,” she stammered. “Just some sugar to make a cake.”

A witch’s cake? She must have thought it too, for she flushed and looked down.

“I only had to get buttons,” I said. “I will be seeing you.”

I turned and went down the path as I had been before.

But I was not quite out of earshot when I heard Ann say, “She saw us. She saw us talking!”
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Ann Putnam

“She saw us! She saw us talking!” I said to the wolf as soon as the girl was out of earshot.

“Mmm.” The wolf chuckled. “Do you want me to eat her?”

I felt hot, sweating around my temples, and my stomach seemed like a trapdoor, dropping to nothingness. I had been ill since that day at Betty’s house, since the first time I had seen the wolf. I had chills every night, and sometimes, my body went stiff as a tree trunk.

My parents did not care. They spoke only of the farm, the town, what was happening to others, but not of me, their daughter. Salem had been in an uproar. Betty and Abigail had accused first Tituba, then two other women, of causing Betty’s symptoms. Abigail had started to develop the same symptoms. There was evil afoot in Salem.

Some did not believe it. The night before, my parents had returned from a town meeting. I was charged, of course, with watching the younger children, so I was allowed to stay up. Later, I overheard them speaking as they lay in bed, believing me to be asleep.

“She is going to get herself into trouble if she does not stop saying that,” my father had said.

“Perhaps that is what she wants,” my mother replied. “Martha always was contrary.”

I had then been drifting off to sleep and was disturbed by their conversation. I covered my ears against it, but my father’s voice was quite loud. Still, I didn’t really hear his words until he said, “She is calling our reverend’s daughter a liar.”

“Reverend Parris—”

“Nay. I know. He is a hard man. But anyone can see how the poor girl suffers.”

I knew Betty was not a liar, if for no other reason than that she was too stupid to lie believably.

My interest piqued, I had listened more intently.

“She says she does not believe in witches,” Mother said. “Does not believe. As if it is for Martha Corey to decide whether witches exist.”

Martha Corey. Martha Corey was an old woman whose children had grown and whose husband was known for having a temper. Martha herself was stern and unforgiving and quite frightening. When I saw her at church, I tried to avoid her gaze. What had she said about Betty?

My mother continued to speak. “But she is a God-fearing woman,” she said.

“Sometimes, those who feign godliness are truly in league with the devil.”

I shivered when my father said that and pictured Goodwife Corey with the devil. I knew it was the devil because he appeared the way Reverend Parris always said the devil would look, when he spoke of him in church, a dark man with horns. Goodwife Corey was with him, touching his hand, helping him, and he was counseling her on what to say, telling her to say Betty had lied, and as I was watching him, hearing him, I began to shiver and shake in my bed. Then my body was racked with pain, pain in my stomach, in my arms, as if I was being stuck with needles and knives or bitten by a million teeth, demons’ teeth from hell. I wanted to run to my mother, to cry out, but my limbs were stiff, I could not move. My body and my hair were drenched in sweat.

Finally, I fell asleep. When I awakened in the morning, my father was already gone, my mother occupied with the children. They did not care about my ailments. That was why I went to town.

That was how the trouble had happened, how I had met the wolf, been seen by the servant girl.

“That girl has seen me speaking to a wolf,” I told the wolf now. “She will think I am a witch.”

“Perhaps you are,” the wolf said.

“No. I am not!” I stamped my foot. I was not, was I? No. For one thing, the devil had never visited my bedside. But for another, witches had power, and I had none. If I were a witch, the first thing I would do would be to enchant Mercy Lewis to leave our house so I could have Mary all to myself. Next, I would make the babies behave. Or, perhaps, make there be fewer of them.

No, first I would make the pains in my stomach go away. It wasn’t fair that I was always so
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