
The Hearth of Seven Witches Season 2: The Veils of Spring 

Copyright © 2026 by SUNG KWON

All rights reserved.

No part of this book may be reproduced, stored in a retrieval system, or transmitted in any form or by any means—electronic, mechanical, photocopying, recording, or otherwise—without the prior written permission of the publisher, except in the case of brief quotations used in reviews or critical articles. This is a work of fiction.


Table of Contents

Copyright Page

The Veils of Spring (THE HEARTH OF SEVEN WITCHES, #2)

Chapter 1: The Loosening of Cords

Chapter 2: The Logic of Frost and Lead

Chapter 3: The Flax and the Fallow Ground

Chapter 4: The Salt on the Threshold

Chapter 5: The Warping of the Beam

Chapter 6: The Weight of an Honest Pound

Chapter 7: The Ink-Horn and the Hearth-Stone

Chapter 8: The Machinery of Mischief

Chapter 9: The Anatomy of a Parish Ledger

Chapter 10: The Weaving of the First Veil

Chapter 11: The Law of the Sled and Trace

Chapter 12: The Loom and the Iron Pintle

Chapter 13: The Vinegar and the Vellum

Chapter 14: The Pearl of Wild Honey

Chapter 15: The Orchard and the Iron File

Chapter 16: The Fourth Veil: The Russet Orchard

Chapter 17: The Bark and the Iron Kettle

Chapter 18: The Fifth Veil: The Red Heartwood

Chapter 19: The Sifted Ash and the Goose Down

Chapter 20: The Sixth Veil: The Ash and the Ledger

Chapter 21: The Slag and the Cold Iron

Chapter 22: The Seventh Veil: The Crown of Iron

Chapter 23: The Greasing of the Axles

Chapter 24: The Iron on the Sanctuary Sill

Chapter 25: The Bread on the Altar Rail

Chapter 26: The Tolling of the Parish Bronze

Chapter 27: The Settling of the Sills

Chapter 28: The Turn of the Spindle

Table of Contents 

	Chapter 1: The Loosening of Cords

	Chapter 2: The Logic of Frost and Lead

	Chapter 3: The Flax and the Fallow Ground

	Chapter 4: The Salt on the Threshold

	Chapter 5: The Warping of the Beam

	Chapter 6: The Weight of an Honest Pound

	Chapter 7: The Ink-Horn and the Hearth-Stone

	Chapter 8: The Machinery of Mischief

	Chapter 9: The Anatomy of a Parish Ledger

	Chapter 10: The Weaving of the First Veil

	Chapter 11: The Law of the Sled and Trace

	Chapter 12: The Loom and the Iron Pintle

	Chapter 13: The Vinegar and the Vellum

	Chapter 14: The Pearl of Wild Honey

	Chapter 15: The Orchard and the Iron File

	Chapter 16: The Fourth Veil: The Russet Orchard

	Chapter 17: The Bark and the Iron Kettle

	Chapter 18: The Fifth Veil: The Red Heartwood

	Chapter 19: The Sifted Ash and the Goose Down

	Chapter 20: The Sixth Veil: The Ash and the Ledger

	Chapter 21: The Slag and the Cold Iron

	Chapter 22: The Seventh Veil: The Crown of Iron

	Chapter 23: The Greasing of the Axles

	Chapter 24: The Iron on the Sanctuary Sill

	Chapter 25: The Bread on the Altar Rail

	Chapter 26: The Tolling of the Parish Bronze

	Chapter 27: The Settling of the Sills

	Chapter 28: The Turn of the Spindle


	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

Chapter 1: The Loosening of Cords
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The November rime froze hard against the small windowpanes of the old smithy, crusting the glass in jagged, sulfur-colored scales.

In the open kitchen, the chimney pulled hard. The hearth consumed split birch and dead knot-maple Julian had dragged from behind the shop, its stone breast still bearing dark chisel gouges where the town surveyors had pecked at the foundation back in September.

Elara sat at the pine table without her linen collar. Her gray hair fell loose across a homespun shoulder, greasy at the temples and pinned back with a single bent brass needle. Her spectacles—bridged with a blob of dull lead Julian had melted with his propane tip—hung crooked from her nose. Before her spread the 1686 deed. The parchment had the thickness of dried hog-ear, its crown wax seals cracked along the edges like dry scabs.

Beatrice scraped a wooden trench with an iron butter knife. The scraping went on: skrrt, skrrt, skrrt.

"Wind swung north at four," Beatrice said, testing the dull point against her thumb. "The stakes Sterling’s crew hammered into the rye meadow are leaning. The frost lifted two of them clean out of the dirt, but three are still standing. Tied with ribbons of orange plastic."

Agnes stood by the dry sink, skinning bruised winter apples with a thumbnail blackened from chimney-grouting. "Soft plantation laths. Any sheep could snap them off at the ground."

"A sheep doesn't get served with a county citation," Julian said from the woodshed doorway.

He stepped in, kicking an inch of frozen brown road-crust against the jamb. He carried a splintered crate against his hip, his canvas work trousers stiff around the knees with dried mortar. He set the wood onto the wash-bench. Inside lay a dozen wire-brushed strap hinges and seven small turned bobbins of unbleached flax thread, wound tight and hard as dried sinew.

Julian blew into his cupped knuckles. His left ear was red from the wind. He stopped where the modern subfloor met the greased granite flags around the hearth-curb.

"Sterling’s sedan is idling behind the grain store," Julian said. "He hired an appraiser from down-county. Man with a sheepskin coat walking the ditch line with a digital laser level on an aluminum tripod. They claim the old deed covers only the masonry footprint under the chimney, leaving the porch sill open for highway widening."

Matilda paused her hands in a trough of gray rye dough. Meal dusted her forearms to the elbow. "The porch sill is five-by-eight heart-oak, notched into the foundation while King William held the charter. My father dragged it three miles on an ash sledge."

"The appraiser doesn't know William from a post-hole," Julian muttered. He picked a bobbin from the box, dropped it beside Elara’s left knuckle, and wiped his nose on his sleeve.

Elara looked down at the flax. Her thumb stroked the twist. In her apron pocket, the silver band Julian had hammered from a trade dollar rested cold against her hip-bone. It stayed wrapped in greasy deerskin alongside the other six, buried under dried savory on the chimney shelf until the church bell should ring in the spring.

"A veil cannot be fashioned from machine cotton," Elara said, her voice dry and heavy, settling into the timbers. "Seven veils require honest flax. Three runs for the warp, four for the fill. If we are to walk the center aisle of the First Parish with our heads covered, our hands must be clear to throw the shuttle."

Rosaline leaned her hip against the side of the stone jamb, both hands buried in her apron slits. "We spent three centuries in the clay. In the fall we scrubbed the well curb and we took five-dollar bills Julian earned hanging sheetrock in the bank annex to pay the town tax. What more do we owe their ledgers?"

Clara and Edisa sat together upon the low cedar bench by the loom frame. Clara’s right index finger twitched in a slow, tight circle against her wool skirt. Across the room, a dry copper kettle resting on the cold iron trivet gave a sudden, high whistle—a dry, bird-like chirp that cut through the room.

Elara raised her head. "The man with the laser. Is he a cruel man?"

"He's an attorney’s clerk," Julian said. "Smells like menthol cigarettes and damp cardboard. He was complaining to the feed clerk that his battery chargers keep dying in the fog."

Elara lifted both hands from the table. The skin of her wrists retained the faint, pale rings where the iron cuffs had rubbed the bone during the three weeks in the Ipswich lockup.

"We gave the boy our word," she said. "No fire upon their roofs."

"I asked you not to burn down the town hall," Julian answered, unhooking a frozen button on his coat. "I didn't say you had to let them drive stakes through your garden."

Elara’s thin lips parted, showing the yellowed edges of her front teeth.

"Beatrice," she said. "Agnes. Rosaline."

The three women straightened their aprons.

"Loosen your fingers," Elara whispered. "No rot upon their cattle, and no sickness in their wells. But let the dirt teach them whose axe cleared the pasture. Take the weeding hooks from the cellar joists. Go see to the ditch."
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Chapter 2: The Logic of Frost and Lead
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Miller, the surveyor, was shivering through his coat.

Water had seeped through the welt of his right boot an hour ago, soaking his sock in freezing bog-slush. His optical transit level sat mounted on its yellow aluminum tripod over the boundary line, but the digital eye refused to lock. Every time he leveled the circular spirit-vial, the bubble slipped backward and pinned itself against the glass rim.

"Shale ledge must have a heavy iron pocket," Miller mumbled into his fleece collar.

Arthur Sterling stayed back on the packed gravel of the lane. He wore a stiff, water-repellent city coat with high synthetic shoulders that rustled dryly whenever the wind caught the hem, and thin, rubber-soled oxfords that gave no purchase on the frozen mud. He kept his gloved thumbs hooked tightly inside his pockets, his chin buried against the bitter draft. Fifty yards behind him, his black sedan idled with a low, continuous purr, puffing thin water vapor into the bare limbs of the scrub sumac.

"The registry map is clear, Miller," Sterling said, his breath short and thin. "The agricultural easement lapsed sixty years ago. Read the degree markings. If the corner pin clips the stone barn, the town condemns the lot by noon."

"I'm checking the drift," Miller said, his teeth clicking together. He pulled his sixteen-ounce hexagon brass plumb bob from his canvas pouch.

As he dangled it over the frozen grass by its braided nylon string, the cord drew taut with a dull, dry groan. The brass weight dragged at his wrist like a five-gallon bucket of wet grout. His fingers went numb; the cord slipped through his calluses.

The plumb hit the grass with the heavy, dead crump of a dropped iron wedge.

The pointed brass nose sank four inches into the dirt, burying itself in frozen gravel.

"What dropped?" Sterling called out, shifting his footing on the loose road-stones.

"The weight," Miller gasped, squatting down into the dead weeds. He hooked both thumbs beneath the brass top, planted his heels, and pulled upward with his thighs. The braided nylon string broke with a wet snap, and Miller went over onto his back in the frost-bitten burdocks.

From the cedar thicket on the far side of the stone wall, three women walked out into the ditch.

They came along the drainage swale in single file, holding their wool skirts clear of the brambles, their hoods drawn low over their eyes. The middle one—broad-hipped, her shoulders square under a faded gray shawl—carried a three-pronged iron manure fork across her forearm.

Sterling’s shoulders went rigid. His jaw locked, the skin along his cheekbones tightening into a gray mask.

"Ladies," Sterling said, his voice flat and thin against the wind. "Step back to the house."

None of them looked at his face. Beatrice walked straight to the orange wooden lath Miller had hammered into the dirt ten minutes earlier. She grounded the butt of the iron fork in the slush and spat into the weeds.

"East wind brings moisture off the salt-flats, mister," Beatrice said, her accent flat, clipped, and harsh. "Pine laths don't take to damp ground."

"Those are kiln-dried ash," Miller wheezed from his knees, his hands raw from the broken cord. "With vinyl ribbon."

Agnes stepped out from behind her sister. She did not reach down with her fingers. She simply brought the toe of her thick, resoled work shoe against the base of the stake.

The lath made a soft, squelching sound.

The two-foot strip of seasoned wood gave way in the middle, bending like a boiled parsnip. The orange plastic ribbon turned a greasy, translucent yellow, melting into a stringy resin that ran down the bark into the dead nettles. The wood slumped, curling into a brown, spongy knot of rotten fiber that flattened beneath the frozen grass.

Miller scrambled backward on his elbows. "The wood... it broke down."

"Damp rot," Agnes said, her eyes fixed on the man's wet boot-leather. "This hollow is hard on dry lumber. You should have brought black locust posts. Locust will sit fifty years in bog-water before the grain starts to slip."

Sterling did not shout. He did not threaten the court. He stood motionless on the gravel, his gloved fingers balling into tight fists inside his pockets, his breath catching in his throat. His gaze drifted from the melted stake to the iron tines of Beatrice’s fork, then to Agnes’s bare, red wrists, which showed no tremor in the biting wind. A knot of cold pressure seemed to settle behind his ribs, leaving him unable to find a single legal phrase that carried any weight in the freezing air.

He stepped back toward his car, the rubber soles of his shoes squeaking on the wet stones.

He caught the chrome handle of the driver's door, yanked it back, and sat down into the leather seat. He jammed his thumb against the engine start button.

The starter caught, but the engine did not settle into its German idle.

From under the hood came a violent, tinny clatter—like four dozen dried marrow-bones rattling inside an empty milk can.

Clack-rattle, clack-rattle, wheeeze.

A greasy cloud of gray vapor billowed from the chrome tailpipes, reeking of scorched tallow and boiled greens. Behind the dashboard, the digital console chimed, not with its soft electronic chime, but with the hollow, brassy clatter of an old sheet-iron cowbell, striking a slow, broken rhythm.

Sterling threw the transmission into reverse and touched the throttle.

The car leaped backward three inches, let out a wet, bubbling cough through its muffler, and dropped its rear bumper onto the road with a metallic shudder. Both rear tires lost their air together, the beads breaking away from the alloy rims with a long, insolent hiss.

Through the glass of his side window, Sterling stared out at the ditch.

He did not roll down the window. He did not curse. His face was dead white, his mouth clamped into a thin, bloodless seam as his hands gripped the leather-wrapped steering wheel until his knuckles clicked.

Agnes reached down into the weeds, picked up Miller’s sixteen-ounce brass plumb bob by its knurled neck, and slipped the weight into the wide pocket of her apron, right alongside her dried turnip rinds.

"Tell Julian Vance the south ditch is clear," Beatrice shouted through the cold drizzle, her voice carrying over the dying rattle of the engine. "We need three more cords of split oak before night, and he'd better bring his felling axe. We're setting the loom pins tomorrow."

The engine gave a dry, muffled pop, spat a cup of black water onto the gravel, and went silent. Sterling sat frozen behind the wheel, staring straight ahead through the fogged windshield.
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