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Early Morning, 5:30 AM
Dawn creepeth softly, pale as a widow’s sorrow, and this stranger Abby lieth still, her curious stone warming our cottage like a coal hidden in ash. Last night I found her, mired in mud, eyes wide as a hind afore the hunter’s torch. The bell tolls, reckoning sins I bear not, yet Salem’s eyes never close. My herbs—yarrow, feverfew—hang as prayers, their scent my only stay. This Abby is not of Boston, nor any place my heart knoweth; her garb, her trembling, speaketh of realms beyond my reckoning. The spiral upon my jar’s lid matcheth the fear in her gaze—perchance a sign of what brought her hither. My soul is heavy, yet I have borne heavier. I will keep her near, though the village sharpeneth its blades against us.

Late Morning, 10:00 AM
Our cottage hums with toil—sorting herbs, binding wounds, holding fear at bay. Abby’s hands learn swift, steadying a boy’s cough whilst I mete out tinctures that soothe without slaying. Her strange breeches draw whispers; I name her kin to hush them, but my words are frail as thread. The bell’s iron clang cutteth, and village tongues murmur: Silas hath seen her, too bold. Fennel, ash, and dread fill the air. A mother’s thanks softeneth the room, yet Abby’s eyes dart to the trivet’s spiral, as if it speaketh to her stone. She is not of this time, but mine to guard. I knead dough, anchoring us, whilst Salem’s ledger groweth weighty with our names.

Early Afternoon, 1:15 PM
Abby standeth at the well, her shadow long beneath Silas’s gaze. He calleth her “helper,” his voice a blade weighing her worth. She answereth, “truth,” but quaketh, a stranger in our mire. I see her haul jugs, boots mired, whilst women whisper and children’s hoops roll with spirals—oak signs my father taught, warnings carved in wood. The village marketh her steps, her otherness. My heart grieveth; she is bold yet adrift, like a vessel I must moor. Her stone’s hum draweth her, draweth me, into matters greater than Salem’s knives. I shake flour from my hands, bracing for tomorrow’s inquiry, knowing mercy is scarce in this place.

Late Afternoon, 4:45 PM
We birth a child, mend a soldier’s wound, ease a boy’s folly—my hands guide Abby’s, teaching her to measure life in breaths. The deacon knocketh, ledger under arm, summoning us to an inquiry, not trial, he saith, yet his book lieth. Abby’s stone hums, wroth, as she traceth a pew’s spiral, seeing shades I cannot name. I braid her hair with rosemary, a shield ‘gainst Salem’s eyes. The village psalms drone, accusing. I am weary, yet Abby’s fire—her fear, her fight—holdeth me fast. She is not of this place, but mine to keep. The hearth’s warmth cradleth us, but the bell’s toll foretelleth sharper blades.

Evening, 8:30 PM
Vespers’ psalms chill the air, their notes keen as Silas’s gaze. I trace an ash circle by the hearth, a quiet plea, and Abby’s stone answereth, warm with defiance. An oak sliver tappeth the shutter—another’s ledger, not Silas’s, carved with spirals. Abby lieth wakeful, clutching her Emberheart, whispering resolve. Her courage burneth, yet she is frail, out of time. Rosemary, thyme, peril fill my senses. The lane’s lanterns move as eyes, and the bell’s silence cutteth deeper than its toll. Tomorrow’s inquiry shall try us both. I will stand with this stranger-cousin, for some truths are worth the fire they cost.
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Early Morning, 5:30 AM
Dawn breaketh pale, a bruise upon linen, and Abby waketh, her stone warming my cottage as a coal in embers. I found her mired, eyes lost, not of this age. Bells toll, naming sins I claim not, yet Salem’s gaze never resteth. My herbs—thyme, yarrow—hang as prayers, their scent my stay. Her boots, her speech, mark her stranger; her stone hums secrets I cannot read. The spiral on my basket echoeth her dread—perchance a sign of her coming. I stir broth, hands steady, soul heavy. She is mine to guard, though the village whetteth its knives. I will hold her near, yet this place spareth none.

Late Morning, 10:00 AM
Abby hauleth water, hands raw on the rope, neighbors’ eyes cutting like thorns. I name her kin, but my lie is frail as mist. The deacon warneth of prudence, his gaze a blade, for Abby spake for me. We sort yarrow, grind feverfew, as Goody Pike pleadeth for Ruthie’s fever. Abby presseth cloths, steady, though her eyes cry a far-off time. Smoke, fear, broth choke the air. The basket’s spiral gloweth, like her stone’s hum. The bell clangeth, accusing. I knead dough, grounding us, but Silas’s shadow loometh. Abby’s fire burneth bright, yet she is frail, and I fear I cannot save her from Salem’s verdict.

Early Afternoon, 1:15 PM
The meetinghouse choketh with suspicion, candles hissing as serpents. Silas’s voice cutteth: Witchcraft festereth. His eyes hunt Abby, her bold words a mark against us. My hand brusheth hers, whispering, They will mark thee. She standeth, defiant: Herbs heal. The gavel cracketh, accusations piling—sour milk, fevers. My name danceth, unspoken, and her stone flareth, hot as courage. We are dismissed, but eyes trail us, mire gleaming as a snare. Abby quaketh, adrift, yet her fire draweth me. I guide her to the lane, heart grieving—she is bold, but Salem’s ledgers spare not strangers.

Late Afternoon, 4:45 PM
Goody Pike’s cry for Ruthie sendeth us racing, Abby’s hands pressing cloths to the child’s burning brow, mine measuring willow. The girl’s breath softeneth, and Pike giveth Abby feverfew, a heavy thanks. Then a birth calleth, air thick with blood, wails. I deliver the babe, voice calm, whilst Abby boileth water, foldeth linens, hands trembling yet sure. A doorframe rune—spirals, like hers—whispereth secrets. The deacon waiteth outside, ledger open, eyes keen. I braid Abby’s hair with rosemary, a shield. My soul is heavy—she is mine to protect, but Salem’s blades draw nigh, and her stone’s fire may consume us both.

Evening, 8:30 PM
Psalms drone, their key a blade in the dark. I send Abby to the groves for willow; she carveth bark, runes flaring as stars. Her stone hums, lighting the oaks with strange flickers. A girl calleth her trouble, yet Abby answereth bold. Silas watcheth, his smile a noose. At home, I forge a remedy book, hiding truths. A summons awaiteth tomorrow’s inquiry. Abby lieth wakeful, her Emberheart pulsing, whispering resolve. Rosemary, peril fill my senses. The bell’s silence cutteth deep. I will stand with my stranger-cousin, but this village’s fire burneth hotter, and I fear we shall be consumed.
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Early Morning, 5:30 AM
Dawn riseth pale, like linen wrung dry, and Abby waketh, her stone warming my cottage as a coal in ash. I found her mired, eyes lost, not of this age. Bells toll, naming sins I claim not, yet Salem’s gaze never resteth. My herbs—thyme, yarrow—hang as prayers, their scent my stay. Her garb, her speech, mark her stranger; her stone hums secrets I cannot read. The spiral on my basket echoeth her dread—perchance a sign of her coming. I grind willow, hands steady, soul heavy. I send her to the groves, for Ruthie’s fever needeth bark. She is mine to guard, but Salem’s knives whet closer.

Late Morning, 10:00 AM
Abby hauleth water, hands raw on the rope, neighbors’ eyes cutting like thorns. I name her kin, but my lie frayeth as whispers hiss: She spake bold. The deacon warneth of humility, his gaze a blade. We tend Ruthie’s fever, Abby pressing cloths whilst I dose fennel, her hands steady though her eyes cry another time. Smoke, fear, broth choke the air. The pestle’s spiral gloweth, like her stone’s hum. The bell clangeth, accusing. I stir broth, grounding us, but Silas’s shadow creepeth nigh. Abby’s fire burneth bright, yet she is frail, and I fear I cannot shield her from Salem’s verdict.

Early Afternoon, 1:15 PM
The meetinghouse choketh with suspicion, candles hissing as serpents. Silas’s voice cutteth: Witchcraft liveth in silence. His eyes hunt Abby, her bold words a mark against us. My hand brusheth hers, whispering, They will mark thee. She standeth, defiant: Herbs heal. Accusations pile—sour milk, fevers. Her stone flareth, hot as courage. We are dismissed, but eyes trail us, mire gleaming as a snare. Abby slippeth to Widow Hale’s, meddling with Pike’s ink to foil their ledgers. My heart grieveth—she is bold, but Salem’s books spare not strangers. I guide her to the lane, praying my shield holdeth.

Late Afternoon, 4:45 PM
A boy’s cry calleth us to a birth, air thick with blood and wails. Abby boileth water, foldeth linens, hands trembling yet sure, whilst I deliver the babe, voice calm as prayer. The mother kisseth Abby’s hand, a heavy thanks. In the groves, Abby carveth willow, runes flaring—spirals, like hers. A girl nameth her trouble, but Abby standeth firm. The deacon watcheth, ledger open, eyes keen. I braid her hair with rosemary, a shield ‘gainst Salem’s gaze. My soul is heavy—she is mine to protect, but her stone’s fire draweth peril, and Salem’s blades draw nigh.

Evening, 8:30 PM
Psalms drone, their key a blade in the dark. Men seize me, boots shaking ash as Abby hideth beneath the plank. I face Silas, my wrists bound, his voice cold: Fire will speak. Freed for now, I return, wrists raw, and find Abby’s sabotage—ink watered to fade their lies. A summons awaiteth tomorrow. She lieth wakeful, her Emberheart pulsing, whispering resolve. Rosemary, peril fill my senses. The bell’s silence cutteth deep. I stand with my stranger-cousin, her fire burning bright, but this village’s flames burn hotter, and I fear we shall both be consumed.
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Early Morning, 5:30 AM
The bell striketh ere dawn, a command that silenceth sparrows. Abby waketh, her stone throbbing, warming my cottage as a coal in ash. I strike flint, coaxing fire, knowing this day bringeth trial. Her eyes carry another time, her garb marketh her stranger. Bells toll, naming sins I bear not, yet Salem’s gaze never resteth. My herbs—thyme, yarrow—hang as prayers, their scent my stay. The spiral on my pestle echoeth her dread—a sign of her coming. I whisper, Let them not name thee twice, my heart heavy. She is mine to guard, but Salem’s knives whet for her, and I fear I cannot shield her.

Late Morning, 10:00 AM
The village moveth as one, lanes funnelling us to the square. The scaffold standeth, ropes coiled, torches ready. Silas holdeth his ledger, eyes cutting Abby like a blade. Men seize her, ropes biting, and my soul grieveth—she is bold, yet frail. The magistrate speaketh of order, twisting my name to falsehood. Abby crieth, I will not confess a lie, her voice firm though trembling. Her stone flareth, heat unseen, and the crowd gaspeth. I stand at the edge, my gaze her anchor, heart aching. Salem’s eyes sharpen, but Abby’s fire burneth, and I pray it doth not consume us both.

Early Afternoon, 1:15 PM
The scaffold holdeth Abby, ropes cutting, the crowd a forge feeding Silas’s will. He asketh of groves, her words—Need brought her to me. His quill marketh her stranger. I am called, naming herbs, lives saved, my voice steady though fear claweth me. Abby shouteth, I am no witch, and the square hisseth—Witchfire! Her stone flareth, loosening ropes. Silas’s eyes gleam, not triumph but curiosity. The bell cracketh, uncalled, and villagers scatter. My hand reacheth, mouthing Live. Abby’s fire burneth bright, yet I fear Salem’s ledgers will bind us both to its flames.

Late Afternoon, 4:45 PM
Chaos gripeth the square—torches sputter, cries of witchfire rise. Abby’s stone blazeth, light cracking glass, ropes slipping from her wrists. Silas whispereth, Not our fire, his gaze cruel, curious. The scaffold groaneth, not from flame but runes, like the oaks, alive. I reach for Abby, heart pounding, as villagers flee. She stumbleth, dodging chaos, her fire guiding her to me. We run to my cottage, hiding, her stone smoldering. My wrists ache, raw from bonds. I shield her, but Salem’s knives draw nigh, and her fire—bold, strange—may burn us both ere the day endeth.

Evening, 8:30 PM
Night’s ink drowneth Salem, the bell’s toll bruising silence. We hide in my cottage, Abby’s stone smoldering, its light faint but alive. My wrists bear rope’s mark, yet I say, Thou hast bought hours. Silas’s Not ours echoeth, his ledger waiting. A rune on my doorframe—spirals, like hers—pulseth faintly. Abby whispereth, I will not run, her voice fierce. Rosemary, peril fill my senses. The village hums, ready for tomorrow’s trial. I stand with my stranger-cousin, her fire burning, but Salem’s flames burn hotter, and I fear we shall both be consumed.
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Evening, 8:30 PM
A stranger stumbleth into camp, mud-stained, eyes wild as a colt in battle’s din. Abby, she calleth herself, and I give her a pail, for work anchor’eth the
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