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Present Day, Miami Beach

It had been a week and Viola came to realize her aunt’s home called Paradise was a home to more V Witches. Some came and went, while others lingered, and even personalized their rooms. Viola’s room was like the way she had it in her aunt’s older home many decades ago.

So far, no one knew she was the new Hunter Witch, and she was glad. So far Tapestry hadn’t ruined her secret either.

“It’s not really a list. There are so many. It’s more of a book, by now. That’s the big question, ‘who has the book’?” Augusta swayed her hand left and right. Her bracelets jingled and jangled.

“I guess I was in the book. You know, I missed the 1890s. I’ve since caught up. I planned my big sleep well, I believe. The end of a century is always so muddled, anyway. People not knowing if they’re coming or going,” Roger said. He was an elderly man who was also a writer of popular mystery books. Over the centuries, he simply changed his name. It helped that his agent and publishers had been V Witches, too.

Viola was quietly watching the television show that Nicolas was supposed to be on. He was on a reality show with his celebrity girlfriend.

“I do like the middle of the centuries. The confidence that humankind gets is rather catchy, really. The 1950s. Now that’s the time I began writing. Confidence you could almost cut with a knife,” Roger said.

“Time is something, though, isn’t it?” Augusta said, her voice trailing off.

“Didn’t someone say something like all my possessions for a moment of time?” Roger asked.

“Yeah, right, more like all my time for a mountain of possessions,” Daniel said. “Really? Who cares about time? I have more than I can spare. It’s boring.”

Viola watched the banter and wanted to scream at them to shut up. She’d heard various versions of these conversations hundreds of times after becoming a V Witch. She’d hoped all of them had come to grips with their lot in life.

“For you, because you don’t harness it. Fortunately, I’ve discovered my love for writing and I’ve been able to reinvent myself,” Roger said.

“Whatever,” Daniel said.

“My love for writing will not stop. I may have to change agents, cities and even my theme of writing, but I will always be me.” He sat back and brushed off dust from his slacks. Roger smiled the smile of the wise, knowing that his words fell on some deaf ears and on ears that would one day understand.

“My love of partying keeps me going. We’re the same, you and I.” Daniel pointed at Roger, then twirled his finger.

“Yes, we are, aren’t we?” Roger smiled and sighed.

Viola’s phone buzzed. It was Nicolas. He texted:

How are you settling in?

I’m okay. Wish I’d gone back to Orlando. But glad, I’ll finally have answers.

Viola was surprised he had checked on her. She slipped her phone in her pocket and realized, she was getting distracted. She looked at Daniel, and said, “Hey, I need to pick up some things I forgot to pack. Are you ready?” She didn’t want everyone knowing what she and Daniel would really be up to.”

Daniel stood up. “Let’s go. Excuse me while my girlfriend leave.” Daniel waved to everyone as they left the room.

“Really, you two are back on?” Roger asked, with raised eyebrows.

“Yes, we are,” Viola said.

“That is quite surprising,” Roger said, shaking his head.

Viola smiled and walked alongside Daniel. “Why do you have to be so obnoxious?”

“It’s who I am,” Daniel said, flashing her a smile.
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A few minutes later, Viola drove and watched as Daniel’s hand inched toward her leg.

“Don’t think about it,” she said.

“What? We made a Greftyere Vow. You have to be my girlfriend. Augusta was our witness,” he said. His face twisted with anger. “There’s no need to be shy with me.”

Viola pulled the car over. She swooped her finger in the air and his car door flung open.

“You can’t kick me out of the car,” Daniel said incredulously. He shook his head.

“I can and will. You seemed to have forgotten one important aspect of our Greftyere Vow. No physical contact. You broke our vow when you put your hand on my leg.” She watched a smile creep on his lips and held her hand back from slapping it off his smug face.

“But you liked it.”

“No, I didn’t.”

“Everyone is right. You’re different. You’ve let the modern ways mess your mind up. I’m a man and I find you desirable.”

“Big whoop. Get out of the car before I throw you out,” Viola said. She was tired of Daniel’s ways of thinking she was his door mat. While some aspects of old-fashioned life were nice, she didn’t miss many of the social issues.

“You were just a maid. That’s who you will always be. I know where you came from.”

“Yes, and this former maid is telling you to get out of the car. Now.”

“We could go back to Paradise and let all this pent up anger out in other ways than fighting,” Daniel said. He trailed his finger along her silver necklace and touched the old-fashioned key pendant. “Maybe I’m the missing key that you’re looking for.”

“No, you’re not. And I warned you,” she said, swooping her hand and throwing him out of the car. He tumbled into a bush and leapt to his feet. “You don’t do this to me!”

“I just did,” she said, as she flicked her finger, closing the door. She drove away, realizing she didn’t need him to find Dean. She was a Hunter Witch, after all.
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1907, New York City 

After work, Viola walked by 49th and Bond Street to visit her aunt, Augusta, who worked at the New York Free Circulating Library.

“Did you like the porridge I made?” Augusta asked. The heavy wooden shelving and dark clothing of the library patrons created a contrasting background for Augusta’s bright red hair.

Viola smiled wanly. Christmas was always difficult without her mother. She reached up and spun a paper snowflake that hung from butcher’s twine. The room was full of various snowflakes made by a local school. She frowned. “It was delicious, thank you.”

Neither of them would mention the T word for two reasons. Typhoid fever was rampant in NYC and the second reason was that Viola and Augusta were protected. Both wore protective and magical bracelets.

An occasional muffled cough speared through the mostly quiet building. People couldn’t help but look at the cougher, wondering if he or she had succumbed to the deadly typhoid fever epidemic.

Viola wondered if he had it—the dreaded sickness that was invading homes and ruining lived. But she couldn’t, not if she was protected. She sighed with relief. She touched the charm that her aunt had given her recently. It was a leather bracelet with seven obsidian beads braided into the cord. Her aunt made her promise to keep it on.

Viola leaned over, hoping to catch a glimpse behind the huge wooden desk. “Did you get my book yet?” She had recently discovered Shakespeare’s work.

“As a matter of fact, I have something for you.” She turned around and took a few steps towards the shelf behind her. Her dress swayed. The library echoed with the sound of wooden shoes, fabric rustling, and the occasional cough. Mingled with those sounds were the constant turning of pages, movement of books, and the squeaky wheels of the carts used to transport books.

Viola held out her hands, and Augusta placed one of her mother’s favorite books in her hands.

“This is a collection of William Shakespeare’s’ plays. This branch just received this copy. You mother and I used to argue about which of the characters we loved most. For her, it was always Viola for the strength in which she loved. And that is how you were named.”

“Really? You never told me,” Viola said, rubbing her fingers along the leather-bound book.

“We may not have the social standing others have, but we are important. You avoid the subject every time I bring it up. However, you are to be Clarion Promised. Afterwards, love will come to your pairing, as opposed to falling in love with a stranger. It’s much safer that way.”

“I am sorry, Aunt Augusta, I won’t Clarion Promise. I’ve fallen in love already.” She pushed her shoulders back.

Augusta frowned and removed her glasses. She cleaned them with a cloth she kept in the folds of her long skirt.

Viola knew she her aunt was upset, put wouldn’t back down. She’d always thought love wouldn’t happen to her, but now that she found it, she vowed never to let Nicolas go.

Augusta tucked the cloth back in her pocket and she finally looked up, saying, “I am not surprised.” Her smile was forced. “I will not discuss this here. I will see you in the morning after my late meeting.” She put her glasses back on. She loaded a wooden cart with books and briskly walked, disappearing down a row of books.
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That night, Viola stayed up later than usual reading Twelfth Night. She finally blew out her candle and drifted to sleep with the book on her chest. The next morning, Viola woke up late. Her Aunt had left a note.

“I am sorry I missed you. I will see you tonight and we can discuss your future. Love, Aunt Augusta.”

Viola tossed the note aside when the hourly church bell chimed seven o’clock. “I have to hurry!” She rushed to ready herself for work. She had to walk 20 blocks to work and would be about 10 minutes late, even skipping breakfast.

She looked around her small apartment and toyed with the idea of rushing to prepare her afternoon lunch, but she didn’t have any time.

Viola made it to work and worked the whole morning, wondering what her conversation with her aunt would be like. She knew it would be unpleasant, but she would not give in. She loved
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