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T

he crackling sound of smoldering embers beneath the charred feet of Emily Hall pierced the cold night’s air. Carl Witherspoon, the official gravedigger for Salem Massachusetts, and his assistant, waited for the Magistrate to give his okay to remove the body from the stake.

Emily, who was only nine years old when Jonathan Coulder lit the fire, was the last of her family to be accused of being a witch. However, she wasn’t the culprit who caused the town to include her and the rest of the Hall family in the witch hunt. The person who caused Jonathan’s son to die from choking on a piece of meat was hiding in the woods, silently weeping.

The person hiding between an oak tree and a bush was Emily’s best friend, Carnella. Carnella was born on June 6, 1683 in Salem. She became friends with Emily when Louis Coulder was teasing her about her long unkempt black hair. When Emily threatened to tell his mother, Louis backed off. From that day forward, Emily and Carnella became best friends. It was that friendship that brought about Emily’s demise.

Two months before Emily’s execution, Louis and his friends saw the two girls playing with their dolls. Louis snatched Emily’s and ripped the head off.

“You stupid bastard,” Emily yelled. “You’re going to pay for that.”

The boys laughed as Emily ran home crying with Carnella running behind her.

“Here, Emily, you forgot your doll. Don’t worry; we can fix her.”

“No, we can’t,” Emily said, pushing the doll away.

Carnella placed her arm around Emily and gave her a hug.

“I swear to you, Emily. After tonight, Louis will never bother you again.”

“Don’t go tell his parents, Carnella. He’ll only hurt me more.”

“He’ll never hurt you anymore, Emily. Trust me.”

Later that evening, while Jonathan was saying a blessing over the food, Louis, who was experiencing a sudden hunger pain, quickly popped a piece of meat into his mouth. The rest of the family members’ heads were bowed with their eyes closed, so they didn’t see Louis’s face turning blue. Jonathan, who always spoke in a loud voice to drown out any distractions while saying the blessing, wasn’t aware of Louis’s predicament until his face slammed into the dinner plate.

The town physician was called to determine the cause of death, and after carefully examining the body, he unequivocally ruled out black magic being involved. That is until David, who was present when Emily said Louis would be sorry for breaking her doll, told his father, a religious zealot and one of the presiding judges. Within hours of hearing the  accusation,  Emily’s entire family was rounded up and thrown in jail to await their trial for the crime of  practicing witchcraft.

“I tell you we must flee before they  discover the connection between Carnella and  the boy’s death, Odessa,” said Elijah Codona, Carnella’s father. “Then they will come after us and all our friends.”

“If we flee, my son, that will make us guilty in the eyes of the people.”

Odessa, the venerable silver-haired witch, possessed an air of ancient wisdom that seemed to emanate from her every pore. Her long, flowing silver locks cascaded down to her waist, shimmering in the ethereal light of her sanctuary. Her hunched back spoke of years spent in contemplation and spellcraft, a testament to the weight of her experiences.

The matriarch wore a tattered, midnight-black robe adorned with intricate patterns of arcane symbols, woven with threads that seemed to capture the very essence of the night sky. The fabric whispered tales of forgotten realms and unseen forces, a silent reminder of the magic that coursed through her veins. Adorned with various trinkets and amulets, each holding a story of its own, she exuded an aura of mystique and authority.

As Odessa addressed the gathered family of warlocks and witches, her voice carried a blend of urgency and reassurance. Her eyes, a striking shade of violet, held a depth that seemed to peer into the souls of those who met her gaze. She spoke of the delicate balance between their world and mankind, emphasizing the importance of understanding and peace.

In her plea to avert war, she wove words that depicted a future where harmony and coexistence were possible. She invoked the power of love, understanding, and shared humanity; painting a vision of a world where magic and mankind could find common ground. Her sincerity and conviction resonated with her audience, planting seeds of hope and reconsideration within their hearts.

But not everyone shared her optimism. One of them was Carnella’s cousin, Logan. He was one of several young warlocks who advocated for the domination and eventual extinction of all mankind. He planned to sow hatred of other countries amongst men in a hope that they would wipe each other out. Little would he know that two centuries later his wish almost came true during the first World War.

“There is no living in peace with these creatures, Odessa,” Logan bellowed.

“Show some respect, Logan, or I’ll snatch the life out of you,” Elijah bristled as his eyes turned into red glowing coals.

“I’m sorry, Grandmother, but I refuse to be led to the slaughter like so many of our kind have already been.”

“I understand, my son,” Odessa said, walking over and placing her hand on his shoulder. “The blood of a warlock runs hot when a threat is near. It is the lack of control over that fire that has caused the war you now speak of. A war that was not started by Carnella but by your father that led to the slaughter of over 1000 people, 200 of whom were our own kind.”

*_*_*_*

Logan’s father, Andre, was in the middle of a fever-filled kiss when the woman’s husband,  a church elder, entered the room. There, in the flickering candlelight, he saw his wife—her eyes that once held love and promises of forever—locked in an embrace with another man. Time seemed to freeze as his mind grappled with the truth. Anguish washed over him, a tidal wave of emotions crashing through his soul.

“I will kill you for this,” he shouted, raising a dagger with murderous intent in his eyes.

“I think not,” Andre smirked as he levitated from under the sheets.

“God help us!”

“I am your god tonight,” Andre mocked, making a circle with his finger.

This action caused the dagger to be ripped from the man’s hand, turn in midair, and shoot into his heart. The woman screamed as she watched her husband fall onto a bench next to a wash basin filled with water. What happened next made the woman run screaming naked into the street.

A small amount of water came into contact with Andre’s feet. On contact it began to cause the flesh to fall from his bones. He was in the middle of a hellish scream when the woman returned with several villagers. One of them was Vincent Salsbury, a deacon whom the town’s people ridiculed because of his peculiar rantings and hermit lifestyle.

“Stand back!” Vincent ordered, removing his rosary beads from his neck. “The water of life has weakened the demon. He can now be killed.”

“Mercy, Brother Vincent,” Andre pleaded. “Please have mercy.”

“Only God can have mercy on your soul, Andre.”

The water had reached Andre’s mid-thigh by the time Vincent reached up and took hold of his leg. He pulled Andre down with one hand and watched as his crimson eyes filled with panic. With a swift and deliberate movement, Vincent drew a gleaming dagger with a gold handle from beneath his robe. The blade shimmered, etched with ancient runes and symbols of power. Vincent’s resolve was palpable, fueled by faith and the determination to protect the innocent.

Andre flailed his arms wildly, trying to delay the inevitable, but Vincent’s calculated thrust of the gold-handled dagger found its mark, piercing the warlock’s cold heart.

“I now send you back to your master, you spawn of Satan.”

A guttural scream filled the air as Andre recoiled, struggling against the weapon infused with divine energy. Vincent, unwavering, twisted the blade, sealing Andre’s fate. The onlookers gasped when Andre’s body disintegrated into ashes, leaving only the lingering scent of charred evil in the sanctified air.

Within hours of the encounter, the town’s fledgling militia rounded up every relative and friend of Andre. The next door neighbor and his family, who never said a word to him, were rounded up and killed in the hysteria. When the smoke and trials had cleared, and a fragile normalcy had returned to Salem, only three hundred members of the Codona clan remained.

Once Vincent realized that water was the secret of identifying and binding witches, he recruited a small army of deacons called “The Trinity.”

The Trinity donned hooded black robes that bore an air of ominous secrecy. These garments were designed to shroud their figures in darkness and mystery, instilling fear, and reverence in those who beheld them. The hoods were deep and wide, concealing their faces in shadows.

In contrast to their dark robes, the members wore simple sandals, emphasizing their connection to a higher purpose and a spiritual journey. The sandals were unadorned and well worn, reflecting the ascetic devotion of the Deacons.

For their sacred duties, each Deacon carried a container filled with holy water, an emblem of purity and sanctity. These vessels were intricately designed, adorned with religious symbols and inscriptions that heightened their spiritual significance. The holy water was considered a potent weapon against the forces of darkness they sought to combat.

They armed themselves with gold-handled daggers, which were both elegant and lethal. The handles were inscribed with passages from scripture, signifying their allegiance to the divine cause. The daggers were a symbol of their readiness to confront evil and, if necessary, enact justice in the pursuit of their mission.

The sacred oath taken by each member of The Trinity was a solemn vow, binding them to the duty of finding and confronting the children of the fallen angel. The oath underscored their unwavering commitment to eradicating malevolent forces from the world. A ritual was performed to seal their pledge culminating in a brand shaped in the form of a cross, being seared onto their forearms, symbolizing their dedication to the cause and the mark of their eternal duty.

*_*_*_*

“And because of that folly, The Trinity learned how to more effectively identify our kind,” Odessa continued. “They watch from the shadows to see who never comes out when it rains. They randomly offer people water to drink. If they refuse, they are dragged in and tortured before being given the final test to determine if they are witch or warlock.”

“All the more reason for us to attack those sadistic bastards now, Grandmother,” Logan insisted.

“You forget the supreme law, you young fool,” Elijah shot back.

“What law? There is only the law that these weak creatures make, and we bow down to. We were given these powers for a reason, and certainly not to be dictated to by mortal men.”

“Yes, we were given this power to serve man,” continued Odessa. “In the early part of his existence, man was not physically prepared to ward off the pestilences in the world. We were the beloved priests, sorcerers, seers, wizards, goddesses, and healers of the day. Then one of our kind forgot the law that was passed down through the ages. She tried to place a curse on one of the prophets. Do you know what happened after that?”

“Nothing as far as I can see.”

“You can’t see past your own nose, you fool,” Elijah interjected.

“Can you make yourself invisible, Logan?” asked Odessa.

“Of course not, Grandmother, no witch or warlock can.”

“Can you turn yourself into anything larger than a cat?”

“No, (sigh) I can’t do that either. Nor can I turn night into day. What’s your point, Grandmother.”

Odessa opened her hand and then closed it, squeezing so hard her frail knuckles turned white. An invisible hand began curling around Logan’s throat. As the grip tightened he was lifted off the ground.

Logan gasped for air, his eyes wide with shock and desperation. He struggled against the invisible grip that suffocated him, but he could not free himself. His legs flailed helplessly in the air as the pressure intensified, cutting off his breath and leaving him gasping for precious oxygen. 

The room was charged with an eerie silence, broken only by the sounds of Logan’s struggle. Finally, with a flick of Odessa’s wrist, she released her magical hold, and Logan tumbled to the ground, landing with a resounding thud. He massaged his throat as he looked up at Odessa who was pointing a long, bony finger at him. 

“You also can’t disrespect a Grand Witch with impunity. Now, as I was saying, because of a single witch’s action more than half of our power has been taken away from us. We used to have immortality. Now, we can live no longer than a century. We cannot defend ourselves against any follower of the Son of Man unless that follower has fallen out of Grace. We can only use our powers to help man or against evil men.”

“So, what are we to do now, Grandmother,” asked Catalina, Odessa’s younger sister. “We are running out of time.”

“Our time has already run out, sister. We just don’t know it yet. We can run to another part of the world, but man will still be there. However, we can outlast man.”

“How so, Grandmother?” Elijah asked.

“We can move to a plane of existence where we can exist for an eternity. There, man does not exist, and we can live in peace without conflict. We will age and die like man, but this utopia comes with a high price.”

“And what is that, Grandmother?” asked Logan, resuming a defiant demeanor.

“We must expel our powers into a single person before we enter the Crimson Realm.”

“And who decides which one of us will receive the collective power? You, Grandmother?”

“No, Logan, I cannot decide for the entire clan. It will be put to a vote as to who will carry our legacy.”

“I propose that there be two votes first, Grandmother,” Logan said, picking up a gavel and placing it on the table. “I propose we vote on staying in this world and fighting man. And if that vote fails, then we can decide who the power should be transferred to. Agree?”

“Agreed,” Odessa said, waving her hand over one of the lit candles. “In your hands I have placed two coins. One is black, the other is red. If your vote is to stay then you will place a red coin in the box, and the black coin if you choose to leave this world behind. Let us begin.”

The atmosphere in the chamber became tense as the witch’s coven lined up for the pivotal decision. The wooden box Odessa spoke of, was ornately carved with ancient markings, and rested in the center of the table. Each member, be they witch or warlock, approached the box to cast their vote.

The procession began with the members passing the box and solemnly dropping their voting coins inside. Elijah, the coven’s meticulous scribe and keeper of records, stood ready to count the votes.

One by one, the 300 members cast their votes, their faces reflecting the weight of the decision they were about to make. After all the coins were collected, Elijah counted them with eyes focused and unwavering. Finally, he spoke the outcome, his voice echoing through the chamber. 

“All but 13 have agreed to leave,” he announced, the gravity of the decision settling upon the room.

Amidst the tension, Logan, the leader of the dissenters, erupted into a rage. His voice thundered through the chamber as he vehemently declared his defiance, proclaiming that he would never submit to serving mankind.

Fueled by his rage, Logan invoked a powerful spell, weaving together the raw energy of dissent and defiance. The room trembled with the combined magic of the other 12 warlocks. Suddenly, an explosion shattered the confines of the chamber, temporarily disorientating the others. This allowed Logan and the 12 other warlocks to vanish into the veil of the night.

“Is everyone alright,” Elijah asked, running over to check on Carnella. “Are you alright?”

“Yes, Father, just a little shaken, but I’m...Grandmother!”

Carnella ran over to Odessa who had been knocked off her feet and lay on her back.

“Grandmother, are you okay?” 

“Yes, I am, my child. Help me to my seat.”

Several of the men picked Odessa up and sat her at the head of the table. Carnella gasped when she saw blood coming out of her mouth and ears. Odessa had anticipated Logan’s action and had cast a spell of her own to absorb most of the explosion.

“He did that on purpose, Grandmother,” Elijah shouted. “I will take several of the strongest warlocks with me and bring him back for your justice.”

“No, my son, there isn’t time for that. I hear the villagers stirring and they will soon come to investigate the sound. Let us decide now about the transfer. It should be someone young and whose mind is innocent enough to adjust to the changing world over the course of time. I vote for Carnella.”

“But she is too young, Grandmother,” protested Catalina.

“Is she, Catalina? Our mother became a grand witch when she was only 8. Carnella is far more mature than her years. After the transfer she will be teleported to the moon where she will remain asleep for the next four centuries. Hopefully by then
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