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Abby’s Companion Journal - Day 1

Early Morning, 5:30 AM
The storm’s hammering the roof like it’s trying to break in, each raindrop a fist against the shingles, and I’m awake, eyes burning in the dark. Boxes crowd the living room, their Sharpie labels—Kitchen maybe, Books—FRAGILE—smudged like secrets half-told. Jaxon’s asleep in Grandma’s arms, her blonde hair spilling like pale fire under the lamp, her voice weaving that old Carpenters’ song: moondust in your hair of gold, starlight in your eyes of blue. My chest twists—love and fear braided tightly. I’m not enough for this house, this family, this life we’re carving from coal dust and hope.
David’s boots left a smudge by the door, black as a promise: he’ll be back. But what if I fail them? The attic hatch stares down, a square eye in the ceiling, pulsing with every thunderclap. I smell rain, cedar, and something older—mildew, maybe, or memory. My hands shake, coffee mug cold in my grip. I pace to the window, my reflection a watercolor mess, eyes fracturing in the glass. Why does this house feel like it’s waiting for me to do something brave? The hatch whispers, climb, and my heart’s pounding like it knows I’m already halfway up a ladder I haven’t touched. O. Buck lay beneath pale branches, morning light soft on antlers, birds weaving notes into the hush. He exhaled, offering pause, a silence holding his voice for those who leaned close. The forest wrapped him like a coal-town dusk. I did this so the universe would carry me beyond my days. He trusted the quiet to echo, like Noah’s arcade laugh, waiting for hearts to hear.

Late Morning, 10:00 AM
Rain’s a drumbeat now, sealing the house like a skin stretched tight over the rafters. Every creak, every drip, feels personal, like the walls are whispering my name. Bailey lifts his head, amber eyes catching lamplight, tail thumping in time with Grandma’s rocker—squeak, thump, squeak. He huffs at the thunder, like it’s just noise, not fate. I trace my circuit: window, mantle, kitchen, hallway, back again. The orange-slice magnet on the fridge glows like a tiny sun; David’s photo, coal dust on his knuckles, makes me laugh and ache at once. The pressed flower on the mantle, brown petals brittle but stubborn, feels like evidence of someone else’s life we’ve inherited. Boxes breed in corners, their labels blurring—Linens? Misc?—like runes from a story I don’t know yet. The hatch looms above, its pull stronger now, a locked diary daring me to read it. My fingers itch, coffee’s gone cold, and the air smells of charcoal and pine cleaner, sharp and alive. I’m not ready, but the storm’s pressing, and my gut screams this isn’t just junk up there—it’s a secret, a door, a choice I’m scared to make. Grandma’s song floats through: close to you. I want to stay here, safe, but the hatch won’t stop watching.
Early Afternoon, 1:15 PM
Thunder cracks like a whip, shaking the picture frames, and I’m under the hatch, heart slamming so hard I taste metal. Grandma’s singing threads through the storm, Jaxon’s dream-sips breaking my heart open—so they sprinkled moondust. I’m not enough for this, not for David, not for Jaxon, not for this house that breathes with us. The pull cord’s frayed, soft as worn velvet, and when I tug, the ladder drops with a groan, like the house is exhaling a secret. I climb, boots squeaking, shoulders scraping the narrow frame, each rung cold and splintered. The attic smells of cedar, mildew, old paper—like time got stuck up here. Boxes sag, their labels faded—Kitchen?—but one stands out: a dark wooden box, carved with loops like leaves or flames. My fingers tingle, static crawling up my arm. The storm’s louder here, nails ticking in the roof, but the box feels alive, warm, waiting. I’m terrified, but I can’t stop. The hatch isn’t just a door—it’s a threshold, and I’m crossing it, chasing a fire I didn’t start. My breath catches, and I whisper, “Just a peek,” like I’m bargaining with fate.
Late Afternoon, 4:45 PM
I touched it—the Emberheart, glowing orange like a coal that never dies. It’s warm, alive, humming in my palm, and I can’t let go, even when I try. The attic’s a living thing now, dust swirling into spirals, runes glowing in the haze—leaves, flames, fingerprints etched in light. Boxes rattle, their seams splitting, like they’re scared of what I’ve found. My heart’s got a twin, beating with the stone’s pulse, filling my ribs with fire. I see Jaxon’s laugh, David’s coal-streaked hands, Grandma’s song—whoa, close to you—all caught in the glow, like the Emberheart’s stealing my memories to keep them safe. I whisper “no,” but it’s too late. The ladder’s gone, the hatch a pinprick of light. My hair lifts, static crackling, and I’m floating, weightless, in a blaze that’s rewriting me. The attic’s not a room—it’s a ribcage, and I’m its heart, beating too fast, too scared, too alive. I want to scream for David, for home, but the stone hums louder, drowning everything but its truth.
Evening, 8:30 PM
I landed hard, knees slamming into dirt, not wood. The Emberheart’s dim now, a faint ember in my hand, but it’s still warm, still alive. The air’s thick with smoke—wet earth, hearth fires, straw scratching my boots. I’m in a low, black-beamed room, lanterns casting shadows like accusations. Voices outside—trial, witch, confession—slice through the walls, sharp as blades. Salem. I’m in Salem, not 2025. Bells toll, slow, heavy, like gavels sealing a verdict. My heart’s screaming for Jaxon, David, Grandma, but the stone pulses, soft, like it’s apologizing. I stagger to my feet, hand on rough timber, and peer through a crack: mud streets, torches, faces carved with suspicion. I’m not enough for this, not for witches and trials and a world that smells of judgment. The Emberheart hums, quieter now, but it’s all I’ve got. What have I done? Where am I going? The storm’s gone, but I’m still falling.
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Abby’s Companion Journal - Day 2

Early Morning, 5:30 AM
Rain’s a faint whisper now, seeping through Mercy’s shutters like a secret that won’t stay buried. I wake on her pallet, straw jabbing my back, the Emberheart pulsing warm against my hip, a coal that won’t die. Jaxon’s laugh echoes in my head, David’s coal-dusted boots by a door I can’t find, Grandma’s song—moondust in your hair—fading into Salem’s smoke. I’m not enough for this place, its mud streets, its torchlit eyes whispering witch. Mercy stirs, her herbs—yarrow, mint—filling the air with a scent like prayers I don’t know. The spiral on her jar lid mirrors the attic’s runes, watching me. My hands shake, coffee long gone, heart pounding like it knows I’m out of time. I whisper their names—David, Jaxon, Grandma—but they’re ghosts now, slipping through my fingers. The bell tolls, counting sins I didn’t commit, and I’m terrified I’ll forget home’s shape before I find my way back.
Late Morning, 10:00 AM
Mercy’s cottage is a fortress, herbs hanging like green bells, fire spitting ash that smells of survival. We sort willow bark, label jars with ink that fights the quill. Village whispers creep through: Silas saw her, too bold. My jeans draw stares; Mercy calls me “kin from Boston,” her lie a thin shield. The bell’s iron clang cuts like a gavel, and a mother brings a boy whose cough rips my heart—Jaxon’s sick days flood back, 2025’s sterile glow so far away. I hold him, counting breaths, while Mercy’s steady hands measure tinctures. The air’s thick with fennel, fear, and ash. A spiral on the trivet glows faintly, like the Emberheart’s hum. This world’s alive, wrong, watching, and I’m not ready for its judgment.
Early Afternoon, 1:15 PM
The well’s rope burns my palms, cold water splashing like a slap. Silas finds me, his eyes knives: “Your tongue was eager.” I choke out, “I spoke for truth,” but my voice shakes, betraying me. He warns of sparks, miracles, his smile a blade wrapped in pity. Women at washlines whisper, children’s hoops roll with carved spirals—runes, like the attic’s. I’m not enough for Salem’s ledgers, Mercy’s courage. The Emberheart hums, urging defiance, its warmth a fire in my bones. I haul jugs back, mud sucking my boots, heart racing like it’s running from 1692. Mercy’s flour-dusted hands knead bread, her glance saying, You’re seen now. I’m scared, but the stone’s pulse won’t let me hide.
Late Afternoon, 4:45 PM
We deliver a child, patch a soldier’s wound, soothe a boy’s greed—Mercy’s hands teach me to measure hope in drops. The deacon knocks, ledger tucked like a weapon, announcing a “private inquiry” tomorrow. His eyes weigh my strangeness, my jeans a crime. Mercy nods, her smile a fortress, but I’m trembling, the Emberheart pulsing like it’s angry. A pew’s spiral catches my eye, etched like a secret—David’s grin, Jaxon’s fingers flicker in its curves, trapped in this stone’s glow. I’m not enough to face Silas, but Mercy’s rosemary in my braid smells like fight. The village hums with psalms, suspicion tightening like a noose. I’m caught, burning to break free.
Evening, 8:30 PM
Night falls, psalms rising from the meetinghouse, their minor key chilling my spine like a blade. Mercy draws an ash circle by the hearth—not witchcraft, a plea to chance. The Emberheart warms, approving her defiance. A stone taps the shutter—a carved oak sliver, spiraled like the attic’s runes. Mercy says, “Some ledgers are oak,” her voice heavy with secrets. I lie on the pallet, clutching the stone, its pulse my only anchor. Salem’s bells toll, naming me stranger, maybe witch. I whisper, “I will not run,” but fear chokes me—David, Jaxon, home fading. Lanterns flicker in the lane, echoing Grandma’s song, faint as hope. Tomorrow’s inquiry looms, and I’m falling deeper into this world’s fire.
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Abby’s Companion Journal - Day 3

Early Morning, 5:30 AM
Morning’s gray, a wet bruise pressing Mercy’s cottage, smoke curling low like it’s too tired to rise. I wake on straw, the Emberheart throbbing against my hip, a coal that won’t quit. Mercy’s spoon ticks, her pestle grinding yarrow, and the air’s thick with rosemary and ash. Jaxon’s laugh, David’s coal-dusted boots, Grandma’s song—moondust in your hair—fade into Salem’s bells, tolling like they’re writing my name in a ledger. I’m not enough for this, not for eyes that see witch in my jeans. The spiral on Mercy’s basket mirrors the attic’s runes, whispering secrets. My hands shake, heart pounding—David, Jaxon, home are ghosts, and I’m terrified this place will erase them. I step outside, mud sucking my boots, and feel the stone dare me to keep going.
Late Morning, 10:00 AM
The well’s a battlefield, eyes slicing through me—my boots, my voice, all wrong. Mercy’s “kin from Boston” lie holds, but barely, as whispers hiss: She spoke for the healer. I haul water, rope burning my palms, while a deacon warns of “prudence,” his gaze a knife. Kids freeze mid-game, their stick-drawn circles spiraling like runes. Back at the cottage, we sort herbs—yarrow, feverfew—while Goody Pike begs for Ruthie’s fever. I dip cloths, my heart breaking for Jaxon’s sick days, 2025 so far away. The Emberheart hums, urgent, as a mortar’s spiral glows. Silas’s shadow looms across the square, and I’m running, not ready for this village’s judgment.
Early Afternoon, 1:15 PM
The meetinghouse chokes with suspicion, candles spitting like accusations. Silas’s voice cuts: Witchcraft festers. His eyes nail me, my defense of Mercy a brand. Her hand brushes mine, trembling—They’ll mark you. I stand, voice shaking but firm: Herbs heal, fear doesn’t. The gavel cracks, accusations piling—sour milk, fevers, fallen pans. The Emberheart flares, hot as defiance, but I’m sinking, not enough for this fight. We’re dismissed, but eyes trail us, mud gleaming like a trap. Mercy guides me to the lane, her shoulder brushing mine, a lifeline. I’m dodging stares, but the stone’s pulling me toward the oaks, where runes wait to answer.
Late Afternoon, 4:45 PM
A boy’s cry—Ruthie’s fever’s back—sends us sprinting to the Pikes’. I dip cloths, press them to her burning skin, my hands shaking as Jaxon’s cries echo in my head. Mercy’s calm, measuring willow, whispering comfort. Ruthie’s breath steadies, and Goody Pike presses feverfew into my palm, a token heavy with gratitude. Later, we race to a birth, air thick with blood and wails. I boil water, fold

[image: ]


Abby’s Companion Journal - Day 4


[image: ]


Abby’s Companion Journal - Day 6


[image: ]


Abby’s Companion Journal - Day 7



[image: ]


Abby’s Companion Journal - Day 8


[image: ]


Abby’s Companion Journal - Day 9


[image: ]


Abby’s Companion Journal - Day 10


[image: ]


Abby’s Companion Journal - Day 11


[image: ]


Abby’s Companion Journal - Day 12


[image: ]


Abby’s Companion Journal - Day 13


[image: ]


Abby’s Companion Journal - Day 14


[image: ]


Abby’s Companion Journal - Day 15


[image: ]


Abby’s Companion Journal - Day 16


[image: ]


Abby’s Companion Journal - Day 17


[image: ]


Abby’s Companion Journal - Day 18


Abby’s Epilogue Journal - The First Snow
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