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            CHAPTER 1

            I FEEL SUCH A FRAUD.

            I stand with Alice Auclair and Mei Zhang
                in a narrow tenement hallway that stinks of boiled beef and cabbage. We are all
                dressed alike: black woolen cloaks covering stiff black bombazine dresses, heeled
                black boots peeping out beneath floor-length skirts, hair pulled back simply and
                neatly. This is the uniform of the Sisterhood, and while none of us are full members
                yet, we are on a Sisterly mission of charity. We carry baskets of bread baked in the
                convent kitchen and vegetables from the convent cellar. We keep our eyes low, our
                voices quiet.

            No one must ever suspect us for what we
                really are.

            Alice knocks. Fine
                onyx earbobs swing from her seashell ears. Even on a mission to feed the poor, she
                finds a way to flaunt her family’s status. Someday her pride will be her
                undoing.

            I half relish the thought.

            Mrs. Anderson opens the door.
                She’s a widow of twenty-three with blond hair a shade lighter than my own and
                a perpetually harried expression. She ushers us inside, her hands fluttering like
                pale moths in the November gloom. “Sisters, thank you so much for
                coming.”

            “There’s no need to thank
                us. Helping the less fortunate is part of our mission,” Alice says, grimacing
                at the cramped two-room flat.

            “I’m grateful.” Mrs.
                Anderson presses my hand between her icy palms. She still wears her gold wedding
                band, though her husband has been dead three months now. “My Frank was a good
                provider. We always made ends meet. I don’t like to depend on
                charity.”

            “Of course not.” I give her
                an uneven smile as I pull away. In the face of our deception, her gratitude makes me
                squirm.

            “You’ve had hard luck.
                You’ll be back on your feet soon,” Mei assures her. The fever that tore
                through the city in August claimed Mr. Anderson and their eldest boy, leaving Mrs.
                Anderson to fend for the two surviving children.

            “It’s not an easy thing, to
                be a woman alone in the world. I’d take on more hours at the shop if I
                could.” Mrs. Anderson slides the jug of milk into the icebox. “But it
                gets dark so early now, I don’t like to walk home alone.”

            “It isn’t safe for a woman
                to be out at night.” Mei is stocky and
                short; she has to stand on tiptoe to put a jar of apple butter on the shelf next to
                the canned vegetables.

            “So many foreigners in this part
                of the city. Most of them can’t even speak proper English.”
                Alice’s hood falls back, revealing golden hair that waves prettily away from
                her pale forehead. Looking at her, you’d never guess what a harpy she is.
                “Who knows what kind of people they are?”

            Mei flushes. Her parents immigrated from
                Indo-China before she was born, but they still speak Chinese at home. She’s
                the only Chinese girl at the convent and conscious of it. I daresay Alice knows
                that; she has a talent for poking at people’s bruises.

            The old Cate Cahill would have taken
                Alice to task, but Sister Catherine only helps Mei unpack sweet potatoes and
                butternut squash onto the scratched wooden table. Sisters do not have the luxury of
                losing their tempers—at least not outside the convent walls. In public, we must be
                models of ladylike decorum.

            I loathe these visits.

            It’s not that I lack compassion
                for the poor. I have plenty of compassion. I just can’t help wondering how
                they would feel about us if they knew the truth.

            The Sisters pose as an order of women
                devoting their lives to charitable service for the Lord. We deliver food to the poor
                and nurse the sick. That is the truth—but it’s also true that we are
                witches, all of us, hiding in plain sight. If people learned what we really are,
                their gratitude would turn to fear. They would think us sinful, wanton, and
                dangerous, and they would have us locked up in the madhouse—or worse.

            It’s not their
                fault. That’s what the Brothers preach at church every Sunday. Few would risk
                going against them, and these poor people already have less than most.

            No matter how kind Mrs. Anderson may
                seem, she’d give us up. She’d have to, in order to protect her children.
                They all would.

            “Sister Cath’rine!
                You’re back!” A small boy runs out of the bedroom, his hands full of
                jacks, his mouth smeared with the blackberry jam we brought last week from Sister
                Sophia’s cellar. Alice shies away from his sticky fingers.

            “Good day, Henry.” This is
                my third visit to the Andersons’ flat, and Henry and I have become fast
                friends. He’s lonely, I think. Now that his mother goes out to work, he and
                his baby sister are left with an elderly neighbor all day. It can’t be much
                fun for him.

            “Henry, leave Sister Catherine
                alone,” his mother scolds.

            “It’s all right. He’s
                not bothering me.” I take the final item—a jar of juicy red tomatoes, seeds
                floating in the pulp—from my basket. As I kneel, my eyes fall past Henry to the
                pallets stuffed with straw ticking. The first time we came, they had a nice mahogany
                sleigh bed, a matching trundle for Henry, and an armoire, but Lavinia’s had to
                sell them. Now her pretty blue wedding quilt is tucked neatly over her pallet and
                their clothes are stacked in cardboard boxes.

            Henry sits, scattering jacks across the
                floor and giving me a gap-toothed grin. I’m out of practice, but I was a
                champion at jacks in my day. A memory flashes through me: Paul McLeod squatting
                across from me on the cobblestone walk in my
                garden, the hot summer sun beating down, the smell of freshly cut grass all around
                us.

            Once upon a time, memories of my
                childhood friend would have made me smile—but not anymore. I treated Paul poorly,
                and I’ll never be able to apologize.

            He’s not even the one I hurt most.
                The thoughts hammer at me, relentless.

            “I been practicing,” Henry
                announces, tugging at the grimy white shirtsleeves that end halfway up his skinny
                forearms. “Got up to ninesies yesterday. Bet I can beat you now.”

            “We’ll see about
                that.” I settle across from him while Alice and Mei and Mrs. Anderson cram
                together on the stained, lumpy brown sofa, clasping hands and bowing their heads in
                prayer. I ought to join them, but my relationship with the Lord is fragile these
                days. I’m in good health and safe from the Brothers’ meddling eyes, but
                it’s hard to feel thankful when everyone I love is at home in Chatham and
                I’m here in New London alone.

            I miss my sisters. I miss Finn.
                Loneliness carves a hollow in my stomach.

            Henry and I are up to sevensies when
                there’s a furious pounding on the door. I freeze at the sound, the red rubber
                ball bouncing right past my outstretched hands.

            The baby stirs in her wooden cradle.
                Mrs. Anderson leans over her for a moment on the way to the door. “Shhh,
                Eleni,” she says, and the tenderness in her voice makes me miss my own
                mother.

            Mrs. Anderson opens the door to a
                nightmare of black cloaks and stern faces.
                Two Brothers push past her into the flat.

            My heart stops. What did we do? How did
                we give ourselves away?

            Alice and Mei are already on their feet.
                I scramble across the room to join them, and Henry rushes to his mother’s
                side.

            A short, bald Brother with a long face
                and piercing blue eyes steps forward. “Lavinia Anderson? I am Brother
                O’Shea of the New London council. This is Brother Helmsley,” he says,
                indicating an enormous red-bearded man. “We have received a report of
                impropriety.”

            It’s not us, then.

            Relief courses through me, followed
                closely by guilt. Lavinia Anderson is a good woman, a good mother, kind and
                hardworking. She doesn’t deserve trouble from the Brothers.

            Lavinia presses a fist to her mouth, her
                wedding ring glinting in the fading afternoon light. “I’ve done nothing
                improper, sir.”

            “That will be for us to decide,
                won’t it?” O’Shea turns to us with a smug, self-important smile.
                He stands like a bantam rooster with his chest thrown forward, shoulders back, legs
                spread wide, in the way of a small man trying to seem bigger. I take an immediate
                dislike to him. “Good day, Sisters. Here to deliver weekly rations?”

            “Yes, sir.” Alice bows her
                head, but not before I see the flash of mutiny in her blue eyes.

            “It’s a pity your
                charity’s been wasted on the undeserving. Poverty is no excuse for
                wantonness,” Helmsley snarls. “Just lost one husband and already setting
                her cap for another! It’s scandalous is what it is.”

            Mrs. Anderson
                clutches Henry’s thin shoulder, her face suddenly white.

            “Do you deny that you allowed a
                man to escort you home last night? A man who was no relation to you?” Brother
                O’Shea asks.

            “I do not deny it,” Lavinia
                says carefully, her voice quavering. “Mr. Alvarez is a customer at the bakery.
                He was leaving the same time I was and offered to see me home.”

            “As a widow, Mrs. Anderson, your
                behavior must be beyond reproach. You cannot consort with strange men on city
                streets. Surely you know that.”

            I bite my lip, face cast down. What
                other choice did she have—to walk home alone and risk being robbed or accosted? To
                hire a carriage with money she cannot spare? To beg her employers for an escort?
                This problem would never present itself to girls like Alice or me. Before we joined
                the Sisters, our movements were shadowed by ladies’ maids and governesses. A
                proper lady rides hidden away in a closed carriage, not down in the dust and dirt
                for anyone to stare at and take liberties with.

            But Mrs. Anderson cannot afford a
                carriage or a maid. She has neither parents nor a husband to look after her. What,
                precisely, would the Brothers have her do? Stay home and starve?

            “I wasn’t consorting. I
                mourn my husband every day!” Lavinia insists. Her shoulders are thrown back,
                her chin is up, and she meets O’Shea’s eyes straight on.

            “You’re a liar.”
                O’Shea nods at Helmsley, who slaps her across the face.

            I flinch,
                remembering the way Brother Ishida once struck me. My hand flies to my cheek. The
                cut from his ring of office is healed now, but I will never forget the indignity of
                it—and the vicious pleasure on his face.

            Lavinia stumbles back against the
                cradle. The baby lets out a wail.

            Henry launches himself at
                Helmsley’s legs. “Don’t hit my mama!”

            He shouldn’t have to watch this.
                No child should. “Should we take the children into the other room, sir?”
                I ask O’Shea, who is clearly the brains behind this visit.

            “No. Let him see his mother for
                the slut she is.” O’Shea leans down and grabs Henry’s small
                shoulders, shaking him. “Stop that. Stop it this instant, do you hear? Your
                mother is a liar. She betrayed your papa’s memory.”

            Henry stops fighting, his brown eyes
                wide and frightened. “Papa?”

            “I haven’t!” Lavinia
                protests, tears coursing down her face. “I would never!”

            “Your neighbor reported seeing you
                arm in arm with Mr. Alvarez,” Helmsley continues, looming over her. He must be
                six feet tall.

            Lavinia cowers away from him, pressing
                back against the peeling blue-flowered wallpaper. “I stumbled over a loose
                brick, and he caught me before I fell. That’s all there was to it, I swear! It
                won’t happen again. I’ll be home before dark from now on.” But
                that means giving up several hours of work—and pay—that her little family can
                scarcely afford.

             “A
                woman’s proper place is in the home, Mrs. Anderson,” O’Shea says.
                He releases Henry and turns to Helmsley, sneering. “You see, this is what
                comes from permitting women to take on outside work. Gives them false notions of
                propriety. Turns their heads from the Lord.”

            “Makes them think they can do for
                themselves just as well as men,” Helmsley agrees.

            “Do you think I like
                going out to work?” Lavinia shrills, and I want to clap a hand over her mouth.
                Arguing will only make this go worse for her. “I only took this job after my
                husband died. We can’t depend entirely on the Sisters’ charity.
                We’d all starve!”

            “Hush!” Brother O’Shea
                roars, strutting up to her. “Your insubordination does you no favors, madam.
                You should be thankful for what you get.”

            Mrs. Anderson takes a deep breath and
                offers up a watery smile. “I’m sorry,” she says softly, looking at
                Mei and me pleadingly. “I am very grateful. I’ll do whatever you want.
                I’d swear on the Scriptures, I’ve done nothing wrong!”

            O’Shea shakes his head as though
                she has committed another grave sin. “Then you would forswear
                yourself.”

            A grin settles on Helmsley’s ugly
                bearded face, and I sense a trap closing around her. “Your neighbor said
                Alvarez kissed your hand when you parted. Do you deny that?”

            “I—no, but—” Lavinia sags
                against the wall. “Please, let me explain!”

            “You’ve told us enough
                falsehoods for one day, Mrs. Anderson. I think it’s clear what’s been
                going on here. We are arresting you for crimes of immorality.”

            The baby begins
                shrieking. Henry is crying, too, clinging to Lavinia’s skirts.

            “We could stop this.”
                Alice’s lips barely move. Her voice is so low I can hardly hear her over the
                commotion, but I catch her meaning immediately.

            What she’s suggesting is
                dangerous. Doing magic outside the convent puts every one of us at risk. And
                mind-magic is the rarest, wickedest kind of magic there is. Erasing one memory can
                take other, associated memories with it; performing mind-magic repeatedly on the
                same subject can leave devastating mental scars. Long ago, when the witches ruled
                New England, they used mind-magic to control and destroy their opponents. The
                Brothers tell those old stories to keep people frightened of us, though Alice and I
                are the only two students at the convent even capable of it.

            “No,” Mei begs, her dark
                eyes frantic. “Stay out of it. It’s not our business.”

            “Four of them. We could do it,
                together.” Alice’s soft hand clasps mine. “Count of
                three.”

            What the Brothers are doing is hateful
                and wrong; it wouldn’t trouble me overmuch to use magic on them. But Alice is
                more confident in her skill than I am. I’ve never performed mind-magic on more
                than one subject before, and certainly never on a child. What if we fail or it goes
                wrong and we damage Henry’s mind permanently?

            I snatch my hand away. “No.
                It’s too risky.”

            Then the moment is gone. Helmsley is
                binding Lavinia’s wrists with coarse rope.

            “Our work is never done, Sisters.
                I’m sorry to subject you to such a
                scene,” O’Shea says, though it’s obvious he’s rather enjoyed
                having an audience. He gestures to the fresh bread and vegetables piled on the
                kitchen table. “You’ll want to take that to someone else in need. No
                point in letting it go to waste.”

            “Yes, sir.” Alice snatches
                up her basket from the floor and begins to gather up the food.

            Mei steps toward O’Shea.
                “Sir? What about the children?”

            O’Shea shrugs, and I cringe at his
                indifference. “We’ll take them to the orphanage if there’s no one
                else to look after them.”

            “There’s a neighbor,”
                I suggest. It’s the least I can do.

            I hope the neighbor will agree to take
                them. Two more mouths to feed isn’t an easy burden. If Lavinia is sentenced to
                hard labor on a prison ship, she might be home again in a few years—if she survives
                the backbreaking work and rampant disease. If she’s sent to Harwood Asylum,
                though, that’s a lifetime. She’ll never see her children again.

            “Mrs. Papadopoulos, two doors
                down,” Lavinia says quickly. “Henry, go with Sister Catherine.
                Don’t worry. I’ll be back soon.” She gives Henry a smile,
                smoothing his floppy brown hair, but her voice cracks on the lie. “I love
                you.”

            “Stop delaying.” Helmsley
                yanks Lavinia away from her son and out the door. I hear her stumble on the steps,
                and my breath catches. Could I have stopped this? Have I become as cruel
                and cowardly as the Brothers?

            “Come here, Henry,” Mei
                says, reaching for him, but he darts past her.

            “Mama! Come back!” He surges
                after Lavinia like a small, sobbing lion.
                Mei scampers after him, and I follow, cursing the steep stairs and my heeled
                boots.

            Outside, Henry runs to his mother and
                buries his face in her skirt. There’s a ragtag crowd gathered: the Spanish and
                Chinese boys who’d been playing stickball in the empty lot across the street.
                Above us, curtains twitch, and I wonder which of those nosy neighbors informed on
                Lavinia.

            “Don’t take my mama!”
                Henry begs.

            “Don’t you see he’s
                scared? Let me say a proper good-bye,” Lavinia pleads, reaching for him
                ineffectually with her bound hands.

            O’Shea’s thin face is hard.
                “He’s better off without a mother like you.”

            Helmsley shoves her toward the carriage,
                and Lavinia trips, falling to the sidewalk in a heap of black skirts and blond
                hair.

            “Take the boy inside,”
                O’Shea orders us, his pale eyes cold.

            “Mama!” Henry screams,
                fighting, kicking Mei as she tries to grab him.

            I see the crowd of boys stirring
                restlessly, grumbling among themselves. I cringe, remembering the last arrest I
                saw—Brenna Elliott’s—and the way onlookers called her a witch and threw stones
                at her.

            One tall boy draws his arm back, and I
                almost shout a warning as he lets it fly.

            The rock smacks O’Shea between the
                shoulders. O’Shea turns and glares at the group of boys, and I glance at Mei,
                suppressing a smile.

            I’ve never
                seen anyone fight back against the Brothers. It’s marvelous. Foolish, too—but
                then they are boys, not girls, and they’ve got less to lose.

            More rocks fly through the air, pelting
                O’Shea and Helmsley in the back and shoulders, accompanied by angry shouts in
                foreign languages. O’Shea spins around, bellowing something about respect,
                then gives up and sprints for the carriage like the coward he is. Helmsley yanks
                Lavinia to her feet, dragging her down the sidewalk.

            As Mei bends to grab Henry, a rock slams
                into the side of her head. She screams something at the boys in Chinese. I dart
                forward and nab Henry by the collar. The boy buries his tearstained face against my
                hip as the Brothers’ carriage rattles away with his mother sealed inside. The
                hailstorm of rocks stops as suddenly as it started. The crowd drifts away; the
                curtains flutter shut. It’s over—for everyone but Lavinia Anderson, whose
                nightmare has just begun.

            “Are you all right?” I ask
                Mei. Blood is gathering at her temple and trickling down her cheek.

            “Sure. One of them’s got
                terrible aim,” Mei jokes, but she looks a little unsteady.

            “Help Mei into the carriage.
                I’ll take Henry back upstairs and get our baskets,” Alice says,
                appearing behind me. “Mrs. Papadopoulos heard the fuss. She’s with the
                baby now.”

            Our coachman, Robert van Buren, is
                running down the street toward us, a newspaper tucked under his arm. He’s one
                of the few people who know the truth of the Sisterhood; his daughter Violet is a
                student there.

             “I saw the
                ruckus just as I was leaving that store on the corner. I’m sorry, Miss Zhang.
                I’ll get you home right away,” he says, handing Mei up into the
                carriage.

            “Does it look real bad?” Mei
                tilts her head at me, swaying dizzily, before sinking onto the leather bench.

            I swallow at the sight of a three-inch
                gash. “No. Sister Sophia will fix you up good as new.” I use my black
                satin glove to wipe away the trail of blood weaving across her round cheek.

            It’s a pity Mei can’t heal
                herself. Healing is her specialty; she’s one of three girls in Sister
                Sophia’s advanced class who go on nursing missions to Harwood and Richmond
                Hospital. In my six weeks at the convent, I’ve discovered that many witches
                have an affinity for a specific kind of magic: illusions, animations, healing, or
                memory modification. It’s another piece of our history that Mother never
                bothered to share before she died.

            Mei closes her eyes. “Maybe
                    you could heal me,” she suggests, voice faint.

            “Me? I can barely cure a
                headache,” I protest.

            She opens her dark eyes and smiles.
                “I’ve got faith in you, Cate.”

            I don’t know why; I don’t
                have much faith in myself. But something snaps inside me. When did I become someone
                who hesitates instead of helping? Mei has been a good friend to me. Trying
                to stop her from swooning in a pool of her own blood seems the very least I can do
                in return.

            “All right, I’ll
                try.”

            I lean across the
                aisle, cupping my hand gently over hers. Healing is different from other sorts of
                magic; there has to be a physical connection. I pull on the threads of magic that
                coil in my chest, weaving through my body alongside nerves and muscles. I wish it
                weren’t there; I wish I weren’t a witch. But it is and I am, and if I
                can’t ever be rid of it, I might as well try and use it for something
                good.

            I think of how sweet Mei is, always the
                first to offer help. How I would take this pain from her now if I could.

            The magic rolls through me, powerful as
                an ocean wave, warm as a hot bath. It pours out my fingertips, and the unexpected
                strength of it leaves me limp and breathless. That felt—strong. Formidable.

            “Oh,” Mei gasps. She turns
                her head so I can see. Her black hair is still matted and bloody, but the cut is
                gone. Completely.

            “All fixed?” I try not to
                sound flabbergasted by my success.

            Mei searches with her fingertips. After
                a moment, she beams. “It’s not even sore. Thank you, Cate.”

            “You’re welcome. I’m
                glad to be of—” I’ve got to brace myself against the seat before I fall.
                My legs have gone weak and rubbery.

            Sister Sophia warned us about this. My
                stomach heaves, and I lurch for the door just in time. I’m sick right onto the
                cobblestones below.

            I wipe my mouth with my clean glove,
                then look over at Mei, embarrassed.

            “That’s a normal reaction to
                a healing spell,” she assures me,
                helping me back into the carriage and onto the leather seat across from her.

            I curl up on the bench, squeezing my
                eyes shut and resting my aching head on my arms. Heels hammer on the cobblestones
                outside, and Alice steps through the open carriage door, dropping the empty baskets
                at our feet. “What’s the matter with you? I didn’t take you for
                the type to be sick at a little blood, Cate.”

            I clench my jaw and breathe deeply
                through my nose.

            “She healed me,” Mei
                explains. “See?”

            Lord, but I wish I were at home in my
                own bed. Mrs. O’Hare, our housekeeper, would bring me a cold compress for my
                head and a cup of peppermint tea. I can picture it so clearly I can almost smell the
                tea; I can almost feel the worn, familiar cotton pillowcase against my face. Tears
                prick the corners of my eyes. I’m glad no one can see; Alice would laugh at me
                for acting like a homesick child.

            “Perhaps she’s not utterly
                useless, then.”

            I peer over at Alice as she slides onto
                the seat next to Mei, crossing her ankles primly as the carriage rocks forward. Her
                skirts are spotless, untouched by the dust and dirt of the street. I don’t
                know how she manages it.

            “Better than you.” Mei
                smooths her black fringe. Bangs are the new fashion; she had Violet cut them for her
                last week. I was afraid it would look a fright, but it actually suits her.
                “You can’t heal a paper cut.”

            Alice rolls her eyes. “Everyone
                knows healing is the least useful kind of magic there is. It figures that would be
                Cate’s affinity.”

            I sit up gingerly,
                ignoring her insults and peering out between the curtains, watching the crowds of
                people swarming down the sidewalk. The noise is deafening: horses and wagons
                clomping their way downtown, hammers pounding away on new buildings, men’s
                voices shouting in a dozen different languages, street vendors hawking food and
                clothing.

            I’m not a city girl. It overwhelms
                me. Maura would love the busy rush of it, the thrill of something always new. I miss
                the quiet of home, the birdsong and the buzz of cicadas. I am lonely here,
                surrounded by strangers. Without my sisters, without Finn and my flowers—who am
                I?

            I am not who the Sisterhood wants me to
                be.

            “Cate was too much of a coward to
                do mind-magic back there,” Alice scoffs, toying with one of her onyx earrings.
                “Too afraid to stick her neck out to help people.”

            “Don’t pretend to care about
                helping Mrs. Anderson,” Mei snaps. “You just wanted an excuse to do
                mind-magic. Sisters are s’posed to be compassionate, you know. Don’t you
                think these people notice the snooty way you look at them?”

            “I don’t care what they
                notice,” Alice says, wrinkling her patrician nose. “I’m hardly
                going to pretend they’re my equals. They’re fools to come here in the
                first place, the way things are, and greater fools yet to keep having children when
                they can’t afford to feed them.”

            Mei is shocked into silence. Her father
                is a tailor; her mother takes in embroidery and raises Mei’s younger brother
                and four younger sisters. Mei said once that she feels guilty for coming to the
                Sisters instead of going out to work. Her family is proud of her supposed scholarship to the
                convent school, but they don’t know she’s a witch.

            “Everyone’s got troubles,
                Alice. It wouldn’t kill you to show a little sympathy,” I suggest.

            “Oh, yes, it must be so difficult
                being Cate Cahill. Lifted from obscurity in your backwater nowhere town. Told that
                you’re going to be our savior!” Alice rolls her eyes again. I hope
                they’ll get stuck in the back of her head someday. “I don’t see
                it, myself. A timid, mousy thing like you?”

            It’s true that I’m no great
                beauty—but timid? I almost laugh. I know how to keep my head down and stay out of
                trouble, and I don’t boast of my mind-magic and terrorize the other girls, if
                that’s what she means. In the six weeks I’ve been at school, I’ve
                kept mostly to myself. The Sisters have fallen over themselves to offer me tutoring,
                so I’m busy morning, noon, and night.

            Still, I can’t imagine anyone who
                knows me dubbing me timid.

            “That’s how you see
                me?” I arch an eyebrow at her.

            Alice fusses with the black rabbit fur
                at her cuffs. Even her Sisterly uniform has fancy touches, though the entire point
                of a uniform is uniformity. “Yes. Aside from your supposed
                mind-magic, you’re still a beginner. If war broke out tomorrow, what on earth
                could you do? I’m starting to think the whole prophecy is nonsense.”

            “I wish it were,” I admit,
                glancing out the window as the carriage turns away from the busy riverside streets
                toward the quiet residential neighborhood of the convent.

            One hundred and twenty years ago, the
                witches who ruled New England—the
                Daughters of Persephone—were overthrown by the priests of the Brotherhood. For fifty
                years, any woman suspected of witchery was drowned, hanged, or burnt alive. Anyone
                who escaped the Terror went into hiding. There are, at best guess, only a few
                hundred witches left in New England now. But just before the Terror, an oracle
                prophesied hope—three sisters, all witches, who would come of age before the dawn of
                the twentieth century. One, gifted with mind-magic, would be the most powerful witch
                in centuries. She would bring about the resurgence of magic—or, if captured by the
                Brothers, cause a second Terror.

            The Sisters think that it’s me.
                That I’m the prophesied witch.

            I’m not entirely convinced,
                myself. But they were willing to bargain my sisters’ freedom for mine, and I
                consider that a sacrifice well made.

            My mother didn’t fully trust the
                Sisterhood, so neither do I.

            Outside, the gas streetlamps flicker to
                life. We rattle past half a dozen large houses, each surrounded by a manicured lawn,
                before stopping in front of the convent. It’s a gargantuan three-story
                building of weathered gray stone and arched Gothic windows. White marble steps lead
                from the sidewalk up to the front door, but in the back, there’s a garden,
                hidden from prying eyes by a high stone wall, filled with flowers and red maples and
                Sister Sophia’s vegetable patch.

            “You don’t even
                    want to be the prophesied witch, do you?” Alice demands, pulling
                her hood up over her golden pompadour.

             “I
                don’t want one of my sisters to die.”

            Even Alice doesn’t know what to
                say to that.

            That’s why Maura and Tess and I
                were separated: the oracle also predicted that one of the three witches
                wouldn’t live to see the twentieth century, because one of her sisters will
                murder her. The Sisterhood wasn’t confident that Maura was in control of her
                magic. Given the dreadful nature of the prophecy—and, frankly, the nature of
                Maura’s temper—they were afraid she might hurt me. And they aren’t
                willing to risk the safety of their prophesied witch.

            I tried to tell them the notion of Maura
                hurting me is impossible. Ludicrous.

            Since our mother died and Father became
                a shadow of his former self, Maura and Tess and I have only had each other. The
                Sisterhood doesn’t understand how strong our bond is. I would do anything for
                my sisters.

            But I still wake crying from nightmares
                where I stand helplessly over their bloody bodies.
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            CHAPTER
                2

            “THERE YOU ARE!” RILLA
                STEPHENSON says, bouncing into the modest room we share.

            I look up in surprise, lying on my
                stomach on the narrow feather bed. I’ve been rereading letters from home.
                    Letter, I should say; there’s been only the one, and I already
                know its contents by heart:

            
                
                    Dear Cate,
                

                
                    Father came home last week. He was terribly surprised to find you gone to
                        New London, but he accepted your decision with good grace. He asked me to
                        give you his blessing and convey his love. He seems thin, and his cough is
                        worse than ever, but he has promised to stay at home with us until after the
                        New Year—though he insists our lessons are best left to Sister Elena.
                

                
                    
                    After keeping to her room for a week, Maura is now quite recovered. She has
                        funneled her energy into her studies, showing marked improvement. I worry
                        that she is overexerting herself. I have urged her to write you, but she
                        insists you must be having such grand adventures that you care nothing for
                        what happens at home. I know she is wrong in that. I hope she will soon
                        reconcile herself to her place here.
                

                
                    We had an at-home afternoon last week, which was very well attended. I baked
                        a splendid gingerbread, and everyone inquired after you. Mrs. Ishida says
                        she cannot remember the last time a girl from Chatham joined the Sisterhood,
                        and Miss Ishida asked me to convey her particular good wishes.
                

                
                    I miss you dreadfully, Cate. Even with Father back, the house is dull and
                        lonely without you. Penny had kittens in the hayloft, three white and one
                        black, and Mrs. O’Hare keeps chiding me for climbing up to see them;
                        that’s the sum of this week’s excitement.
                

                
                    I hope that you are well and not too homesick for us. Write me as soon as
                        you can.
                

                
                    With love,
                    

                    Tess
                

            

            I picture my brilliant little sister—her
                blond curls, the gray eyes that don’t miss a thing—and a wave of homesickness
                washes over me. Until six weeks ago, I’d seen Tess every day since she was
                born. I remember hearing her first shriek—a relief, after a stillborn brother—and the moment I first
                saw her squalling red face. And Maura—we’re too close in age for me to
                remember a time without her; she’s simply always been there to battle me and
                make me laugh.

            I hate the Sisterhood for separating us.
                I hate the magic for giving them leverage to do it. If we were normal, ordinary
                girls—

            But we aren’t. It doesn’t do
                any good to think on that.

            “Why don’t you come down to
                the sitting room with me?” Rilla suggests.

            I always had my own room at home.
                It’s strange, sharing a bedroom with a stranger. There are two high, narrow
                beds, two armoires, one dressing table—and absolutely no privacy. Rilla knows
                I’m homesick, and she’s determined to cheer me up. She reads me passages
                from her frightful Gothic novels; she brings me cups of hot cocoa before bed; she
                shares the sticky maple candies her mother sends from their farm in Vermont.

            She means well, but none of those things
                can cure a broken heart.

            “No, thank you. I’ve got
                reading to do; I can’t concentrate with all the chattering down there.”
                I sit up, grabbing a history textbook from the foot of my bed.

            “Caaate,” Rilla groans,
                picking her way across the cluttered floor. Her bed is beneath the single, arched
                window; mine is along the wall perpendicular to it. “You can’t keep
                shutting yourself away like this. Don’t you want to get to know the other
                girls?”

            Not particularly,
                no. They’re always staring at me as though I’ll manifest some
                magnificent power at any second, and I always feel as though I’m disappointing
                them.

            “Maybe tomorrow?” I
                suggest.

            “You always say that.” Rilla
                jumps up onto her bed. “I know you don’t want to be here.
                    Everyone knows you don’t want to be here. You hardly hide it. But
                it’s almost December—you’ve been in New London over a month now.
                Can’t you make the best of things?”

            “I am! I’m
                trying,” I insist, stung.

            Since healing Mei two days ago,
                I’ve been shifted out of botany—the one class I loved—and into advanced
                healing. Mei’s been partnering with me for lessons and keeps asking me to play
                chess with her during afternoon tea. Rilla’s made a point of sitting with me
                during meals and in the classes we share, though it would certainly be easier—and
                more fun for her—to sit with other chattering, laughing girls instead of the one who
                barely speaks.

            Have I ever thanked them for their
                pains?

            “Are you really?” Rilla
                echoes my thoughts, her tone uncharacteristically tart. She rubs a hand over her
                cheek, dusted with freckles that remind me of Finn every time I look at her.
                “I don’t mean studying magic and delivering food to the poor; I mean
                making this your home. Just look at your side of the room!”

            Oh. I notice, suddenly, the difference
                between hers—the yellow quilt with uneven stitches covering her bed, the novels and
                mugs and dresses scattered everywhere—and mine, which is barren. I never sent for my
                rose-patterned rug or Mother’s
                watercolor painting of the garden. I never even unpacked my spring dresses. I tell
                myself it’s because I don’t want to take up too much space—but is it, or
                do I just want to be prepared to pack up and leave at a moment’s notice?

            “I’m trying to be your
                friend, Cate. But half the time you act as though I’m some pesky fly
                you’d like to swat. You never ask how my day was. You’ve never even
                asked me how I came to be here!”

            The complaints pour out, a litany
                against me, and I’m staggered. Rilla is so relentlessly good-natured; I had no
                idea she’d noticed my rebuffs, much less was hurt by them.

            “I defend you, you know, when the
                other girls say you’re proud and standoffish. So does Mei. But you’ve
                got to start making more of an effort.” Rilla swings her legs off the edge of
                her bed. She’s wearing a new dress today—a yellow brocade with enormous orange
                gigot sleeves, an orange taffeta bow at the breast, and orange chiffon ruffles at
                the hem. It looks well on her. Did I think to tell her that? I get so caught up in
                my lessons, in missing Maura and Tess and—

            “Perhaps sometimes I just want to
                be alone for five minutes! Perhaps I have more important things on my mind than who
                got a new dress, or what mean thing Alice said today,” I snap, hunching my
                shoulders and hugging the book to my chest.

            Rilla’s face flushes.
                “That’s not all I care about, and you know it—or you would, if
                you ever bothered to talk to me. We all know how bad things are getting, but we
                don’t have to dwell on it every single second. It wouldn’t kill you to
                have a little fun, sometimes.”

            
                “Perhaps,” I whisper, undone by the disappointment in her voice.

            I could try harder. Join in the
                games of chess and draughts and charades after dinner, look through the fashion
                magazines from Dubai, talk about the Brothers’ latest arrests and what the
                Sisterhood should do next. I know it’s what the other girls want from me. I
                could have friends here, if I wanted them.

            But that would mean accepting that this
                is my home now—that my place is here among these strangers, that my future lies with
                the Sisterhood, not with Finn. It would require accepting that there’s no
                going back—and despite the ugly machinations they used, despite all my objections,
                the Sisters were right to bring me here, because this is where I belong.

            I take a deep breath, leaning back
                against the brass headboard and stretching my legs out in front of me. “How
                    did you end up here, Rilla?”

            She scowls. “Are you asking
                because you want to know or because you feel obliged?”

            “I want to know,” I say,
                truthfully. “And I’m sorry for not asking you before.”

            “Well. I did something very
                foolish.” Even in the candlelight, I can see Rilla’s ears flush red.
                “There was a boy I fancied. Charlie Mott. He had black hair and he rode a
                black horse, and he was so handsome! I was desperate for him to notice me. A group
                of us went on a sleigh ride one Saturday night, and I made sure I was sitting next
                to him. But Emma Carrick was sitting on his other side, and he put his arm around
                    her instead. I was so jealous. It all got a bit out of hand. I wished she weren’t so pretty, and then
                suddenly she wasn’t; she was hideous! Her face erupted in these awful
                hives, and her nose grew out to here—” Rilla gestures six inches away from her
                own pert nose. “When Charlie saw, he scooted away from her right quick.
                I—well, I couldn’t help it. I laughed.”

            Good Lord, what a goose. But I imagine
                Finn holding another girl’s hand, and my heart twists in sympathy.

            “Emma was crying about her nose,
                and I felt sort of bad about the whole thing, honestly, so I put it back. But then
                she started screaming her head off about how I’d cast a spell on her because I
                was so jealous. The boys drove the sleigh down to the church and turned me in.
                Charlie Mott wouldn’t even look at me after that,” Rilla sighs.

            “But Sister Cora interceded in
                your trial.”

            “Yes.” Rilla brings her
                knees to her chest, propping her chin on the yellow brocade skirt. “And she
                brought me here. Otherwise, I would have been sent to Harwood for sure.”

            Sister Cora has an extensive network of
                spies made up of governesses and former convent girls. They send word when they
                suspect one of the Brothers’ accusations of witchery is actually true. If
                Sister Cora can get there in time, she intervenes on the girl’s behalf, using
                mind-magic to compel the Brothers and the witnesses. Then she brings the girl back
                to the Sisterhood.

            “Do girls ever refuse to come with
                her?”

            Rilla looks at me as though I’m
                mad. “Why would they? Once you’ve seen the Brothers turn on you—”
                She shakes her head, flipping a brown curl away from her face. “We’re safer here. We learn to control our
                magic, and the Sisters protect us.”

            The Sisterhood was founded in 1815 by
                Brother Thomas Dolan, as a refuge for his sister Leah. At first, there were only a
                handful of witches operating in secret behind a smoke screen of piety. Then, in
                1842, they decided to take in young witches and teach them magic. Sister Cora was
                among the convent school’s first students. She’s been intervening in
                trials and working to increase our numbers ever since. At present, there are fifty
                students and a dozen teachers, with twodozen governesses spread out across New
                England and at least a hundred graduates—like Mrs. Corbett, our neighbor in
                Chatham—operating as spies. Most girls who study here don’t become full
                members; once they turn seventeen, they go off and live normal lives as mothers and
                wives.

            That won’t be an option for me, of
                course. Not if I’m the prophesied witch.

            “Aren’t you ever
                homesick?” I press. “Don’t you miss your brothers?”

            “I do,” Rilla says, glancing
                at a tintype that she’s hung by her bed: herself and her ten-year-old twin
                brothers, Teddy and Robby; Jeremiah, twelve; and Jamie, fourteen. Five mischievous,
                curly-headed, freckled little imps. “But it was hard being the only girl, you
                know, and the only witch. Hard keeping it a secret.”

            I can scarcely imagine Rilla keeping
                anything secret. She’s such a chatterbox.

            “I think Jamie—oh, I’m meant
                to call him James now, I keep forgetting—might suspect. And Mama knows, of course.
                She’s a witch, too, but not very
                good; she can only do a few basic illusions. Not that I’m so much better.
                I’m sure you’ve noticed how hopeless I am at animation, and I
                can’t do healing magic at all,” Rilla says, blushing. “I’m
                lucky the Sisters wanted me, really.”

            “I wish I felt that way.
                Lucky,” I blurt out. Our room has high ceilings, but it feels small and cozy
                now, with the curtains drawn, the candlelight flickering, and just me and Rilla
                whispering. “Don’t you ever wonder what life would have been like if you
                hadn’t gotten caught?”

            “I imagine I would have gone along
                making maple candies and gotten married and raised a passel of troublesome boys,
                just like Mama.” Rilla tosses me a piece of candy, and I pop it into my mouth.
                “But I did get caught, so there’s no use thinking about that. I’ve
                always wanted sisters, and now I’ve got dozens. I’m happy
                here.”

            I lean forward, smoothing the rumpled
                blue quilt. “You don’t mind that you didn’t have a choice in
                it?”

            “It’s a sight better than
                being in Harwood.” Rilla sighs. “We’re warm and fed, and we have a
                roof over our heads. It’s hardly a prison, Cate.”

            But it feels like a prison to me. Even
                though coming here was my choice, it really wasn’t much of one.

            I can’t stop mourning the life
                that wasn’t.

            I’m not supposed to think about
                him, but the memories are devious. They sneak up on me without warning; everything
                seems to prompt them. They play over and over in my head, wonderful and torturous at
                the same time: Finn, teasing me about reading pirate stories; Finn, kissing me
                senseless in the gazebo; Finn, asking me
                to marry him and giving me his mother’s ruby ring.

            And the last: Finn, as I left the church
                where I was supposed to announce our betrothal, asking me why.

            I honestly thought I could marry him and
                stay in Chatham and be happy.

            Stupid. The Sisterhood never would have
                allowed it. Not when one of the Cahill witches could restore them to power.

            What must Finn think of me now?

            That line of questioning will only make
                me miserable.

            Rilla’s right. I’ve got to
                stop sulking.

            I stand. “Shall we go downstairs,
                then?”

            “Really?” Rilla pops up like
                a jack-in-the-box.

            “Yes. I’m going to be a
                better friend, Rilla. Don’t give up on me just yet?”

            She grins and hops off her bed.
                “Oh, don’t worry. I’m loads more persistent than that.”

            I’m picking up my books and
                Rilla’s gathering candy to take down to the sitting room when there’s a
                knock on our door. Rilla flings it open to reveal Sister Cora herself.

            “Good evening, Marilla. How are
                you?” Sister Cora’s eyes are a vivid blue, like sapphires; they remind
                me of Maura’s.

            “F-fine,” Rilla stutters,
                astonished. “How are you, ma’am?”

            “I’ve had better
                days,” the headmistress admits, her lips pursed. “Catherine, could I
                trouble you to join me for a cup of tea?”

            Sister Cora looks like a regal old
                queen with her shining white hair braided into a pretty crown around her head. She
                    sits in her flowered chair, in a
                dove-gray dress lined with soft white fur, and she makes small talk. She pours me
                tea.

            She makes me wait.

            Worries race through my head. Has
                something happened to Maura or Tess? Has she learned more about the prophecy? The
                headmistress does not summon girls to her office to take tea without cause.

            “Can I help you with something,
                Sister?” I ask finally.

            She considers me over her gold-rimmed
                teacup. “I would like to trust you, Catherine.”

            She says it as though she has her
                doubts.

            “I feel the same about you,”
                I say evenly, smoothing my navy skirts.

            She gives a rich, throaty cackle that
                seems more befitting a barmaid than a queen. “Fair enough. I know you
                aren’t here on your own terms. I would apologize, but that would make me a bit
                of a hypocrite, wouldn’t it? I would like you to trust me, but I understand
                that such trust is not built quickly. Unfortunately, I’m afraid we
                haven’t much time. Here.”

            As she hands me the cup of tea, her
                little finger brushes mine.

            The second my skin touches hers, I
                gasp.

            Sister Cora is ill. Sickness lurks in
                her body, malignant. I reach out with my magic, feel it like a black cloud in her
                stomach, and wrench away with a sense of self-preservation. My cup smashes on the
                floor. Tea splashes across my taffeta gown and mingles with shards of white china on
                the bright green rug.

            “I’m so sorry,” I say,
                mortified, but I can’t shake my eyes loose from hers.

            She waves a hand,
                and pieces of the shattered cup fly into the garbage bin beside her desk. “You
                can feel it, then,” she says.

            “You’re ill,” I
                whisper. Even the flickering, flattering candlelight reveals the wrinkles of her
                face and throat and the blue veins lining the parchment-thin skin of her hands. She
                must be near seventy.

            “I’m dying,” she
                corrects. “Sophia’s tried her best, but she can only buy me a few
                hours’ peace. What troubles me most is the question of who will succeed me. It
                has been agreed that Inez will lead until the prophesied witch comes of age. I will
                be blunt with you, Catherine. You will be seventeen in March, and I would prefer
                Inez not guide the Sisterhood any longer than necessary. I need you to understand
                what is at stake here.”

            Fear skitters up my spine. I’m not
                ready for this. I’m used to protecting my sisters, but being responsible for
                over a hundred witches? I don’t know what to do, how to keep them safe. I
                thought it would be years yet before I was required to step up and lead!

            “I’m aware of what’s
                at stake.” I stand up, planting my hands on my hips. My fear makes me
                snappish. “I’m a witch; my sisters are witches; my friends are witches.
                Do you think I want to see girls like us drowned or hanged or burnt? I wish
                to heaven I knew how to prevent it, but I don’t! I don’t know what you
                want from me.”

            Sister Cora takes another sip of her
                tea. “If you’ll sit down, I’ll explain.”

            I situate myself in the tall flowered
                chair next to hers, wrapping both hands
                around the new teacup she gives me. The convent is a thoroughly modern building; it
                has been renovated to include radiators with gas heat and water closets with
                flushing toilets. But every room has high ceilings and arched Gothic windows, and
                the November wind is drafty. I can never get entirely warm here.

            “You’re a clever girl,
                Catherine. I trust you have noticed the divide within the Sisterhood at
                present,” Sister Cora begins. “Some have grown tired of waiting, weary
                of the injustices against witches and women alike. Now that we’ve found you,
                they want outright war with the Brothers. The time is coming, they say, for us to
                take back our power, to strike using whatever means necessary. Have you heard that
                sort of talk?”

            “I have.” I’ve heard
                Alice give impassioned speeches in the sitting room after dinner.

            “Then there are those of us who
                would bide our time. Who are afraid of what the human cost of such a war could be. I
                fall into the latter camp,” Sister Cora admits. “I think waging war
                before we are ready could be disastrous.”

            I take a sip of my tea, which is
                delicious and spicy; I think it must have powdered ginger in it. “What would
                you have us do in the meantime?”

            “Wait for you to come into your
                own. I have faith in Persephone and in this prophecy, Catherine, even if we
                don’t fully understand it yet.” Even if I haven’t proved useful
                yet, she means. “I would gather intelligence. I have spies within the
                Brotherhood. One of them is a member of the Head Council. He’ll be in line for
                succession after Covington, and he’s working to see to it that those on our
                side are placed in positions of power. It
                won’t happen overnight, but I think it’s the best way.”

            “The safest, probably,” I
                say. “Less chance of us all being murdered in our beds.”

            She smiles wryly, and I can see that,
                once, she must have been a very beautiful woman. It’s still there in the curve
                of her jaw, the tilt of her head. “I am trying to prevent that, yes. The odds
                are stacked against us if it comes to outright war. There are thousands of Brothers
                and only a few hundred of us.”

            “Brother Covington could lead for
                another twenty years,” I point out. “He’s popular.
                Charming.”

            “We could see to it that he
                doesn’t. Things are changing, Catherine. The general populace is becoming
                dissatisfied with the Brothers’ heavy hand.” I nod, remembering the boys
                throwing rocks at O’Shea and Helmsley. “But if we move too fast—if we
                lead by fear—well. I would hate to see us repeat the mistakes of the
                past.”

            I run a finger around the edge of my
                teacup. Her caution appeals to me. How often has Maura chided me for being too
                plodding and careful? “I’m in no hurry to lead a war, if that’s
                what you’re asking.”

            Her smile has more warmth in it now.
                “I’m glad to hear that, because I—”

            The door bursts open, and Sister
                Gretchen clatters in, flushed and panting from her climb up the stairs. “Cora!
                Forgive the intrusion. Two members of the New London council have just turned up,
                requesting an audience with you. I’ve put them in the parlor.”

            Sister Cora grabs
                a leather-bound diary from the tea table and slips on her half-moon spectacles.
                “We had no appointment. Did they say what’s the matter?”

            Sister Gretchen shakes her head, thick
                gray curls bouncing. “No, but O’Shea doesn’t seem like the patient
                sort.”

            “He’s not. Odious creature.
                I wish they’d sent Brennan,” Sister Cora mutters, bracing herself
                against the back of the chair as she stands. Pain flits across her face.
                “Blast.”

            Her blue eyes meet Sister
                Gretchen’s, warm and hazel. They seem to have a whole conversation without
                words. Rilla told me that they’re thick as thieves, these two, that
                they’ve been best friends since they were girls together in the convent
                school. If Mother and Zara were both still alive, would they be able to talk with
                their eyes, too?

            Will Rilla and I, someday?

            “Why don’t you accompany us,
                Catherine?” Sister Cora asks. “A call like this, coming out of the
                blue—it’s almost certain to be trouble. If not for us, then for others. But
                it’s imperative that you stay quiet, no matter what they say. Can you do
                that?”

            “Yes.” But I can’t
                help feeling nervous. What could the Brothers want at this hour? What is so
                important that it couldn’t wait for morning?

            “Let’s go, then. It
                won’t do to keep them waiting.”

            Sister Gretchen offers her arm, but Cora
                waves her off. She doesn’t limp, but she walks gingerly, as though each
                movement causes her pain. Gretchen and I follow.

            When we finally reach the front parlor,
                two Brothers are sitting side by side on the olive settee. This room is an austere
                    affair, all stiff horsehair furniture
                with ornately carved arms and subdued dark hues. Dead headmistresses’
                portraits adorn the walls; heavy velvet curtains shroud us in darkness. Sister Cora
                meets with girls’ parents and liaisons from the Brotherhood here.

            It was here that I slapped Mrs.
                    Corbett—Sister Gillian Corbett, my former neighbor and chaperone on the
                trip to New London—the day I arrived. She assured me she would look after my sisters
                in my absence; she said they could only benefit from being out from under my thumb.
                I lost my temper, and I slapped her right across her smug fat face. I smile at the
                memory, but it disappears when I see the grim looks on the Brothers’ faces.
                They are familiar: Brother O’Shea is the same man who arrested Lavinia
                Anderson, and he’s brought his hulking accomplice with him.

            “Sister Cora,” Brother
                O’Shea says, standing, “this is Brother Helmsley. And—Sister Gertrude,
                was it?”

            “Gretchen,” Cora corrects
                him. “And this is one of our most promising young novitiates, Sister
                Catherine.”

            I am taller than he is, but I
                don’t dare look him in the eye. Instead I bow my head, fighting not to shiver.
                The room is freezing, the fire no doubt hastily lit when callers turned up.

            “It is a relief to find a young
                woman dedicating herself to the Lord instead of wantonly parading herself through
                the city streets,” O’Shea says. It’s obvious that he does not
                recognize me, and for once I’m glad of the anonymity of the Sisterhood.

            Brother O’Shea gestures toward the
                floor, and the three of us kneel. “The Lord bless you and keep you this and
                all the days of your life,” he intones.

             “Thanks
                be,” we chorus, hauling ourselves back to our feet. And though it is our home,
                we do not sit until Brother O’Shea lowers himself back to the settee and
                gestures at us again. Then Sister Cora takes the brown silk chair by the fire, with
                Sister Gretchen on the round, tasseled ottoman next to her. I stand like a sentinel
                behind them, nerves stretched thin.

            “As you may know, the National
                Council session has begun,” Brother O’Shea says. As if we could forget.
                The city’s been flooded with hundreds of Brothers, and Sister Cora warned us
                to be particularly careful of our conduct during their three-week meeting. “It
                is a time of reflection. We pray to the Lord to guide us, to teach us
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