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Chapter 1 
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Home from the Sea

––––––––
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THE FIRST NAME GIVEN to me by my mother, Rising from the Wave came because I was born in Lampok, the water world’s swell, on board my father’s ship. He insists the gale becalmed to hear my coos and suckling sounds. He sometimes calls me ma petite onde, his little wave. I’m a good person to have around in a storm still, he says. 

But I am also deeply rooted here, on the island my father’s people call Newfoundland. They came from across the wide Atlantic in ships with great white wings. My mother’s peoples, the Mi’kmaq and the Beothuk, who call me many variations of my first name, were watching from shore. They were not surprised by the new people’s arrival. Long ago a holy woman had a vision of islands of trees floating towards us, So, we greeted the tall ships with joy, eager to trade. We even added their spirit world of Christianity within our own. 

My father sought refuge here, away from wars and kings. Newfoundland is a good place, full of the bounties of earth and sea and sky. But the wars followed. 

We were in one of those wars in that Spring of 1692 as I scanned the horizon on a cold and fog laced spring day before dawn.  My companions on our cliffs above St. John’s, were gulls, our colorful sea parrots, and rough-legged hawks. And soon came the sound of Randall Kelly’s step assisted by a walking stick.

“You are up before the sun,” I said quietly.

A gusting, like the one our island ponies make through their noses, came out of him. “I tread toes first in the moccasins you made for me, Charlotte Jaddore,” he complained, loud enough to turn the head of a curious gull.

I turned. “Aye, but you took a winding way, giving me more time to hear your approach.”

Randall Kelly grinned. “Straight paths make for dull stories. I hope you have reaped some stories for me over the winter with your grandmothers.”

“I have. How did you know I was returned from the inland?”

“The dust has been flying out your windows.”

“Ah. Spring cleaning.”

“And the praise of your hired helper, after you noticed her hurting arm and took to your concoctions for help. What kind of a crier would I be to not know the comings and goings of St. John’s and all of Avalon beyond? You cut me to the very quick, lady!”

My smile ran away from me as we sat together on a nearby outcrop of rock. I miss our past together when Randall called me “child” and “sprite.” The “lady” had begun after my return last year. It honors me and my growing into my womanhood, but it feels strange still. 

I have known Randall Kelly since I was not much more than a toddling child and he an orphaned immigrant of ten years. Because of the injury he suffered over his Atlantic crossing, he was judged unfit for his indenture-contracted seaman’s duties. But he was more than fit to nurse my family through the smallpox that descended soon after, killing my mother and her babe, driving my father near madness in his grief. We all bear the marks of that terrible time. Randall Kelly bears them the lightest, showing us the way, for he had already survived the loss of his own family in a place called Waterford, Ireland. 

My father bought out the terms of Randall’s indenture. In the years that followed, others saw him as our lame servant, doing the work of women, the cooking and cleaning and household management. But he became my brother as he sat beside me at my lessons. We gained our love of books and knowledge together. Soon, we’d formed a new family—Randall, my father, and I. His literacy, combined with his sanguine humor and curiosity made it natural for our small community of St. John’s to offer him the brass bell of Town Crier.

Randall had his own rooms now, in an old storage barn he acquired because it had a window that faced north. He carved more windows in that wall so that he could get that beautiful artist’s light, even on our many cloudy days. When my father brought paintings from Amsterdam to our shores, Randall was in their thrall. The portraits and landscapes became his teachers as his drawings acquired color and skill. His barn is his home now, and he sleeps below its rafters. 

The sign above our tavern-the Sea Parrot- bears Randall’s portrait of the nesting birds that live on our cliffs. Those seeking to decorate their dwellings with more than fishing tackle and clothes hooks are happy to keep our artist fed and clothed in exchange for the products of his craft. 

Randall leaned his dear face against the leaping dolphin he’d carved into his walking stick. He looked at me with his artist’s eye now, as if judging how well I fit into his mind’s new composition, along with land and sea, shrouded in morning fog. Suddenly, his brow quirked up, the way it used to when he suspected me of keeping a secret. “Are all shelves and storerooms made ready for this year’s new goods?”

“They are.”

“Aye, then. And now, Charlotte Jaddore, with your powers beyond mere mortal ken, might ye know when the winds will blow the Esperance in?”

“Do not you tread over that territory with me,” I admonished him. “George Wyatt already thinks I have dried up his cow.”

“Does he? And have you?”

“Pish. What do I want with her calf’s food? You are a strange people who steal eggs from the birds and milk meant for the young of others.”

He laughed. “Now you sound like your grandmothers. How did those fine women fare over the winter?”

“They are well. Their message for you is to study the weasel over our coming crowded months.”

Randall Kelly is one of the few my grandmothers have allowed close to the inland camps of the Beothuk and Mi’kmaq. He is a smallpox survivor. That is part of the reason they feel safe. The other lies inside our artist crier himself, who both my grandmothers consider a holy person. Holds Two Spirits is their Medicine name for him. They send me back to St. John’s every spring with another animal for Randall Kelly to study, to gather around him, to give him strength and protection. 

Randall’s laughing eyes, the color of seagrass in summer now stilled. “Tell the grandmothers that I will risk the weasel people’s bites of displeasure to follow their advice.” He looked at his hands then. “And thank them for me, will ye?”

“Of course,” I agreed.

“It’s glad I am that they see me as a scholar studying the world around.”

We had achieved twenty-five and seventeen years of life on Mother Earth, Randall and I. But I suspect we both missed our free childhoods, before I ran my father’s house and business. Before Randall took up his paints and the crier’s bell, back when we were welcomed like unruly puppies into all the communities of Avalon—the English and Dutch of St. John’s, the French at Plaisance, and the Irish dory fishermen of our many bays and coves. We were welcomed even into the high valleys of the mountains and barrens, where our trading partners, the Mi’kmaq and the reclusive earlier people of my great-grandmother, the Beothuk, abide.

The east wind picked up suddenly, blowing away the night’s fog. Randall reached into his pouch for his spyglass. He scanned the horizon, past the harbor bay, just as the sun was appearing over the eastern edge of the world the Mi’kmaq call Turtle Island.

“I knew it! I knew trudging up here after you would bear fruit!”

He handed me the glass, took up the shell horn that he used for long-distance summoning of the town’s attention, and blew. I stood beside my friend, letting my blue apron fly like a flag of welcome. For out there, among the last of the icebergs, was a ship we both knew well. The Esperance.  My father was home from the sea.

The gathered people at the dock parted upon my approach. I lifted my skirts and ran to the Esperance as the gangplank was set in place. Every mother’s child of them knew they would not get a first look at the wines, the lemons and oranges, the stockings, and French silks. Not until my father had given his heir and business partner a proper greeting. His arms, his salt tang smell mixed with clove, the quill and bead decoration that dangled from his ear- all were home to me. My world was not returned in balance until his quartermaster began a reel on his pipe and we’d danced a swinging circle in each other’s arms.

As the tune finished, we heard Randall Kelly’s bell, then his powerful voice.

“Hear ye! Hear ye! Be it known that by the grace of Divine Providence and the skill of her officers and crew, the good ship fashioned of fleet Bermuda cedar known as the Esperance, in their Majesties King William and Queen Anne’s port of St. John’s in the Colony of Avalon, has landed this eleventh day of April in the year of our Lord sixteen hundred and ninety-two! As first of the season into port, Martin Jaddore is hereby declared Fleet Captain and Fishing Admiral!  Is this not a day to bring our poor wintering souls joy? A day altogether calling to mind the words of our own gracious late and lamented governor poet?

‘The air in Newfoundland is wholesome good,

The fire as sweet as any made of wood,

The water, very rich, both salt and fresh,

The earth more rich, you know it is no less

Where all are good, fire, water, earth and air,

What man made of these four would not live there?’”

Loud cheering followed his recitation of Robert Hayman’s verse. Amid the jubilation, my father growled before he whispered in my ear, “Poetry? More like royal sanctioned versifying lies out of that Devonshire pirate! Did we not have Randall Kelly recite enough Shakespeare in his youth to know the difference?”

* * * 

MY FATHER’S APPROVAL of the ship-shape condition of our storerooms’ shelves and bins made all the tedious clearing of grandmother spider’s winter weavings worthwhile. Soon the Esperance’s crewmen filled them with the goods to be traded for our salted cod in the fishing season ahead. I welcomed the wobbly-kneed fishermen, those who returned each year to the shores of St. John’s. I asked about their families and exploits over the winter. I greeted the newcomers among them, each in his own language, be it French, Spanish, Portuguese or Dutch. It seldom failed to bring a smile or ease the fear in their eyes.

Then our home was filled with the growing numbers of our permanent families who we called planters. Eager for their first look at the fruits of the Esperance’s travels through her ports of call, they were not disappointed.

“Come in, friends and neighbors!” my father made all welcome. “See what your feeding of a pious Europe’s fasting days has rendered.” he called out, offering small tastes of brandy and a bowl of Seville oranges. I turned fine silk handkerchiefs into mischievous bouncing mouses for children of the planter families so their parents could survey plows, rakes, and hoes to assist their growth and harvest seasons ahead. Outside, cattle, sheep, pigs, and chickens waited to be claimed. There was even a surprise for our Randall—chunks of lapis lazuli to grind and add to his images of our deep blue waters and skies.

Darkness descended. My father was perhaps too generous with his brandy and oranges. The last of our visitors lingered. Fishermen delayed settling in their rooms in lodging houses. The supper fires burned and waited. My onion and wild meadow mushroom soup was turning into stew on our own kitchen hearth stones. My good-natured father’s eyes finally showed his exhaustion as he slapped the stragglers on their shoulders. “Have mercy, dear neighbors, I’ve yet to find my land legs!”

But when the fisherfolk, townspeople, and farmers were finally gone, he held me in place. He had one more duty to fulfill. He pulled up a sea chest I recognized. The one he has reserved for me for as long as my memory reached. 

Delight replaced the weariness in his eyes. “Remove the first item only,” he instructed. “It is a gift from King Louis’ court at Versailles.”

“Oh, Papa. Madame de Maintenon remembers me?”

“Mais bien sur. I am a mere acquaintance from our younger days. You, her bridge between continents, she finds endlessly interesting.”

My fingers separated the delicate paper to reveal a square necked gown of exquisite loveliness.

“She married her poet at your age and thinks you should have a proper lady’s attire a la derniere mode.”

I swept its skirts from the chest and held it up as my father smiled.

“Madame has brought covered shoulders back into fashion, along with classical drapery,” he explained. “Ever practical for our climate, she insisted her dressmakers work their magic in wool, not the silks and satins of court. And no headdress accompanies your ensemble, Petite Onde. I told her you rarely cover your head in any season. Was she shocked? Mais non! She proclaimed it a marvelous idea and left her own fontange off when she sat for her latest portrait. Quite the scandal. But the court of the sun king thrives on scandal.”

I held my gift close, enchanted by its softness and simple elegance. “I shall write my thanks to the king’s cherished counselor by morning’s light. She is a godmother magnifique.” 

“Aye. To you and her school of female scholars who will help guide the history of France for the next hundred years, it is to be hoped. Just as the king’s sponsored brides les filles du roi have thrived and doubled the population of Canada. But this will come about only if Madame can marry off her wonders of creation to men of influence who will open trade and not wars among us.”

“What of the wars, Papa?”

“On board the Esperance, we sail around them, exchanging our cod for their goods as we have for generations, hoping they will keep us out of their disputes.”

“It is devoutly to be hoped.”

He leaned over and pressed his lips to my forehead. “You are my hope, Petite Onde, growing straight and tall, like the one who bore you. And full of her open heart.” He stepped back and his earring gave out a merry little sound. He laughed. “Our Madame de Maintenon also included a treatise on the Beatitudes and the latest folio of Mr. Shakespeare’s plays and sonnets in your gift chest as well. Be sure to study both and write that your religious and literary education is not being neglected.”

“Ho, am I one of her brides then?”

“No. You are not one of Madame’s attempts to save the old world. You are her hope for the new.”

“New? The Keepers of the Dawn have been here since before the time of the giant rabbit and beaver hunts.”

“Aye, you have caught this old Jerseyman out with this observation. But Charlotte Jaddore has never been here before,” he contended. “Set on this earth to match wits with her poor weary father.”

He fell into his bed soon after, leaving most of his steaming bowl, along with bread and cheese untouched. He stayed abed until morning’s light. Did he find a peaceful rest, breathing in the lavender I’d sprinkled among his sheets? Of this I doubt. Well, it was enough to have him returned, his dear presence in my life again, even if I could hear him still steering his ship around the Atlantic’s icebergs in his sleep.
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To Salem

––––––––
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THREE DAYS LATER I came in from my morning visit to our garden shrine to Our Lady in the arms of her mother Saint Anne, where I gave thanks and some breadcrumbs to her birds for my father’s return. 

I found him at our kitchen’s trestle table, finishing my codfish pie and reading missives from his tin letter box. I caught the scent of salt sea spray about him. Where had he been?

He rose when he saw me and kissed my forehead. “Your cooking improves.”

“Or perhaps, after a month at sea, it is your appetite that has improved?”

“A contributing factor, only. Charlotte, how fare my mother and grandmother and our relations inland?”

I loved how he regarded my mother’s people as his own and never spoke with cumbersome “In-law” attachments. “All are thriving,” I assured him. “And, have you yet considered the contents of our relatives’ storage baskets? There are fine pelts to trade for needles and cooking pots.”

His eyebrow rose, disappearing into the unruly brown curls at his forehead. “Are those the basis of my worth to those hard bargaining women?”

“A contributing factor only.”

He laughed. “It is good to be home.”

“Hmm,” I considered. “For now.”

“Why, daughter of my heart, what do you insinuate?”

I nodded toward the cache of missives that had come for him off fleet sailing ketches from our south, the lands of our New England trading partners. “You left cargo in the hold of the Esperance. Are other ports calling for a visit before fishing season begins in earnest?”

“Other ports, yes. His smile turned sad. “And a family obligation, ma cherie.”

“Family, Papa?”

“I have received a letter from Phillippe—Philip.”

“Ah.” I remembered. “Our cousin who changed his name.”

“Indeed. My mother was born a L’Anglois, as was Philippe. He translated his name to Philip English soon after settling in Massachusetts Bay Colony.”

“You did not, here in this English colony. Why did he?”

“We were both born Jerseymen, but his adopted community in Massachusetts Bay is not like ours.”

“How is this?”

“Well, it is not so filled by people with differences.”

“But they trade with the wider world around, like us?”

“They do.” His fine brow knit in concentration, as it always did when he strove to explain a difficult thing. “Yet the ones of Philippe’s home, they are ruled by people who came early in this waning century, and by the precepts of their religion.”

“Ah. They are called Puritans, these people?”

“They are called this by their enemies, yes. Puritans seek to purify the Christianity of the old religion.

“Old religion? Do you mean the religion of the Mi’kmaq? Also, my religion, Catholic?”

“Well, the English form of it, yes, called Anglican. Others want to separate themselves. The Puritans and Separatists are people who have great influence over the lives of all inhabitants. They are very pious, but restrictive.” Now something else took over his face—indignation. “Their ancestors burned the paintings of Botticelli and closed the theaters of Shakespeare.”

My father has seen the wonders of Lisbon, Florence, Rome and London as well as the salons of Paris and King Louis’ court at Versailles. “Grave sins,” I concluded.

“Are you teasing me, daughter?” he demanded with a mocking affront.

“Pas du tout. Not at all,” I assured him.  “Is it not a sin to deny the beauty that flows from Master Shakespeare’s pen or the vibrant new color you have brought for our dear town crier’s brush?”

“Added to the fine red dyes of our relatives the Beothuk, who also understand how to see what is beautiful? Yes, to deny the beautiful is exactly that, a sin. But these people are seldom concerned with the beauty of the world. They see devils everywhere. And they mistrust the French of Canada and Acadie and their native allies, who have raided settlements in Maine when they encroached on the land of the Wabanaki peoples. We are deeper in wartime this year, ma petite onde.”

I felt a coldness wash over me like a wave, for I fear war worse than any plague. “Not here. Not among us, Papa!”

“No,” he said softly, as if he were trying to convince himself as well as me. “We will not allow this European war of King William to come between us and our friends. This island is both Newfoundland and Terre-Neuve, is it not?  Even this small part, this peninsula holds St. John’s and Placentia settlements both, no? We will not allow the wars of religion. They are of times past. They are of other places, older places, these wars. Not in the new world, where we learn from each other, where we love each other, as I loved the one who was your mother. But it is not the same to our south, in Massachusetts Bay Colony. These are people who are ruled by, not our fondest hopes, but by their fear, my darling. And now they have turned these fears on each other.”

“Papa, your mothers were sisters. How did our cousin come to be among such people?”

His brows slanted in sad amusement. “The same way the wandering seaman you see before you came to be here, darling girl. “He fell in love.”

“With a Puritan lady.”

“Exactement, ma chère.”

“What does our cousin write to you in his letter, Papa?”

“Of a passing strange season that has overtaken his community, which is called Salem. A season of witches.”

“Witches?  The healing women the West Country fishermen speak of? The ones who they went to for ailment cures and love potions, and sometimes, for predictions of events to come?”

“No. This is a darker business. It began over this winter past, in a minister’s household, with the ravings of children.”

“Ravings?”

“Yes. Similar to such things that went on in stories the minister reads to these very  children­­­­- ­about Boston preacher Cotton Mather’s examination of a poor laundress a few years ago—stories of invisible, spectral torments that he was convinced caused rants and ravings. But the strange behavior worsened when Mather took the victims into his own household to be cured.” My father shook his head. “Probably some children frightened by an admonition or afflicted with a palsy.”

“What happened to the woman accused? The laundress?”

“The reverend called her obstinate in her idolatry. She was an Irish Catholic, who escaped Cromwell’s persecutions, but not those of Massachusetts Bay. She was hanged as a witch.”

“Poor lady.”

“None but your generous heart would call Ann Glover a lady. For them she was a woman who sometimes spoke in the language that she was born into—Irish. She could recite the Lord’s Prayer in Irish and Latin, but not English. She was poor, past her childbearing years, and a widow, without a man to speak up for her, only that Boston preacher badgering her to repent her witchcraft or forfeit her life.”

“My grandmothers say that lying is worse than dying.”

“Yes, ma cher. The laundress would have made a good Beothuk or Mi’kmaq it seems. She stood firm and did not repent. Mather warned that more witchcraft would follow. He wrote a book to be a guide for when God’s displeasure with his chosen lets loose witches on the land. Now the people of Salem see witches in the woods surrounding them and across their own household’s tables and even during their religious services. They have jailed not only the poor and defenseless, but revered grandmothers and a child of four years who pronounced herself the minion of her mother. They even hunt for and speak of putting one of their own former ministers to his death, imagine! Philip fears the same fate will befall his Mary.”

“His pious lady wife?”

He shook his head sadly. “We thought we had left this behind in our old world.”

“Papa, what can we do?”

“Philip asks us to come to Salem, with provisions for his neighbors who have suffered a hard winter. To remind them of who he is, and how his trading adds to their own prosperity. He seeks to get back into their good graces. And show that his family belongs among them. That the English name was once L’Anglois, yes, but is not in league with devils.”

“Why would they think such things?”

“Because he is an immigrant to these shores, and now, a rich one, thanks to his efforts, and his marriage alliance. He has had land disputes with neighbors. The neighbors have won these suits, but still hold tight to their grudges. And Philip has a wife whose childbearing years are coming to an end. And her own widowed, tavern-keeper mother was herself accused of witchcraft in years gone by.”

“What became of this lady?”

“She was acquitted and sued her accusers for their slander.”

“And won this suit?”

“And won.”

“Surely her daughter might win again.”

“Philip fears things are different now, thanks to these hard times, and the war, and Cotton Mather and his book. Philip has called on us, his family, with urgency. An urgency that supersedes my duties as fishing admiral. Our Randall is rendering all the built-up cases to documents to be judged upon my return. I have convinced our neighbors to await the next incoming ships so I might gain my vice and rear admirals to consult with on judgements. And we needs must gather wisdom from among your mother’s people, for one of the complaints concerns them.”

“Aye. Animosities have been gathering the winter long here.”

“So I understand. Disputes that need must be settled. But, Charlotte, Philip English’s belief in me made the Esperance and all that followed in our prosperity possible.”

“You will sail for Salem then? Soon?” I hoped my disappointment did not show in my voice.

“I have been up on the cliffs before dawn. The winds are right, with crested waves in the bay.”

“Spray on the ocean? This day, then?”

“Aye, daughter.” His brows slanted in amusement. What was this? He is not a cruel man, my father. He would not find joy in my distress, would he? His next words gave me my answer. “Fancy a run up the rigging?”

“I might come? Aboard the Esperance?”

“If you can find your britches and tie up your glorious hair. I have my duty to our cousin, but cannot part with you so soon.”

“But what of the store? And your crew... they have not found their land legs.”

He laughed. “Spoken like a merchant’s daughter! I have not yet lost you to the Beothuk and the Mi’kmaq! Randall Kelly has agreed to forego his artistic pursuits and add storekeeping to his scribe and town crier duties. And I have already bargained for the return of at least a skeleton crew of men more at home on the sea.”

“And who are beyond loyal to a good captain.”

“Not so good that bonus pay and rations of figs and limes both were not required.”

I grinned. “Overfond of limes too, I am.”

“You see? My own daughter robs me!”

I threw my arms around him. “How can I rob a man who never sleeps?”

His laughing eyes sobered. “Charlotte. You must pack Madame de Maintenon’s gift, the grey gown. And wear it in Salem, under the plainest of your cloaks. The gown is beautiful, but also modest and devout, like our gracious queen. It will be your armor.”

“Armor, papa?”

“Yes. I fear for you, sometimes, my love. In this world that men have made.”

* * *

MY SAILOR’S TOGS FELT as natural on me as a second skin. I kept only my medicine bag from my island life, its soft deerskin ties around my neck instead of at my middle. As I braided and pinned my hair under a peaked seaman’s cap, my father’s crew welcomed me aboard with my favorite of their work songs.

Cape Cod girls, they use no combs

Heave away! Haul away!

They sort their hair with codfish bones

Heave away, haul away!

And we’re bound for Megansett!

I had lived the winter with my mother’s people, so there was no need for any toughening of limbs. The ropes felt good in my hands and under my feet. The crew, Jerseymen all, like my father, called me Petite Onde, my childhood name, while on board. I felt myself to be that child again among them. For our days at sea I was not on the brink of womanhood, with obligations to household, our island community, and as a bridge person between them and the Mi’kmaq and Beothuk. I was a sailor, with duties only to our ship and gracious captain, as he navigated us through familiar swells and coastlines to the south of the American continent. It was smooth and beautiful sailing. I held those days close to my heart in the troubled times ahead.

Chapter 3

Salem’s Children

––––––––
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THE BUILDINGS OF SALEM town were straight, severe and dark, so unlike the rambling and slope-roofed houses I’d known on St. John’s, or the mamateeks, white birch covered fir pole homes of my inland relatives. The many-gabled English house of my father’s cousin, within view of the harbor on Essex Street, was so grand I thought it a tavern or community building, not the abode of a single family. We were led by lantern light to a spacious room with a hearth and table set with a welcoming meal of cornbread and mutton stew. 
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