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Chapter One

 


 Saturday
Evening, August 1

“Are there any other surprises?”
teased Gwyn sitting next to him.

“There is one more,” replied
Andrew hesitantly.

“I was joking!”

“Then please, hold onto your sense
of humor, you’ll need it.”

“Why am I getting this awful
feeling that I’m not going to like this one bit?”

“You probably won’t.”

Andrew stood up, walked over to
his black bag and picked it up, then sat back next to Gwyn. “Do you
remember at Lenore’s when we were putting the books and documents
in the fireproof cabinet?”

“I do.”

“When I went back to get the
binder from the bookshelf, as I pulled it out, a key
fell.”

“Key, what key?”

“It was for the cabinet drawer
underneath” he replied. “So, before I left, I opened it, removed
its wrapped contents, and placed it in this bag.”

“What the fuck is it?” she said
sensing something bad.

“I don’t know, I haven’t seen it
yet, and wanted to look at it with you.”

“Andrew, going for a walk,
watching a movie, lying in bed, that’s what I want you to do with
me. Not unwrap some creepy artifact from a crazy dead witch’s
house.”

“Do you want to leave?” he asked
playfully motioning to the door.

“Nice try, but you know me better
than that, and already know my answer, so let’s get on with
it.”

Andrew unzipped the bag and took
out an item covered in a baby’s blanket.

“Oh shit!” said Gwyn. “This does
not look good!”

Andrew unfolded the blanket and
they both stared down at a black grimoire with a pentacle on it. He
turned to the first page, there was a white envelope, so he picked
it up then read the book title, “The Black Witches.”

“No fucking way!” said Gwyn in a
low voice.

Andrew looked at the envelope and
read it, “For Salem.”

“What the fuck!”

He opened it, took out three
photos, and studied them before handing them to Gwyn.

Gwyn slowly looked at them, then
nervously at Andrew. “Are you fucking kidding me? Lenore has a
daughter.”

“Apparently so.”

“Why didn’t she say something to
us about her?”

“I don’t know” he replied unsure.
“She obvious chose not to.”

“Yet, she wanted us to take her
grimoire and find these pictures,” said Gwyn
contemplating.

“Yes, she did,” confirmed Andrew,
then waited for her to corroborate his thoughts.

“Lenore didn’t tell us…but she
wanted us to find them…and to know she had a daughter, Salem…But
why?” asked Gwyn thinking out loud. It suddenly came to her.
“Because she doesn’t want anyone to know about her! She’s
protecting her!”

Andrew smiled.

Gwyn noticed it. “I’m right,
aren’t I?”

“I believe so…But protecting her
from what?”

“Not us,” she said staring at him.
“But somebody.”

“Or something?”

“Okay, Andrew, you’re freaking me
out again,” she said getting up and pacing back and forth, and as
she did, Lenore’s grimoire caught her eye. “Lenore is a Black
Witch,” she said stopping and kneeling in front of Andrew. “So, if
we follow the logic that we are Gray Witches, because our mothers
are, that would also mean that Salem is a Black Witch, because her
mother was.”

“I agree. But why protect her, and
why tell us?”

“I don’t know,” she replied then
gave him an optimistic expression. “Because we’re nice
people?”

“And, because we’re also Gray
Witches.”

“But Andrew, that would mean
Lenore would have had to have known that before she
died.”

“I know,” he concurred and
reflecting. “It seems there are things other people know about us
which we are just finding out for ourselves.”

Gwyn nodded her
agreement.

“We need to talk to someone about
all this,” he said gesturing towards the two grimoires and
photographs. “But first, let’s have a closer look at those
photos.”

Gwyn sat next to him, and they
studied the first one. “This was taken in the early eighties,” she
said turning to him.

“How do you know that?”

“Lenore’s wearing a ‘Choose Life’
T-shirt which is from the Wham! video, ‘Wake Me Up Before You
Go-Go.’”

Andrew gave her an odd look. “And
you know this, how?”

“My parents love eighties music,
and I’ve suffered through many years of them singing eighties songs
to me, as well as being forced to watch the music videos that
accompany them.”

“Doesn’t sound so bad?”

“It wasn’t, it was a lot of fun,”
she recalled with a smile before giving her attention back to the
photo. “Which means Lenore was in her early thirties when this was
taken.” She moved it to the back. “In this one, Lenore is older,
and by what she is wearing, it’s the early nineties,” she said
glancing up at him then chuckling at his puzzled stare. “Okay,
she’s wearing a light-blue slip dress with a white T-shirt
underneath, her ponytail is tied back with a scrunchie, and the
hand that’s resting on her cheek, her middle finger is sporting a
mood ring. And I would bet the house, if this was a full picture of
her, she’d be wearing Dr. Martens boots too. Totally
nineties!”

“Totally!” he teased.

Gwyn playfully pushed
him.

“So, she’s in her early
forties?”

“Yes,” she replied
sadly.

Andrew noticed her demeanor.
“What’s wrong?”

“I don’t know,” she said trying to
find the right words. “Lenore just looks so normal, so happy, and
look what happened to her…I guess I just feel sorry for
her.”

“At least we know she had some
happy times in her life,” comforted Andrew.

Gwyn wiped the tears from her
eyes. “And I’m guessing this was one is her happiest,” she said
gazing at the final picture of a newborn swaddled in a pink knitted
blanket wearing a matching hat.” She studied it for a while then
glanced over at Andrew. “It must have been difficult to give her
up.”

“What makes you think she gave her
up?”

“Well, because it’s not a picture
of Salem as a teenager or a young woman,” stated Gwyn.

“True,” agreed Andrew.

Gwyn looked at the other
photographs again. “But why are there two pictures of Lenore, one
in her early thirties, and the other in her early
forties?”

“So that Salem would know what she
looked like and how happy she was,” suggested Andrew.

“But why two?” she asked
wondering. “And why not include more recent ones, you know, in her
fifties, sixties?”

“Maybe Lenore didn’t like who she
had become and didn’t want her daughter to see that
person.”

“Okay, say I buy that, why
wouldn’t she leave a few of herself when she was younger, in her
twenties, mid-thirties or pregnant?”

“You think it’s odd she
specifically left two?”

“I do. If it was me, and I was
already planning on leaving two, then why not leave
several.”

“Any thoughts on why she did
that?”

“No,” she replied laughing, “I’m
good at pointing out the issues I have with things, just not the
answers. And here’s another one, why name her Salem? I mean, your
daughter is a Black Witch, you’re trying to protect her, doesn’t
that name just draw more attention to her? And protect her from
whom or what, and why?” She suddenly stopped, looked at him, and
tilted her head. “You’ve already thought about all of this, haven’t
you? That’s why you’re questioning me? To get my take on
it.”

“Yes, yes, and yes,” he said
putting his arm around her. “I was hoping you would come to the
same conclusion that I did, and you did.”

“That we have more questions than
answers,” she sighed placing her head on his shoulder. “Sounds
about right for us.”

“True, it’s not the first time
we’ve been in this situation,” he agreed kissing the top of her
head.

“I can’t believe we’re witches,”
she whispered. “Why didn’t my—? Hold on, I’ll be right back!” Gwyn
left and returned moments later with her phone.

“What are you doing?”

“Calling my mom, the Gray Witch!”
she said dialing her number. “Hi, Mom, I’m putting you on speaker,
I’m with Andrew.”

“Hi, Andrew.”

“Hi, Mrs. Blunt.”

“Why are you calling me so late,
honey?”

“Well, I was just looking into
buying a cauldron, a pointy gray hat, a hooded cloak, and a wand,
and was hoping you could give me some suggestions, maybe
GrayWitches.com?”

“Are you drunk, dear?”

“A little.”

“Why don’t you go to bed, have a
good night’s sleep, and call me in the morning.”

“Mom, we found the
picture.”

“What picture?”

“The one of Andrew’s mom, dad, and
his great-uncle in his spare bedroom.”

“Um, I see, and?”

“We found a book under Andrew’s
floorboards and curiously flipped through it.”

Silence.

“Of course, we stopped and stared
at one another in disbelief when we found it was his mom’s grimoire
and that our mothers were Gray Witches. Oh, and that we are
too.”

Silence.

“Mom, I can hear you
breathing.”

“I’ll be there tomorrow morning at
eleven, don’t leave the house or tell anyone else, promise
me?”

“I’ll assume you will be driving
since it will be daylight and you can’t be seen flying here on your
broom!”

“Gwyn, promise me?”

“Oh, there is one more
thing?”

“What?” asked her mother
nervously.

“Lenore Peabody, you know the
Black Witch who lived next door, she left us her grimoire too, and
there are three—”

“I’ll be there at nine,” hurried
her mother quickly hanging up.

“Well, that was rude,” said Gwyn
leisurely throwing her phone on the bed and turning to
Andrew.

“She seemed scared,” said
Andrew.

“Join the club,” she said holding
him.

“You know, someone had to have
taken that photograph.”

Gwyn thought. “My
mother.”

“That’d be my guess.”

“We can ask her when we see her,”
she said yawning.

“We should get some
sleep.”

“I don’t know if I want to lie in
here,” she said glancing down at the grimoires.

“I’ll wrap them up, put the gray
one back under the floorboards, and the black one back in my bag
and put it in the corner. Then I’ll push the bed right in the
middle of them,” he said giving her a kiss. “I don’t think we could
find a safer spot in the house.”

“You’re right,” said Gwyn feeling
better, and as she let go, Magic rubbed up against her calves.
“Beside we have our protector, Magic,” she said picking him up.
“You’ll be on guard tonight, right boy?” Magic meowed making her
smile, then waited for Andrew to finish moving the bed before
placing him down and watching him walk over to the basket and curl
up inside.

They got ready for bed, held each
other tightly, and to their surprise, quickly fell
asleep.


Chapter Two

 


 “I can’t
believe how soundly I slept,” said Gwyn pouring the coffees before
joining Andrew at the kitchen table and giving him one.

“Me too, I was out like a light,”
he said adding cream and sugar.

“My mother will be her soon,
what’s the plan?”

“When she arrives, I’ll get the
grimoires and bring them down here, and we’ll take it from
there.”

“I think we should show her the
pictures last,” she suggested uneasily.

“Okay,” he said reaching over and
squeezing her hand. “It’ll be fine.”

“I know,” she replied managing a
smile and kissing him. “I’m glad I have you.”

“Me too.”

There was a knock on the door and
they both looked at it anxiously before Andrew let go of her hand
and disappeared upstairs. Gwyn stood, took a deep breath, sauntered
to the door, and opened it.

“Hello, dear,” said her mom
smiling.

“Hello, Mom,” replied Gwyn, who,
surprising herself, broke down and cried.

Her mother held her. “There,
there, everything will be fine.”

“I’m just scared, anxious, and
unsure about who I am, what I am, about everything.”

“I know, dear, let’s go into the
living room and talk about it,” she said putting her arm around her
and leading her into the room. “Where’s Andrew?”

“He’ll be down in a minute,” she
said, and moments later, he walked in the room and joined
them.

They watched on as he placed the
wrapped grimoires next to one another on the coffee table, then sat
next to Gwyn who held his hand before kissing him.

Gwyn noticed her mother’s
expression. “We were going to invite ourselves over this afternoon
for Sunday dinner, and as we ate, talk, you know like normal
families about normal things, and somewhere in our conversation,
tell you and dad that we are dating and are in love. But instead,
you are—”

“In love?” asked her mother
happily. “When did you tell each other?”

“What?” asked Gwyn confused. “Last
night, on the way to The Olde Towne Fool,” she replied glancing
over at Andrew and giving him a smile. “I said I loved him, and he
said he loved me.”

“So, it was before you found out
about being Gray Witches?”

“Yeah, but what’s that got to do
with anything?”

“I’m sorry, Gwyn, nothing, I’m
very happy for you both,” she said reaching over, squeezing her
hand, and changing the subject. “When did you figure out the
photograph.”

“At the pub last night,” she
replied then explained what had happened there. “When we got off
the phone with you last night, we came to the conclusion that you
had taken the picture. You did, didn’t you?”

“I did,” she confirmed with a
grin. “You two are quite clever.”

“That’s why we make such a good
team.”

“I can see that,” acknowledged her
mother. “Now, tell me about Lenore’s grimoire?”

Andrew told her about the key at
her house, finding the book, putting it in his gym bag, bringing it
home, and showing Gwyn last night.”

“So, Lenore wanted you to take it,
and to have it,” she stated.

“We believe so, Mrs. Blunt,”
replied Andrew.

“Oh, Andrew, please, call me
Mary,” she said continuing on. “But why?”

“Mom, before we talk about that,
can we talk about you, me, us, and the Gray Witches?”

“Of course, dear, I’m getting
ahead of myself. What would you like to know?”

“For starters,
how are we witches? Judging by the gray grimoire, we’ve been around
since the 18th century. Is that
true?”

“Let’s go to the kitchen, pour
some coffee, and I’ll tell you the story,” she said standing.
“Andrew, if you could bring those with you, we shouldn’t leave them
out of our sight.”

He picked them up and placed them
on the kitchen table, then waited for Gwyn to put the cups of
coffees on the table and sit next to him, before giving her mother
their full attention.

“The story goes—”

“The story?” asked
Gwyn.

“It has been passed down through
the generations by word of mouth, although a written document
exists, it was hidden back in the 1700s never to be found,”
explained Mary. “But this story is factual and accurate, and once
that document is recovered, it will only further confirm what I am
about to tell you.”

“All right,” said Gwyn leaning
forward. “Tell us our history.”

“In 1719, in a village outside of
Dorchester in Dorset, England, a young woman named Catherine
Allerton was known for healing remedies. One day, one of the
nobleman’s sons had become seriously ill, and rumors of Catherine’s
remedies and cures had reached his ears. So, he called for her, she
accepted, and she healed his son. Although the last witches to be
killed in Britain were Mary Hicks and her daughter Elizabeth in
1716, rumors of her powers and her sorcery began to surface. The
nobleman called for Catherine and her parents, knowing that if they
didn’t go, they would be hunted down and killed, they,
apprehensively, met with him. The nobleman, for saving his son and
knowing what a kindred spirit Catherine was, gave the family a
great deal of money and paid for their voyage to the New World.
Before they departed, in private, he gave Catherine a special gift,
a gold-bladed knife with a black handle, known as the Clunaclum, in
English, a sacrificial knife. He instructed her to keep the knife
safe, and when the time was right, to bury it somewhere in the New
World never to be found. She promised to do so.”

“Hold on, Mom, who was the
nobleman?”

“Nobody knows. He asked his
identity to be kept a secret.”

“And the family just disappeared
and the angry mob carrying pitchforks and torches didn’t have
problem with that?”

“After they were safely on the
ship, the noble placed three hooded people on a fire, and burnt
them at the stake; these people had recently died in an unrelated
drowning and were to be cremated. From that point on, Catherine and
her family’s names were removed from the village records, and never
to be uttered again.”

“So, there’s no record to back
this up?” asked Gwyn.

“None.”

“Sounds convenient,” stated Gwyn
somewhat dubious, “but please, continue.”

“What about this knife?” asked
Andrew. “What’s it’s background?”

“No one knows,” replied Mary. “But
it’s origin is supposed to be in a different document that was
hidden back in the 1700s with the knife.”

Andrew quickly glanced over at
Gwyn who gave him another doubtful look.

Mary ignored them and continued.
“Catherine and her parents arrived in Plymouth, Massachusetts, in
June 1724. With the money they had received, they were very
wealthy, and had a house built in Sandwich. During this time,
Catherine began her healing practice. On October 31, Catherine left
Sandwich to hide the Clunaclum, and as evening started to fall, she
came across a clearing in the woods and could hear a tribal Chief
chanting and fighting something. After climbing a boulder, she
witnessed the Chief being picked up by the throat by a seven-foot
Beast with horns, black eyes, a tail, and hooves for feet. She
unwrapped the cloth around the knife, ran toward the Beast, and
stabbed it in the back. The Beast let out a deafening howl, turned
around, and struck Catherine to the edge of the boulder. The Beast
snorted, came at her, and picked her up by the throat. Catherine,
realizing she still had the knife in her hand, inserted it into the
Beast’s belly. The Beast let go of her, and as it dropped to its
knees, she ran the knife up the Beast’s belly to its throat, then
took it out, and sliced the Beast from ear to ear, killing it.
Suddenly, a bolt of lightning hit the Beast, throwing Catherine and
the Chief to the ground. It split the boulder in half, sending the
Beast back to the Darkness it came from.” Mary stopped and took a
sip of her coffee.

“Wait a second, Mom, this Darkness
is Hell?”

“One in the same.”

“And this Beast, is the
Devil?”

“The Devil, Satan, Lucifer,
Beelzebub, Iblis…take your pick.”

“She killed the Devil?”

“Uh-huh,” replied her mother
matter-of-fact then sipped her coffee.

“Mom, you’re an intelligent woman,
you can’t believe any of this,” she said shaking her head. “I know
I don’t believe any of this, it’s all bullshit.”

“That’s your choice,” she said
glancing over at Andrew. “I was hoping she may have toned down the
language being in love with you and all.”

“Unfortunately, not,” said Andrew
with a grin.

Mary liked his smile. “What do you
think of the story, do you believe it?”

Andrew thought, and out of the
corner of his eye, caught Gwyn’s bewildered stare. “Mary, and Gwyn,
you’ve heard me say this already, as surely as priests believe in
God, they must also believe in the Devil. Which means, if there is
good on this Earth then there also has to be evil. So, yeah, I
do.”

“Andrew, you can’t be
serious?”

“Gwyn, we watched a cat turn back
into a woman, and later on, turn back into a cat and talk to us in
my living room.”

“I know, I know, but fucking Satan
wrestling with a tribal Chief and getting killed with a Clunaclum
by an English witch on a boulder in Massachusetts on Halloween
night…they would lock us up and throw away the key if we told
someone we believed that.”

Andrew leaned over and whispered,
“then let’s not tell anybody.”

Gwyn laughed out loud. “I love you
for being who you are,” she said kissing him tenderly. “You’re
right…Okay, Mom, what happened next?” she asked turning to
her.

“The next day, Catherine woke up
in a wigwam, and dressed into traditional tribal women’s clothes
left out for her. When she exited, the men, women, and children
were all waiting for her, and chanted as she walked past them to
the Chief. That evening, they had a great feast in her honor, and
as a gift, gave her the powers of the four elements: Earth, Air,
Fire, and Water. And after they did, named her ‘Aquit Squannit’
which literary means ‘One Witch’ but when translated means ‘First
Witch.’ The Chief cleaned the Clunaclum with spiritual water,
wrapped it back in its original cloth, then in a sacred tribal
blanket and gave it to her. The Chief’s son gave her a horse, and
the following morning before sunrise, he and several warriors
escorted her as close as they could to Sandwich. After they left,
and as the sun rose, she buried the Clunaclum, changed back into
her clothes, and placed the traditional tribal women’s clothing
into her bag. When she got home, she told her parents her story,
then showed them the outfit they had given her.”

“Is that how she got her powers?”
asked Gwyn.

“I would say additional powers,
stronger powers,” clarified Mary. “Over the following days, she
approached nine citizens whom she deemed as good people, told them
her story, and shared with them individual powers. Powers that
could heal, keep the peace, and Darkness at bay.”

“So, they became witches
too?”

“Yes, they did, and they called
Catherine the First Witch.”

“And they used potions and spells
on people?”

“In a manner of speaking, yes, but
all for good,” explained Mary. “They would also meet periodically
in the woods to discuss issues, concerns, and come to a unified
agreement on what to do.”

“I better get a move on ordering
that cauldron,” joked Gwyn.

“Actually, they did have a
cauldron…filled with stew, and as they ate, they sat around a
bonfire and talked,” clarified Mary smiling as she shook her
head.

“Oh, boring.”

“Ours can be filled with spiked
apple cider,” said Andrew with a wink.

“Now you’re talking,” she said
with a grin and grabbing his hand.

Mary didn’t mind the fact they
weren’t taking it as seriously as they ought to be, why would they,
there would be time for that soon enough and didn’t press the
matter.

“More coffee, Mom?”

“Yes, please,” she replied handing
Gwyn her empty cup.

“I know you will,” she said taking
Andrew’s.

“Mary, can I ask you something
about your daughter?” whispered Andrew as Gwyn went to the
counter.

“Please do,” she said leaning
forward interestedly and noticing Gwyn listening over her
shoulder.

“Where does her potty mouth come
from?”

“Thankfully, not me, her father,”
answered Mary. “You see, he was in court all day, day after day,
and he always had to mind his Ps and Qs. So, when he came home some
nights, he would vent by swearing once in a while, it was more
funny than serious, but unfortunately missy here picked up on
it.”

“Hey, I have to watch my Ps and Qs
while I’m teaching elementary children day in and day out, I need
to vent too,” said Gwyn in her defense and handing them their
coffees.

“What about her sister and
brother?”

“Oh, Helena and Griff? They never
swear, they’re absolute angles,” teased her mother.

“Yep, those two are the good in
this world, and me, I’m their opposite, the evil,” she said making
a sinister face as she placed her coffee on the table.

“Well, I like my evil woman,” said
Andrew grabbing her onto his lap and putting his arms around
her.

“Did you know that’s the name of a
mid-seventies’ song by ELO?”

“Who, Mom?”

“Electric Light
Orchestra.”

“You like seventies music too?”
queried Andrew.

“I do, but I love the eighties
more.”

“I’ll have to listen to it one
day.”

“Oh thanks, so your go-to song for
me is going to be ‘Evil Woman’!” said Gwyn playfully acting
upset.

“I’ll have to listen to it first,
but the title sounds right,” ribbed Andrew.

“Hmm, let’s see if you get any of
this tonight,” she said standing and gesturing to her body before
taking her seat.

“Gwyn!” said her mother
embarrassed, but happy to see how well they got along and how much
in love they were.

“Sorry, Mom,” said Gwyn sincerely.
“Why don’t you continue with your story?”

“All right, were was I…oh, yes,
she had a total of ten in her Circle of Witches. Now, let me fast
forward…Several years later, she married, and they had three
children. Each of these children inherited her powers but she
noticed that each of them had different qualities. Her youngest
daughter was kind, considerate, hopeful, and a healer. The middle
child, her son, was more of a peacekeeper, a negotiator, a diplomat
but wasn’t afraid to use force when necessary. Her oldest daughter
combatted the bad, the wicked, the malicious, the immoral, and the
evil. So, rather than having just one of them take her place, she
decided that all three would. Her youngest daughter became the
White Witch Queen and was the element of Fire, the son became the
Gray Witch King and was the element of Water, and the oldest
daughter became the Black Witch Queen and was the element of Air.
Catherine watched over them and was still the First Witch.
Afterwards, the nine people that Catherine had in her Circle of
Witches were split into groups of three, and each group was put
under one of her children. Her children then added seven more
citizens, gave them powers, and now each of them had their own
Circle of Witches.”

“Why did she only give them one
element each and not all four?” asked Andrew.

“Only the First Witch could
possess all four,” she replied. “Although her children were only
given one element each, they could still have access to the
remaining three if need be.”

“How did she determine which of
her children got what element?” queried Gwyn.

“It was based on their qualities
and personalities, which were inherently passed down through the
centuries to us,” answered Mary. “Fire, for the White Witches, so
they could have energy, assertiveness, power, and spiritually, for
birth, healing, and resurrection. Water, for the Gray Witches, so
we could have wisdom, emotion, intuition, cleverness,
self-sufficiency, and spiritually, it enables us to sense any
slight imbalance in life and gives us the ability to wash away the
bad. Air, for the Black Witches, so they could have emotional
detachment, which helps them make good decisions, and fills them
with inspiration, divinity, spiritually, and it’s essential to
life, as it keeps Darkness at bay.”

“So, who got Earth?” asked
Gwyn.

“Humans, whom we protect from
Darkness,” replied Mary. “Earth is nurturing, it strives for
stability, it’s harmony, hardworking, structured, fertile, and
patient, and we can touch it and it is the foundation for life,
where Heaven is spiritual.”

“But we are all
Humans?”

“Yes, dear, so we all have Earth,”
confirmed Mary.

“Okay,” she said contemplating.
“But why Queens, Kings, High Queens, High Kings?”

“They were English, so they
logically chose monarch titles.”

“Makes sense,” acknowledged Gwyn.
“So, when the First Witch died, her daughters became High Queens
and her son the High King.”

“Yes, and their children became
either Queens or Kings.”

“Got it,” said Gwyn
satisfied.

“Which brings me to my next
point,” said her mother. “When any of the circle had children, only
one of them would receive their parent’s powers, and they would
eventually take over from them. But all the Queens and Kings’
children would receive their powers, splinter off, and create their
own groups of ten witches, or Circle of Witches. Eventually, they
started moving out of Massachusetts and populating the other
Northeast States, once that started happening, it was reduced to
one child for the Queens and Kings. As of today, each of the eleven
Northeast States have a Circle of White Witches, Gray Witches, and
Black Witches, and each Circle of Witches have a White, Gray, and
Black, King or Queen. And overseeing all eleven states, we have a
Black, Gray, and White, High King or High Queen…well, we used
to.”

“So, there are eleven Circles of
Black Witches, eleven Circles of Gray Witches, and eleven Circles
of Black Witches. One for each state?” clarified Gwyn.

“Yes.”

“And each circle has a King or
Queen, so there is a total of three for each state, which is an
overall total of thirty-three for all eleven states?”

“Yes.”

“And there is only one White,
Gray, and Black, High King or High Queen overseeing all eleven
states.”

“You’ve got it,” said her mother
with a smile.

“Is the number in a Circle of
Witches always ten?” asked Andrew.

“No, it can be as high as twenty
and as low as four, for instance, Connecticut has four Black
Witches including the King.”

“Why only the Northeast
States?”

“We consider the Epicenter of
Darkness is close to where the first pilgrims settled, Plymouth,
maybe Sandwich, or somewhere in that vicinity. The further away we
move from its center the less of a threat it becomes,” explained
Mary. “The eleven Northeast States are the first and only line of
defense stopping Darkness from spreading further. Not that Darkness
would have the power to go beyond them.”

“You don’t know where the
Epicenter is?” asked Gwyn.

“No, but we do know it’s where the
Beast was killed and sent back to Darkness.”
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