
    
      
        
          
        
      

    



    
        
          The Moon in Her Eyes

        

        
        
          witch, Volume 2

        

        
        
          nikki broadwell and nikki broadwell

        

        
          Published by nikki broadwell, 2017.

        

    



  
    
    
      This is a work of fiction. Similarities to real people, places, or events are entirely coincidental.

    
    

    
      THE MOON IN HER EYES

    

    
      First edition. February 14, 2017.

      Copyright © 2017 nikki broadwell and nikki broadwell.

    

    
    
      ISBN: 978-1386939634

    

    
    
      Written by nikki broadwell and nikki broadwell.

    

    
      10 9 8 7 6 5 4 3 2 1

    

  



  	
  	
			 

			
		
    To women everywhere--may you embrace your witchiness and become all you were meant to be.








Cover by: www.stunningbookcovers.com

      

    



	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]


Chapter One
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Shapes coalesced out of the darkness. I was suddenly afraid. Grandma had said I was a member of this ancient order of witches that went back a thousand years. I watched the inky blackness from my place by the fountain, terrified of what was to come. Grandma had assured me that when I turned eighteen it was my time to take place within their ranks. Who was I to join this sacred group? And yet here I stood in front of the fountain, in a European city I’d never heard of before tonight. Aside from the shapes I could see nothing beyond the fountain, no city lights, no streets, no buildings, a dense blackness filling in the space beyond as though this fountain and these trees were an island unto themselves. 

A larger than life stone statue rose from the fountain’s center, water cascading from the open mouths of serpents entwined around the legs of Luna, the goddess of the moon. Her naked body was voluptuous and sensual, stylized curls coiling down her back, her form twisted at the waist as though she had just this moment turned to watch the moon rise. And rise it did, full and enormous above the tree line to the east. Pale light found me, linking me with the goddess, both of us pulsing and radiating as the orb lifted into the dark sky. A shiver went through my body as I realized the enormity of this moment. Because now I could see the many faces, all of them focused on me—both female and male, their clothing archaic and dark. 

All the bizarre circumstances of the past month drifted through my mind as they took shape, landing one by one on the ground in front of me. Now I knew I’d followed the obscure instructions in Witches of the World, properly. Thirteenth page, thirteenth line down, Grandma had told me...the words written there disappearing a moment after I read them. I hadn’t needed anything beyond those words to find my way here, only asking to be shown. 

It all began around a month ago, the day my sister Jean arrived in 1694, where I’d been living for a year with the Wampanoag tribe...a twisting trail that brought me to this turning point in my life. 



	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]


Chapter Two

1694
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KEHTANNIT IS WITH US, the natives chanted in Algonquin, dancing in a circle. It was the night of the full moon, its brightness a promise in the dark sky. Legs lifting, faces turned upward they moved as one, the murmur of female and male voices blending together like a prayer. Our hunt will bring meat to last through winter. Nikommo keep us safe, Great Spirit, Kehtannit is with us. 

Since I was white, and not really a member of the tribe, I sat by the fire. I pulled the deerskin cape around my shoulders against the chilly air. Fall was upon us and the tribe would need good hunting to provide food to last through the cold winter. Samoset danced with them, his long dark hair loose and shining in the moonlight. He was painted tonight, a black mask across his eyes, red streaks on his cheeks. His chest was bare, and he wore his decorated breechcloth, formal leggings beneath. Beaded armbands on his upper arms caught the moonlight. He looked formidable and strong, separate from me and not of this world. I glanced down at the tattoos he’d painstakingly worked into the skin of my upper arms before our ‘marriage vows’. His arms held the same dots representing the yearly thirteen moons and the swirling lines that signified the path through them. 

Tonight was a Nikommo night, the name of one of many spirits who watched over us. Seldom seen, this spirit lived in the fir trees and brought success to the hunting and fishing done at this time of year. I had yet to see this creature but Samoset had told me many stories in our one year together. He described him as elf-like sometimes, in animal form others. Nikommo’s antithesis, Hobomock, was the manito, or spirit, feared by the Wampanoag people. Also known as Chepi, the word for ghost, this evil creature could appear as deceased loved ones, tricking tribe members into following him. Medicine men and self-styled witches were particularly susceptible to his trickery, talking them into abusing their gifts and using them for evil instead of good. 

Coming from the future and having read the myths surrounding tribal life, I hadn’t taken any of this very seriously. But the more I lived with the Wampanoag the more I realized that being a witch made me vulnerable to such a creature.  According to tribal lore the hobomock preyed on those who were able to locate water and game and who knew when danger was coming. And my unique gift of being able to travel through time made me especially susceptible to the whims of this evil spirit. 

The medicine man, Joseph, named by the English, and a very old woman who called herself Appause, after the moon, were the ones the Wampanoag consulted in times of need. It was only Samoset who made use of my talents and who trusted me for who I was. By all accounts I was an outsider married to their sachem, Samoset, but not entirely trusted. I let out a heavy sigh, wishing I was one of them, but until Samoset and I had a child I had a feeling my status would remain as it was—a white woman who traveled with them.

“Em?” I came out of my meanderings, realizing that the dancing and 

drumming had come to an end. Samoset stood next to me, his masked eyes scaring me for a moment. He had the look of a spirit himself, his eyes pools of darkness. 

I smiled up at him. “Are you ready for bed?”

He shook his head, gesturing to the forest. “Need time. You sleep.”

It was deep in the night when Samoset joined me in bed. His hair was damp from swimming, his skin cool where it touched mine. 

“Where have you been? I was worried.”

“I go to water. Sit. Swim. Think.”

“What were you thinking about?”

Instead of answering his mouth sought mine, the length of him pressing against me. He tugged at my loose nightdress, pulling it over my head before removing the loincloth that still lay between us. I let out a gasp as he entered me, surprised by his urgency. But a moment later I was lost as always, caught up in the magical world we created together. We soared into the treetops and even further into the stars, our moans and cries joining the creatures of the night. We clung together as the darkness turned into dawn.  And then we slept.  

***
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IT WAS A WEEK AFTER Nikommo night and most of the men had taken off into the forest carrying their heavy bows to search for game. Samoset had been one of them, his hair braided, the beautiful carved bow he’d inherited from this father across his wide shoulders. After he left I shirked my sewing duties with the other native women to wander off into the forest alone. Something pulled at me and I needed to be in nature for it to show itself. “Is it Samoset?” I asked. Since Nikommo night I hadn’t seen much of him. I wondered again about his behavior that night, as though he couldn’t get enough of me. Samoset was disappointed that I didn’t yet carry a child. Maybe that was the reason for his intensity. It was the right time for me, something I’d mentioned a few days earlier.  That would certainly explain it. But we’d tried before, our timing impeccable, and no baby had come of it. I was sixteen when we first met, a virgin, but with Samoset’s patient instruction I had learned what it meant to lie with a man, to be part of his life and he part of mine. I loved him, and I did want a child—didn’t I?

My gaze went to the lengthening shadows that signified the coming season and what this would mean for us. Soon we would move to our winter home where we would sleep with the rest of the tribe in the nush wetu, the permanent longhouses built inland and closer to the mountains. We would not have the privacy we had in our summer wetu, something we would both miss. 

My mind wandered into the past to my previous life in the town of Danvers, Connecticut. My family was still there, but since living with the tribe I hadn’t visited. I loved them and missed them all, but Samoset did not want me to leave. He worried that something would happen to prevent me from returning. Thinking back to several time-traveling anomalies I understood his concerns.  

My life here was good. I was with the man I loved and I felt connected to the forest and all the creatures that made it their home. I knew where and when to search for mushrooms, nuts and greens. I respected all life, including the ants that collected on our ground-up nuts, to the bees that pollinated the flowers on the blackberry bushes.  

But I did have a concern. Could it be the timeline difference that prevented me from conceiving? If I couldn’t get pregnant Samoset would surely turn away from me, wife or not. As Sachem he was expected to bring a child into the world; according to the tribe a baby was long overdue. 

Several tribe members had begun to watch me, their furtive glances worried and somewhat fearful. I saw them talking with Samoset, pointing out the beautiful Indian women who would be happy to share his bed and his life. He hadn’t spoken to me of this, but I saw it and I knew. Should I tell him of my fear or keep it to myself? If I told him it might hasten his defection. 

I heard the screech of an owl, a dark portent according to the tribal elders. Shivering, I watched it fly soundlessly through the trees, disappearing into the shadows. Owls could signify death, but I knew better than to take this literally. Death could mean rebirth—something new beginning. Maybe this time my womb held the seed of new life. 

I was still contemplating meanings when my younger sister abruptly appeared out of the ether. I let out a gasp and stepped back, stumbling and nearly falling in my surprise. It had been over a year since I’d last seen Jean, my thoughts brought sharply back to 2016. 

“What—no hug?” My sister glared at me out of narrowed blue eyes, freckles standing out in the cool shadows of the pine forest. 

I laughed uneasily and moved forward, feeling the tension in her shoulders as my arms went around her. Jean had never believed me when I told her I’d been traveling back and forth to 1692, my tales of saving nine people from being hung as witches making her laugh out loud. And now she was here? “So I guess you believe me now?”

Jean stared at me. “What are you talking about?”

I looked her over, noticing how her body had filled out, baby fat gone from her cheeks. She was taller than I was. But with my height topping out at five foot two, that wasn’t saying much. “Don’t you remember how you questioned my ability to time travel?”

She scoffed. “Not really. Maybe I didn’t like you disappearing all the time and leaving me to deal with Mom and Dad. They were always so...”

“So controlling?”

She laughed. “I guess that’s one way of putting it.”

“Why are you here and how did you find me?”

“Easy enough, Emmy. Your psyche was always an open book to me.”

It was? I frowned, trying to place this person in my memory. “You’re saying that you followed my energy signature?”

“I thought of you, pictured you in my mind, and whoosh—here I am.”

I thought of my portal, the two oak trees that I had to pass between to get from future to past and back again. Apparently Jean was more accomplished at traveling through time than I was. “Since when have you been able to do this?”

Jean scrunched her pale eyebrows and stared at me. “What is with you? Where’s the village, anyway?” she asked, looking around.

“Come on,” I said, leading the way through the forest. “It’s close to the ocean.”

Her nose wrinkled. “I thought I smelled salt air.” 

Jean’s gaze roamed across the small summer wetus, her mouth opening when she noticed the tribe members going about their daily business. It was summer, and in this culture clothing was optional.

I followed her gaze to my friend Numee, attempting to see things as Jean did.  Her gaze had gone to the dome-shaped houses formed from cedar saplings and covered with loosely woven reeds to let the breezes blow through. Beyond the dwellings a circle of smooth river stones lined the community fire where we gathered for meetings and celebrations.  And behind the fire pit stood the long woven racks where deerskins were stretched to dry. Chickens pecked in the dirt due to my prowess as a thief, the chicks taken a year ago before we left Salem for the deeper wilderness. Aunum, the mastiff who had adopted me, arrived next to my left leg, his wary amber eyes on my sister. “It’s okay,” I said soothingly, placing a hand on his wide head.  

Jean seemed at a loss for words, her gaze coming back to me. “This is...so rustic!”

“Yes, well it is the sixteen hundreds, you know. What did you expect?”

She shrugged. “I don’t know...pictures I’ve seen make it look well, you know...different. Maybe it’s because of visiting Plimoth Plantation.”

“That could do it,” I agreed, watching Samoset’s mother walk by. Weetamoo’s calm gaze went to my sister who was dressed in skin-tight low cut jeans and a T-shirt that exposed her midriff. The older woman disappeared into a dwelling. 

I turned to my sister, examining her more carefully.  A piercing in her belly button revealed a gold ring. “Mom let you do that?” I asked, pointing.

“Mom doesn’t care.”

Mom had always been a stickler for not allowing us to pierce our ears or dye our hair. And here was my sister with blue streaks in her blond curls, a belly button ring and several piercings in each ear.  On her feet were impossibly high black boots. 

Hair dye was nothing new to the Wampanoag, many of who had red streaks in their long black hair. Black tattoos were etched into the skin of their forearms, streaks of color on their cheeks and foreheads; they didn’t seem at all surprised by my sister’s attire. 

My jeans had been discarded long ago, and now I wore a dress I’d fashioned from a pilgrim cotton dress Samoset had given me shortly after we met.  I’d shortened the hem to knee length and cut both sleeves off at the shoulders—alterations to accommodate the warm weather. Faded from many washings, it was my signature summer outfit. In the winter I put it away and dressed like the Wampanoag women in in the warmer deerskin skirts and tunics. 

“Nice dress,” Jean said sarcastically, looking me over. “Do you ever bother to bathe?”

I was suddenly very aware of the dirt under my fingernails, my hair thick and oily where it hung down my back. “Why are you here, Jean?”

Jean straightened and sniffed, pushing a few wayward strands of glossy hair behind her ears. “Grandma sent me. Mom and Dad split up. The government’s gone crazy. Our new president is like some Nazi general or something. He’s doing stuff that’s unconstitutional and getting away with it because he has both houses of congress behind him.”

My sister had never paid any attention to politics, and last I’d known, Grandma was living in 2010 with one of the men we’d saved from being hung as a witch. Sam and Grandma had moved in together and seemed very happy. “Why is Grandma there?” 

Jean stared at me defiantly. “I don’t know. She just arrived one morning and stayed.”

That explanation made no sense. My grandmother was devoted to Sam. She wouldn’t just leave him for no reason. “And this Grandma told you to come find me?”

“What do you mean ‘this Grandma’? What other Grandma do we have?”

“She has a life in 2010, right?”

Jean shrugged and frowned. “What do I care? All I know is she’s been living with us for a while and trying to help. Mom has seriously gone off the deep end. If you weren’t so selfish you would have known this.”

I held up my hand. “Stop right there. I came to 1692 to keep those demented idiots in Salem from burning witches. I would hardly call that a selfish act. Now tell me again why my little sister, who used to complain about everything I did, is here to ask for my help?”

Her lips compressed.  “It’s your country too, Em. A lot of schools have closed due to lack of funding. Money is being funneled into the military and the uber wealthy. I thought you might give a care, but I guess I was wrong.”

I thought of my devoted parents. In the world I knew they couldn’t have split up.

“Mom’s going crazy and Dad just sits at his new apartment pretending nothing’s...” her voice drifted away when Samoset approached, a bow slung over his shoulder. 

Through her I saw him anew with his copper skin, glossy blue-black hair filled with bits of leaf and twigs, and eyes the color of onyx. His cheekbones looked chiseled, remnants of red paint still on his face. He had just arrived from the hunt, blood speckling his hands and forearms. 

He frowned, staring at me. “Em?”

I came out of my examination and took his hand.  “Samoset—meet my sister, Jean.”

Jean stared at him, her mouth falling open. Her face turned beet red. “I...hello...” she finally managed.

“Hello,” Samoset said, breaking into a wide smile. “I have heard of you many times.” He turned to me again. “We need water source. Can you...?”

I laughed. “Can I use my witch intuition to find a new one? I thought we were leaving soon.”

“We go but need water before move. Stream dry up.”  He pointed to the clear blue sky. “Dry time. Need rain.”

“Let me finish talking with my sister. She came a long way to find me.”

“From future?” he asked, watching her curiously.

“Yes, I came from the future,” she answered, “which is seriously fucked up right now.”

“Jean! Language!”

“Are you kidding me? You’re worried about me using the F word? Give me a break.”

I let out a snort. “I guess I’m taking on the mom role.”

“Yeah, whatever. If you need to search for water I can come along.”

I stared at her fancy boots. “We’ll be climbing through brush. I’ll lend you a pair of moccasins.”

When Samoset wandered off, Jean followed me into our dwelling. “Wow, this isn’t what I expected,” she said, looking around. “This is kind of cool.”

I followed her gaze to the woven mats on the floor, to our cozy place at the back where we slept. It smelled of rushes and wood smoke. I climbed into Samoset’s and my sleeping space and fetched the moccasins from where I’d stashed them. When I turned she was right behind me, her interested gaze going to our bed and the small bits of feathers, stones and shells that sat in niches I’d fashioned to hold them. 

“You and Samoset—wow.”

“What do you mean?”

“He’s a hunk and a half, Emmy. You’re lucky. Do you have sex with him?”

“What do you think—does sex still repel you?”

She scoffed. “No. Brian and I, we...he kissed me and felt me up, and I have to say I liked it. We haven’t done it yet, but...”

“Make sure you use birth control.”

Her gaze met mine. “Planned Parenthood is gone. I have no way to get birth control now.”

“Because of the new president?”

“Yup. He’s taken away women’s rights—no more abortion, not even to save the mother’s life—free health clinics are gone. The religious right has taken over. I don’t have the money to go anywhere else. And I can’t ask Mom.”

I could hardly believe what she was telling me. “Why does Grandma think I can help?”

“Maybe she hopes you can deal with Mom, who has basically gone into some kind of death spiral. ”

Samoset was standing outside the doorway when we left the wetu. “You go now?”

“Yes, Samoset. I’ll find water. You should come along and bathe. Your hands...”

He looked down. “Deer blood.”

“I know what it is, I just think you should wash it off.”

He shook his head. “More to come.”

“Yuck!” Jean said, staring at him. “Do you butcher the deer?”

“Butcher?” He looked at me.

“Yes, Jean. They kill the deer and thank it for giving its life to feed us. They skin it right there and drain the blood before carrying the carcass back to camp. The pelts are scraped and then tanned using the brains which have been cooked—they rub them into the hides to soften them. Every part of each animal is eaten and used to make pouches and clothing. For instance...” I glanced at Jean who had turned pale.  “You eat meat, right? This is way more humane than how they kill cattle.”

“I know—it’s just...”

“At first Em like you,” Samoset said. “Now understand ways.”

I grabbed my sister’s hand, dragging her away from where she stood rooted, gaping at Samoset. “As soon as I find water you’re taking a bath,” I called to him over my shoulder. 

I followed the path into the woods, my mind calling out to the water spirits. Our recent stream had recently dried up. I would have to search far and wide to find another spring to use until we left for our winter home. Jean carried on a non-stop monologue, taking me back to the world I’d left behind, where the memory of the screech of traffic, the heavy bass of radios, and shrill sound of police sirens reminded me of why I was here. Just hearing her fast-paced chatter had replaced my normal calm with the familiar urgency from the twenty-first century. 

I climbed through brush, holding up branches for Jean. Samoset assigning me this ‘job’ was a joke.  Every native here had a sixth sense from living in harmony with the earth. He did it to make me feel a part of things and so I could get into the tribe’s good graces. In my year of living with them I’d been blamed for lack of water, lack of food, sickness, and the various raids that came about because of the encroaching white man. It had been my idea to move the tribe far from Salem to an area I knew from history would remain safe for the foreseeable future. But my time traveling seemed to have altered the past and we’d already encountered many settlers who wanted the land for farming. In Wampanoag eyes my arrival from another time, another place, made me a hobomock, or chepi. 

Jean crashed through the brush, her loud voice startling birds and a small herd of deer.  “Try to be more quiet,” I whispered.

“You’re going too fast,” she whined. “I didn’t sign up to take a hike in the woods.”

“You said you’d come with me—now quit whining and let your senses take over. You’re a witch same as me, and maybe with the two of us we can find water sooner rather than later.” I heard her frustrated sigh, but after that her footfalls weren’t quite as loud and she stopped talking for a while.

*
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IT MUST HAVE BEEN CLOSE to an hour before I felt a tingle that told me to stop. I waited, putting up a hand when I noticed Jean about to say something. I turned in a circle, letting my senses reach out to the elementals. My main one was air but I was connected to all of them now, thanks to my grandmother’s training. We were in a former boggy area that was mostly dry after the drought, but there was something...

I walked on, only stopping to scrabble in the dirt when some little voice ordered me to. When I looked up, Jean was nowhere around. “Jean?”

“I’m over here,” I heard her call. “I found water.”

I headed toward her voice, emerging out of the woods into a small clearing where I heard the unmistakable burble of a stream. 

“It’s here,” she said from where she knelt in the soft dirt. 

“Good for you!” I complimented, bending down to see how much water we were talking about. 

“The spring’s up there,” she continued, pointing behind us to a rocky outcropping. 

I followed her up the small hillside where a deep pool had collected within the hollowed out rock. Without thinking I stripped off my clothing and climbed in. Jean watched for a minute before she did the same, both of us sinking into the water with twin sighs of contentment. Jean gazed at me across the pool. “This is heaven.”

I smiled and sank beneath the water to rinse my hair, running my fingers through to loosen the oil and dirt. I had no shampoo but the natural oils in my hair had kept it healthy and shiny. My mind went to my bathroom at home, the array of hair products, skin creams, make-up and deodorant that lined the shelves. 

When I emerged from my bath my sister was sunning herself on a rock, her naked body glistening as her fingers combed through the short tangle of curls. Some of the color had come out, leaving behind a blue-blonde halo. 

I climbed up beside her and took my waist long hair in my hands and squeezed out the excess water. “What a spot you found. Now tell me how you discovered the spring, Jean.”

“I did what you told me to do—let my senses guide me. After that it was easy.”

“Maybe your elemental is water,” I said, watching her. I was surprised to see her so relaxed, and doubly surprised that this modern girl had managed to allow her senses to do anything. “I’m impressed. You should stay here. That way you don’t have to worry about what’s happening in the future.”

She shook her head, her bright eyes turning dark. “They need me back there. Mom would freak out if she lost another daughter. You need to come home and help. Grandma said. And besides, I don’t know anything about elementals.”

“Grandma hasn’t explained the elementals to you? That doesn’t sound like her. And why she sent you to find me is kind of surprising.”

“She said that unless you were pregnant I had to convince you to come back—at least for a while.” She glanced at my body, which had filled out since my time with the Wampanoag. “Are you pregnant?”

I shook my head. “I may not be able to conceive because of the time difference.”

Jean shuddered. “Ugh. A baby sounds terrible.”

“I have to ask Samoset about going with you,” I said, ignoring her. “He may not want me to.”

Jean’s eyes widened. “You’d let him decide? I thought you were so independent, such an emancipated woman. Remember that rally you led in high school to protest the computer shutdown?”

“What? I don’t remember that.”

“Oh come on, Emmy. You were the one who organized the entire thing. You had half the school carrying signs. Our computers were useless until they got the grid back up.”

“Why did it get shut down?”

She frowned. “Are you for real? The government wanted to show us how much control they had over our lives. It’s way worse now.”

I racked my brain trying to remember the event. “I seriously have no memory of that at all. As to Samoset, we’re a team, Jean. He doesn’t control me. We love each other. I don’t think he’ll say no but I still have to talk it over with him.”

“I never want to get married,” my sister announced, pulling on the clothing she’d left discarded on the boulder. “We should get back. I need to go home.” She stared at me pointedly.

I reluctantly dressed, pulling my damp hair into a loose braid as I led the way to the village. 

*
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SAMOSET FROWNED, HIS dark eyes meeting mine. “Is not good plan.”

“Grandma is there.”

“Grandmother has left Plymouth and Sam?”

“I guess so—seems odd, I agree.”

“I need you here. We move camp. You will not find.”

“Are you going to our winter camp? I know where it is. Besides, all I have to do is think of you and I’ll find you. I’ve done it a million times.”

“May make new village. Scouts say white man close.”

“You’re planning to build new longhouses? Where?”

“I do not know. Is why you need to stay.”

“You’re being silly, Samoset. I can always find you.”

“Have had trouble in past, Em.”

I touched his arm. “I think I have to go with her. I want to see Grandma, and the government is...” I shook my head. “I don’t know what’s going on, but according to Jean we have a president who is slightly crazy.”

“Not slightly,” I heard Jean call from where she eavesdropped.

“Bad sachem?”

“Yes. Very bad sachem.”

“What can you do to stop? I have seen your future villages—too big.”

“I don’t know, but I do know I have to go.”

He let out a long sigh and pulled me into his arms. “Not stay long, Em. I need you.”

I laughed and pulled away. “You don’t need me. You go off every day with the men and leave me at camp to cook and wash and sew and all the rest of it.”

“You do not wish to hunt. But we go together to catch fish and mollusks.”

He was right. He’d virtually begged me to go along on their hunting expeditions but I couldn’t stand to see them kill the animals. Despite my bravado in telling Jean all about it, I was still squeamish about skinning and tanning the hides as well as turning the entrails into pouches and other useful items. My modern sensibilities would not be quelled. Fishing was fine, time spent in Samoset’s canoe relaxing and enjoyable. And I could deal with trapping the rabbits and the partridges. It was the bigger game that got to me. But winter was coming and that meant turning meat into jerky and digging tubers where we’d planted them in the spring.  

“I promise it won’t be more than a few days.” When I stood on tiptoe to kiss him he pressed his mouth to mine—but when his eyes flicked to Jean watching us he quickly pulled away. 

“Come on,” Jean said impatiently, tugging at me.

I gave Samoset one last lingering look before I took her arm, letting her lead us forward in time. No portal for her. It was straight into the ether without a moment’s hesitation. 
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Chapter Three
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I gazed up and down the street—our street, Randall Lane. The grass in yards was dried and brown, trash under bushes, plastic bags hanging from tree limbs. This was not a wealthy part of town but it had always been tidy, the residents watering and mowing and planting flowers in their front yards. Why hadn’t anyone cleaned up?  Our red brick ranch house with green shutters looked as it always had except for the boarded up windows. “What’s with the windows?”

“The religious right doesn’t like Mom. They call her a heathen. They threw rocks one night and another night they burned some kind of weird effigy in our front yard. Things are really bad.”

As though to illustrate her point a car rolled down the road, a megaphone blaring. “Church is mandatory!” the male voice yelled. “If you don’t attend there will be consequences.”

“Church is mandatory?” I stared at my sister. “Since when?”

“Since these ideologues took over our government. They refuse entry into the country to anyone who isn’t Christian, and the ones who live here are required to go to church to prove they belong. The borders between Canada and Mexico are closed.”

“What about other religions—Buddhism, Judaism, Muslim, Hindu and all the rest?”

“They’ve either converted or been arrested. There’s a lot of secrecy—it’s hard to get information now. Do you remember that weird news group that called themselves some name that had bright in it—the ultra right, or part of the alt-right or something? They’ve kind of taken over.”

“White supremacists?”

Jean nodded, heading toward our house. Before we reached the door it flew open, revealing my grandmother. She pushed gray strands back from her face, her worried gaze turning into a smile when she saw me. “Emeline, my dear!” She pulled me into a hug.

“Grandma, why are you here?”

A puzzled expression appeared on her face. “I’m here because of your mother, of course. She needs my support.”

I was about to ask about Sam when my mother appeared. “I thought I’d never see you again,” she whispered huskily, pulling me into a hug. 

I could feel every rib, her body stick thin. 

“Your grandmother has been a godsend,” she said once we pulled apart. “I had a nervous breakdown due to Henry’s departure.”

“Yeah, what’s with Dad leaving? I can’t believe he’d abandon you.”

Mom’s eyes filled. “He’s always had that independent streak. You know the one.”

No, I didn’t know. My last impression of my father was of a man devoted to my mother and unable to do anything for himself. 

“How is your Indian?” Grandma asked, her bright bird-like eyes moving across my body. “No baby yet?” 

“Samoset is fine, and no baby. Not for lack of trying.”

She let out a snort. “Not the worst of fates, I would imagine.”

“Grandma!” Jean said, horrified.

“Have you seen the man, Jeanie?”

“Well, yes.” Her gaze went to the floor as a blush moved up her neck, turning her cheeks pink.

I ignored the interchange, turning to my mother. “What’s happened to you? You look like a scarecrow.”

“Emeline, your mother doesn‘t need to hear that. She’s doing the best she can.”

Since when did Grandma stand up for her daughter? They’d barely been speaking the last time I’d been here. 

Mom tried to smile. “It’s hard without your father to support us, dear. And with the recent violence we may have to move.”

“Move where? Because of money?”

Mom looked at Grandma, seemingly unable to go on.

“Henry is no longer paying the mortgage on the house. It may be foreclosed,” Grandma supplied. “And this has become a target neighborhood for the religious right.”

Grandma ushered us inside and closed the door, locking it carefully with several extra deadbolts. We all followed her into the kitchen where the smell of baking bread reached my nostrils. The familiar scents brought back memories of my childhood when life was carefree. Now a pall hung over us, despite the homey aroma and my grandmother’s butter stained apron, which I’d never seen her wear. As far as I remembered she’d never baked in her life and didn’t enjoy cooking. 

She removed two golden loaves from the oven. “Now, Theresa, I fixed you a good meal,” she said, watching my mother. “And I expect you to at least attempt to eat it. I do not want to have to fetch the doctor again.” She lifted what looked like a meatloaf out of the upper oven and left it cooling on a rack. “Sit everyone.”

“How long have you been here?” I asked my grandmother as she dished out meatloaf and placed slices of warm bread on plates. 

“Several weeks,” she said vaguely, waving her free hand in the air. “I’ve been trying to get your mother out of this town but she refuses to budge.”

I glanced at my mother who looked about to cry. “Is this violence all over the country or just here in Danvers?”

Grandma scoffed as she placed plates in front of each of us. “It’s everywhere, dear, but there are places in the country where we could be safe. I agree about not abandoning the fight for Danvers, but if we stay much longer we could become victims.” 

“Henry won’t leave and with things the way they are he can’t cope on his own—you know that, Mother.”

“He divorced you, Theresa. Why are you still making excuses for the man?” Grandma sighed. “If your house is foreclosed and the political situation 
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