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PROLOGUE

I am looking lovingly into the eyes of a
man, though I cannot see his face because it is featureless, like a
blank slate. We are standing in front of a wooden house with narrow
clapboards, and there are diamond-paned casement windows and a
steep pitched roof with two gables pointing at the laughing, hidden
moon. I am certain I hear someone singing sweet nothings to us from
the sky. From the light of the few jewel stars I can see the halo
of his hair, like the halo of an angel, and even if I cannot see
his eyes I know they look at me, into me. I stand on my toes, he is
much taller than me, and I point up my face and he kisses me. As
the warmth of his lips melts into mine, making me weak from the
inside out, I feel my knees give from the thrilling lightness his
touch brings. I know the face I cannot see is beautiful, like the
lips I feel. His hands press me into him, clutching me closer,
closer, unwilling to let me go. I grip him with equal strength,
wishing he would carry me inside, yet I cannot bring myself to
break our embrace.

“I shall never leave you ever,” he
whispers in my ear. I promise him the same.

I do not know how I have been so fortunate
to have this man in my life, but here he is, before me, wanting me.
I am overcome with the joy of him.


CHAPTER 1

Sarah Alexander didn’t know what was waiting
for her in Salem, Massachusetts. She had moved there to escape the
smog and the smugness of Los Angeles, craving the dulcet tones of a
small town, seeking a less complicated life. Her first hint of the
supernatural world came the day she moved into her rented brick
house near the historic part of town, close to the museums about
the witch trial days, not far from the easy, wind-blown bay. As the
heavy-set men hauled her furniture inside, her landlady leaned
close and told her to beware.

“If you hear sounds in the night it’s
ghosts,” the landlady whispered, glancing around to be sure no one,
human or shadow, could hear. “The spirits of the innocent victims
of the witch hunts still haunt us. I can feel them stirring now.
God rest them.”

Sarah didn’t know what to say. She had never
been warned about ghosts before. The landlady peered at her,
squinting to see her better.

“You’re a pretty girl,” the old woman said.
“Such dark curls you have.” She still spoke as if she were telling
a secret, and Sarah had to strain to hear. “You’re from
California?”

“I moved there after I got married,” Sarah
said.

“Where’s your husband?”

“I’m divorced now.”

“And your family is here?”

“In Boston. I wanted to live close to my
family, but I didn’t want to move back to the city. I’ve always
wanted to visit Salem, so I thought I’d live here awhile.”

The landlady nodded. “Boston,” she said.
“Some victims of the witch trials were jailed in Boston.”

The landlady was so bent and weak looking,
her fragile face lined like tree rings, that Sarah thought the old
woman had experienced the hysteria in Salem during the seventeenth
century. But that was silly, Sarah reminded herself. The Salem
Witch Trials happened over three hundred years ago. There was no
one alive now who had experienced that terror first hand. Sarah
wanted to tell the landlady how she believed she had an ancestor
who died as a victim of the witch hunts, but she didn’t say
anything then.

“Yes, they’re here,” the landlady said,
staring with time-faded eyes at the air above their heads, as if
she saw something no one else could see. “Beware, Sarah. The ghosts
are here. And they always come out at night.”

The landlady shook as if she were cold,
though it was early autumn and summer humidity still flushed the
air. When Sarah put her arm around the old woman to comfort her,
she felt her skin spark like static. She rubbed her hands together,
feeling the numbness even after the old woman pulled away.

“It’s all right,” Sarah said. “I won’t be
frightened by paranormal beings. I don’t believe in ghosts.”

The landlady laughed. “Salem may cure you of
that.”

For a moment Sarah wondered if she made a
mistake moving there, but she decided she wouldn’t let a
superstitious old woman scare her away. She thought about her new
job in the library at Salem State College—Humanities I liaison,
go-to person for English studies, well worth the move across the
country. She saw the tree-lined, old-fashioned neighborhood and the
comforting sky. She heard the lull of bird songs and the distant
whisper of the sea kissing the shore. She felt a rising
tranquility, like the tide of the ocean waves at noon, wash over
her. It was a contentment she had never known before, not in
Boston, never in Los Angeles. She was fascinated by Salem, looking
forward to knowing it better, certain she was exactly where she
needed to be, whatever may come.

Sarah’s first days in the library were
hectic since it was the start of an autumn term. She spent her
shifts on the main floor, an open, industrial-style space of bright
lights, overhead beams, and windows that let in white from the sun
and green from the trees abundant everywhere on campus. Across from
the librarians’s desk, a combined circulation and reference area,
was a lounge of comfortable chairs in soothing grays and blues
where some students socialized using their inside voices while
others stalked like eagle-eyed hunters, searching the stacks or the
databases.

By Wednesday afternoon, as she saw the
short-tempered rain clouds march across the Salem sky, Sarah
thought she would have to buy a car soon. After driving and dodging
in nail-biting Los Angeles traffic for ten years, she liked the
freedom of walking the quiet roads from home to work, watching in
wonder as the leaves turned from summer green to an autumn fade of
red, rust, and gold. But she had been living in the sunshine on the
west coast for ten years, and she had forgotten about the sudden
anger of New England thunderstorms. They could appear just like
that, a crack of noise overhead, then a gray flannel blanket
covered the sky as fast as you could blink your eyes, water
splashing all around, wetting you when you did not want to be wet,
and she was caught unprepared. She held out her hand and shook her
head when she felt the drops splash her palm. Jennifer Mandel’s
voice sang out behind her.

“Need a lift?”

“Please.”

Sarah wiped her palm on her skirt, grateful
once again for Jennifer’s assistance. Jennifer had been the head
librarian at the college for five years, and she had taken Sarah
under her wing, showing her where everything was, introducing her
to the rest of the staff, answering her questions. There was
something almost odd about Jennifer’s intuition—she always seemed
to know when Sarah needed her, like a clairvoyant magic trick. They
sprinted to the parking lot, trying to avoid the sudden splats of
rain soaking their thin blouses through, and they clambered into
Jennifer’s white Toyota, laughing like schoolgirls jumping in
puddles. Jennifer drove the curve around Loring Avenue to Lafayette
Street, the main road to and from the college.

“Where were you before you came here?”
Jennifer asked. “You’re obviously not used to the rain.”

“I worked at UCLA.”

“A small town like Salem must seem dreary
after living in the big city.”

Sarah looked at Jennifer, saw the compassion
in her eyes, the understanding smile, so she said just enough to
make herself understood. “I’m recently divorced.”

Jennifer held up her hand. “You don’t need
to explain. I have two ex-husbands myself.”

They drove quietly, letting the sound of the
car’s accelerator and the rain tapping the windshield fill the
space. As Sarah watched the small-town scene drift past, she
thought it might not be so bad to drive in Salem. Everything back
east, the roads, the shops, the homes, was built on an old-time
scale, narrower and smaller than they were out west. But here
people slowed when you wanted to merge into their lane and they
stopped at stop signs, so different from L.A. where they’d run you
over sooner than let you pass.

“Why don’t you come over tomorrow night?”
Jennifer asked. “We’re having a get-together at my mother’s shop.”
She leaned closer to Sarah and whispered though they were alone in
the car. “I should probably tell you, and I’ll understand if you
think this is too weird, but my mother and I are witches.”

Sarah studied Jennifer, her hazel eyes, her
long auburn hair, her friendly smile. “You don’t look like a
witch,” she said.

“You mean the kind with black hair and a
nose wart? The kind that fly around on broomsticks? Not that kind
of witch.”

“You mean you’re Wiccan?”

“Yes, I practice the Wiccan religion, among
other things. I’m the high priestess of my coven. I’m also licensed
to perform weddings here in Massachusetts, in case you ever need
someone to preside over a wedding for you.”

Sarah laughed. “I just got divorced. I won’t
be getting married again any time soon.” She paused to watch the
drizzle slip and slide on the windows. “I’m surprised there really
are witches in Salem.”

“Ironic, isn’t it? The city known for
hanging witches is now a haven for mystics.” Jennifer shook her
head, her expression tight. “Is this too much information? I don’t
usually tell someone a few days after I’ve met her that I’m Wiccan,
but you have a positive energy. You don’t seem like someone who’s
going to assume I’m a Satanist who loves human sacrifices.”

“I don’t mind. I’m just surprised. I’ve
never known a witch before.”

“There are all sorts of interesting people
you could meet around here.” Jennifer nudged Sarah with her elbow.
“So will you come tomorrow night?”

“I don’t know, Jennifer.”

“You don’t need to participate in the
rituals. Come make some friends. I think you’ll like the other
witches in my coven. They’re good people.”

A Wiccan ceremony did sound odd, Sarah
thought, but she had always been fascinated by different religions
and cultures. Librarians had to keep learning—a healthy curiosity
was a job necessity. And it would be nice to know some people in
Salem, even if they were witches.

As they continued down Lafayette Street,
Sarah saw the sign for Pioneer Village and she added it to her
mental to-do list. “I haven’t had a chance to see much of this part
of town since I’ve been here,” she said.

“How about a quick tour then?”

“What about the rain?”

Jennifer turned right down Derby Street.
“I’ve lived here my whole life. A little water doesn’t bother
me.”

Jennifer drove down one tree-lined street,
then down another street, and another until Sarah didn’t know where
she was. Though Witch City was small, Sarah was still learning her
way around. She tried to gauge her surroundings and saw the tall,
white lines of the Peabody-Essex Museum, then further down was the
Hawthorne Hotel. Past that was the brick, colonial-looking Salem
Maritime National Historic Site. As she watched the history flip
past, like a stack of photographs from time gone by, she noticed a
house she thought she knew though she was sure she hadn’t been down
that way before. The one that caught her attention had wooden
clapboards, diamond-paned casement windows, and two gables on the
roof. It was old, though it didn’t seem to be a museum as the other
old buildings were.

“What is that house?” she asked. “It looks
familiar.”

“James Wentworth lives there.”

“Do you know him?”

Jennifer’s answer was stilted, as if she
considered each word, weighed it, measured it, decided yes or no
about it, before she let it drop from her lips. “He teaches at the
college. He—his family—has owned this house for generations. It’s
over three hundred years old, one of the oldest standing homes in
Salem.”

Jennifer slowed the car so they could get a
better look as she drove past. “Does it still look familiar?” she
asked.

“Yes. Even that crooked oak tree in front
seems right. I can picture the man I dream about standing in front
there kissing me.”

“What dreams?” Jennifer gripped the steering
wheel more tightly and her eyes brightened. “My mother’s friend
Martha is great at dream interpretation. She’s done a world of good
for me.” She winked at Sarah. “And you dream about a man? Is he a
good looking man?”

Sarah pulled her arms around her chest,
wishing she could take back her casual reference, afraid she had
already said too much.

“Do you have a lot of dreams?”

“Yes,” Sarah said. But that was all she
could manage. When Jennifer had waited long enough and Sarah had to
offer something more, all she could say was, “It’s not a big deal.
I just thought I knew the house from somewhere.”

“A lot of houses around here look the same,”
Jennifer said.

Sarah looked at the houses, the tall,
Federal-style ones, the Victorian ones, the brick ones, the
modern-looking ones. Suddenly, as they drove around the green of
Salem Common, the rain cleared, the sun brightened, and the clouds
flittered away across the bay.

“That must be it,” she said.

She lowered the car window so she could
smell the wet air. Though she missed the rain when she lived in Los
Angeles, at that moment she was glad to see the serene blue
reflection of the northeastern sky again.

They drove the rest of the way in
silence.


CHAPTER 2

Thursday night Sarah was slow with her
steps, savoring the town. She turned from Washington Street and
wandered between Front and Derby, past the old-fashioned Salem
Marketplace where people window shopped through the narrow lanes,
gazing at the painters and sculptors in Artists Row, imagining what
it must have been like living there centuries ago. She continued to
the watery expanse of the bay where the breeze blew lazy laps in
the water, postcard perfect along the natural coastline beauty.
Rising above the water, towering above the sailboats, was the
171-foot-long, three-masted ship the Friendship, an emblem
of Salem. She saw the white lighthouse, waiting patiently,
beckoning sailors home. She stepped onto Pickering Wharf, a
harborside village of gray-blue buildings with white trim, the
hubbub of local seafaring activities, and she paused to admire the
slick boats parked in neat little rows. She breathed in the
wholesome air, exhaled, and relaxed. She felt comfortable, as if
she had found a childhood friend after many years. More than
anything, she loved the peace she felt. Her thoughts had been
congested so long, the ten years she spent in Los Angeles, to be
exact, and with every step she took she felt her muddled worries
clearing away, lifted from her shoulders by the sauntering
wind.

The Witches Lair, Jennifer’s mother’s shop,
was located on Pickering Wharf, tucked in alongside the clothing,
gift, and antique boutiques. Sarah arrived before everyone else
since she was still on an L.A. schedule where you had to leave an
hour early to get through the traffic to get anywhere on time. A
tinkling bell rang as she pulled open the door, and when she walked
into the shop she said hello to the woman behind the counter and
glanced around. The Witches Lair was a perfect name for the store
since it was stocked with any accoutrement a witch or wizard might
need: altar supplies and incense, aromatherapy oils and diffusers,
cauldrons and tarot cards, crystals and gems, and books about
subjects ranging from the kama sutra to kabbalah and from magick
and spells to dream interpretation. It was dark inside, with dim
overhead lights and flameless candles in the sconces on the walls,
the shadows adding to the mystical ambiance.

Sarah paused by the bookcase, searching the
titles. She was intrigued by one, about dream interpretation, and
as she scanned the back cover she wondered if the information
inside could help her unravel the dreams that plagued her. There
were nights when the images were so intense that when she woke up
it took some time to distinguish between the scenes in her head and
the reality in the world outside. With the book forgotten in her
hands, she remembered her latest nightmare, the one that staggered
her awake the night before. She was so lost in thought she didn’t
notice the older woman beside her.

“Would you like a psychic reading, dear? I
can read your palm, or perhaps you’d prefer a tarot card
reading?”

“Oh no.” Sarah returned the book to the
shelf. “I’m waiting for Jennifer Mandel. We work together at the
library and she invited me here tonight.”

The woman clasped her hands together, and
she smiled in warm greeting. “You must be Sarah. I’m Olivia
Phillips, Jennifer’s mother. Welcome to the Witches Lair.”

Olivia looked like a fortune-telling gypsy
with her hoop earrings and peasant-style skirt. Her steel-gray eyes
and the wisps of silver in her close-cropped red hair were
striking. Sarah and Olivia shook hands, and Sarah gestured at the
store around her.

“Your shop is fascinating. I’ve never seen
one like it.”

“Shops like these are a dime a dozen around
here. Everyone in Salem thinks they’re a psychic or a mystic or
touched by the supernatural somehow.” Olivia waved her hand in a
firm dismissal of those who would think that way. “Jennifer tells
me you’re new to Salem.”

“That’s right.” Sarah began to explain about
her divorce, but Olivia held up her hand.

“You don’t need to explain, dear. I have
four ex-husbands myself. But why Salem?”

“I’ve always felt drawn here. When I was
growing up in Boston I asked my mother to bring me to the Halloween
festival, and we lived so close, but somehow we never made it. My
mother always had one excuse or other to skip the trip. Just the
thought of this place made her shiver.”

“Has your mother ever been here? There’s
nothing to be afraid of, at least not for over three hundred years.
These days it’s more of a tourist town than anything.”

“I’ve told her that, but she still won’t
come. I thought she’d want to know more about our ancestor, but
she’s not interested.”

“Your ancestor?”

“When I was a girl my great-aunt told us
that someone in our family died as a victim of the witch hunts, but
my aunt didn’t know anything else about the woman, not even her
name. I started working on my family tree when I was in L.A., and I
thought if I were here I could do more research at the Danvers
Archival Center. At least I’d like to know her name.”

“A mystery to solve. I love it.” Olivia
looked at the book Sarah had slipped back onto the shelf. She
watched Sarah, her face fixed, like a detective gathering clues
where no one else thought to look. “Jennifer tells me you have
dreams.” She took Sarah’s hand and patted it in a motherly way.
“Would you like to tell me about them?”

Sarah shook her head. She had never told
anyone. Nick, her ex-husband, knew, but only by default. He would
yell and bitch and moan whenever she woke screaming in the night,
clenching her jaw tight until the bones popped in her ears, her
muscles like sailors’s knots. He told her she was weak for giving
into the internal heckling, but they were her dreams. She couldn’t
control them. They would have their way with her, picking and
pulling at her, though she didn’t want them to. Because of Nick’s
impatience, and her own disappointment with how easily she was
jolted awake by the clear-as-day images, she kept her dreams a
secret from everyone else. Instinctively, she felt she could trust
Olivia, that Olivia might be someone she could confide in about the
teasing games her subconscious liked to play when she was sleeping
and defenseless, waking her with nervous, earthquake-like tremors.
She had the clothbound notebook where she recorded her dreams there
with her in the Witches Lair, in the canvas bag hanging from her
shoulder. She could have pulled it out to show Olivia. But she
didn’t. She shook her head again.

“Whatever you wish, Sarah. Just remember,
I’m here should you change your mind. And my friend Martha, you’ll
meet her tonight, is excellent at dream interpretation. She’s an
expert at past-life regression as well.”

“You’re very kind, but you don’t need to
trouble yourself over it.”

“But dreams are our subconscious whispering
truths in our ears, Sarah. You should pay attention. You’d be
amazed at what you could learn.”

Olivia gripped Sarah’s hand tighter and led
her past the bookcases and displays to four cubby-sized rooms
separated from the rest of the store by black velvet curtains.

“Come. I’ll give you a reading for free. Any
friend of Jennifer’s is a friend of mine.” Sarah tried to protest,
but Olivia wouldn’t be swayed. “Really, dear, everything will be
fine. Perhaps I can help you understand your dreams.”

Sarah relented, telling herself she didn’t
believe in psychics, extrasensory perception, mysticism, or
anything like that, so the reading didn’t matter. And she did like
Olivia. There was such unconditional warmth in the older woman’s
manner. Besides, in a tarot reading didn’t they just pull three
cards from the deck and make guesses about your life based on the
pictures? She would humor Olivia, pretend to be startled by the
revelations, then join Jennifer and the others.

Olivia pulled aside the curtain to the cubby
on the end, fringed with more black velvet. Inside there was only
enough space for a small round table covered with white linen and
two folding chairs while a candle and spiced incense burned on a
shelf. Olivia sat in the chair behind the table and gestured for
Sarah to sit across from her. She took Sarah’s hand and looked at
her palm.

“Have you had a psychic reading before?”

“Once, when I was in college. I was taking a
religious studies class and one of our assignments was to have a
psychic reading and write about our experience.”

“And what was your experience?”

“She seemed very young, the psychic, just
college age herself, and I wasn’t impressed with her predictions
since everything she said was generic and could have applied to
anyone.”

Olivia dropped Sarah’s hand to study her.
Again, that detective seeking clues look. “What did she say?”

“I was getting ready to move to Los Angeles
where my fiancé had a job in the film industry. She told me moving
away would be a mistake because L.A. was not my home. She said my
husband was not my husband and I was not who I thought I was.”

“Who do you think you are?”

“I’m Sarah Alexander.”

Olivia was in deep thought as she
considered.

“Yes, well, let’s see what else we can
learn.”

Olivia took Sarah’s hand again and stared
deeply into her palm, as if her eyes were x-rays and she could see
through the layers of skin past the veins, the blood, and the
muscles to the truth within. Her eyelids shuddered as she went into
a trance. Her head bobbed in a rocking motion, and she breathed
loudly, exhaling from her mouth and wheezing in through her nose.
Sarah became nervous when Olivia seemed to expand to twice her
size, though it must have been the flickering candlelight playing
tricks on her sight.

“Yes,” Olivia said, her voice a whisper.
“Yes, I am beginning to see. You are hard to read, there are many
layers to you, but I am beginning to see.” She was silent again,
though she kept nodding. Sarah’s head began to bob along, like when
you’re on a boat and your body sways in time with the rhythm of the
waves.

“Who you are is not yourself. The secret to
the puzzle is there. The other psychic you saw was very good. Very
good. She could see that who you are is not yourself. Yes, I can
see that he will find you. He is here and he will find you.”

“Who?” Sarah asked.

“He will. The one who is waiting for you. He
has been waiting for you for oh so very long. You will be afraid.
He is not what he was. You will find your way home again.”

Sarah tried to pull away, but Olivia kept a
tight grasp. Sarah leaned forward, not breathing, struggling to
understand what Olivia was saying because her words sounded like
they should make sense but they didn’t. Suddenly the black velvet
curtains scraped against the rod as they were tossed aside, and
Sarah jumped. Jennifer, in a flowing black robe, stood in the
fluorescent light shining in from the store, one hand on the
curtains, her other hand on her hip.

“Mother! I asked Sarah to come to the
Harvest Moon ceremony to introduce her to some people. We’re about
to start.”

Olivia pulled away from Sarah, covering her
face with her hands until her breathing slowed. The overwhelming
psychic who had expanded to twice her size was gone. When she
opened her eyes she looked as she did when Sarah first saw her in
the store, friendly and motherly. After Olivia composed herself she
smiled.

“I’m sorry, Jennifer. I lost track of time.”
She stood up from behind the table and pulled the curtain aside for
Sarah. “I hope I didn’t frighten you too much, dear. I should have
warned you that I go into a trance when I’m in tune with the spirit
world.”

“I wasn’t frightened at all,” Sarah
lied.

“Good. Now did I say anything that made
sense? Sometimes when I’m with the spirits I begin speaking in
tongues and no one can understand what I’m saying.”

“She’s a great psychic,” Jennifer said. “Her
clients don’t understand her half the time, and she can’t help them
because she never remembers what she says.”

“I’m in a trance, dear. What do you remember
from your trances?”

“Nothing. Just like you.”

Olivia turned to Sarah. “Did I say anything
that helped you understand your dreams?”

“No,” Sarah said. “Nothing.”

“I’m sorry. Perhaps we can try again another
time.”

Sarah looked through the store to where the
sliding glass door was open. In the courtyard outside she saw a
grotto with rose trellises, scented lavender shrubs, and a cherub
water fountain spitting in an arc in the air. There was a covered
altar set against the brick wall and about twenty people in black
robes mingling while drinking tea and eating cakes. Sarah stopped
suddenly, her feet leaden, as if there were iron chains around her
ankles.

Jennifer grabbed her arm. “What did my
mother say to you? Sarah? What did she say?”

Sarah looked at the people in the grotto and
realized she didn’t want to go out there.

“I’m sorry,” she said. “I don’t feel well. I
think I should leave.”

“What did you say to her, Mom?”

“I don’t know, Jennifer. I wish I could
remember.”

As Sarah walked home, passing the same
historic sights she had seen on the way, she was oblivious to
everything but Olivia’s reading. She was unnerved by the whole
experience, seeing what had happened to Olivia, hearing that
someone, some man, was going to find her. Olivia didn’t say what
would happen once she was found, and frightening visions flashed
behind her eyes, images of being stalked. Attacked. Or worse.
Slowing her steps, forcing herself to think logically, she reminded
herself that she didn’t believe in psychics, extrasensory
perception, mysticism, or anything like that. She didn’t understand
why Olivia’s words struck her so deeply.

Once Sarah was home she was exhausted,
though she wasn’t afraid any more. Being away from Olivia, away
from the cryptic message, helped her feel better. Sarah knew she
wouldn’t be getting another psychic reading any time soon. Olivia
brought up too many uncomfortable emotions, and Sarah had moved to
Salem seeking peace. She didn’t need the headache of illogical
puzzles in her life then.

When she woke up at three a.m., she turned
on the light by her bed, grabbed her clothbound notebook and a pen,
and wrote about the dream that had tapped her awake. This was a
pleasant vision, one she was happy to write down, unlike some of
the more frightening nightmares she had been having. It was hard to
write those down even with the lights on. But this one she was glad
to remember.


I am sitting at a table surrounded by people
who look like they should be part of a Thanksgiving Feast tableau
with their modest Pilgrim-style clothing, old-fashioned manners,
and antiquated way of speaking. There are pumpkins, pies, roasted
game birds, and mugs of ale set out on the table. I am included in
this gathering, the people seem to know me, and I seem to know them
though no one looks familiar—everyone’s face is a blank slate. A
girl about ten years old is talking to me like she is my sister
perhaps, showing me her cloth doll and telling me how her doll
helped with the sewing, the cleaning, and the cooking. She asks
what I did that day.

“The same as I do most days,” I say. “I
went to the spring to get water this morn. Then I milked the cows
and gathered eggs, and later I shall finish spinning yarn.”

She puckers her adorable cherub-like face.
“Did you know I asked Father if I could help him this day?” she
asks.

“Did you?”

“Aye. I am no longer a babe in long
clothes. Now I wear upgrown folks clothes, and I asked Father if I
could help with mending the fences and reaping the rye. He said
nay! He said I am too small and a girl at that.”

“Father is right,” I say. “You needn’t
worry over such things. ‘Tis grueling work. Best to let the men
have at it. Besides, the sickle is dangerous. You could lose a
finger or even your arm, and I am not enough of a seamstress to sew
it back for you.”

“But I want to help! What if the harvest
isn’t gathered before the weather turns and we have nothing for
winter?”

“That won’t happen,” I say. “Father has
always provided well for us, and he shall continue doing so even in
this new land we now live in.”

“I shall be the greatest soap maker in
the village, and I shall make enough money selling my soaps to buy
my own horse and plow. Then Father must let me tend to the upgrown
folks work.”



“Shall you make some soap for me? I am in
need of it.”

She laughs. “Of course I shall,” she
says.

She is a sweet girl, so even tempered for
one so young, and she clutches my hand as if she needs my attention
more than anything in the world. I am certain now that this must be
my sister and I love her for her tenderness.

That is when I notice him. He is sitting
across the table from me, down to my right, the man with the halo
hair. I cannot see his face, it is a blank slate like the others,
but I can tell that he is looking at me, shyly, wanting to speak to
me but perhaps it is not appropriate that he does so in this place
at this time. I do not think he knows me, or I know him, yet, but I
can feel that we want to know each other. I am enchanted.


CHAPTER 3

James Wentworth arrived on the campus of
Salem State College a half an hour after dark. He parked his black
Ford Explorer in the parking lot off Loring Avenue near the Central
Campus and walked past the Admissions Office and the bookstore,
stepping out of the way of a student speeding toward the bike path.
After he walked into the library he paused by the door to watch the
young people studying at the tables, searching the stacks, hunching
over the computers, so raw and fresh they still had that new-car
smell. They had so much ahead of them, James mused. The world was
exciting to them, adventures waiting to be had, dreams to be
discovered, loves to be found and lost and lost and found. The
students in the library were naïve, yes, but that would be tempered
by experience and learning. Some of them thought they already knew
everything they would ever need to know, but James had compassion
for them. We think we know it all, but we never do, no matter how
long we live.

Class that night was lively. These students
had opinions and they liked discussing and debating, which kept the
energy high. There is no worse class than when there were thirty
silent students who wanted nothing more than to listen to the
professor speak for fifty minutes and leave. That night’s class was
an independent study seminar where the students chose which work of
literature they would focus on. Usually, James found, the young
people were predictable in their choices—Dickens, Shakespeare,
Twain, Thoreau—but that term the students were more creative. One
was studying Oscar Wilde’s The Picture of Dorian Gray about
the cursed man who never ages, a story James thought of often. He
was amused by the choice, and curious.

“Why The Picture of Dorian Gray?” he
asked.

“Staying young forever?” Kendall said. “How
cool is that? I mean, don't you want your hair to stay blond,
Professor? You want to turn old and gray?”

James shook his head. “On the outside Dorian
stayed young-looking and fresh-seeming, but on the inside he became
decrepit in ways no one would guess. His physical body didn’t age,
but the catch was, as the years passed, he grew more depraved and
detached from human decency.” James looked at Kendall, a Junior
about twenty years of age, her sandy-brown hair slung back in a
ponytail, wearing a blue and orange Salem State College t-shirt
with the Viking logo. Her expression hadn’t changed.

“Dorian looked young, Professor Wentworth.
Isn’t that all that matters?”

“A youthful appearance is certainly valued
in our society, but don’t you think there could be problems always
looking the same while you grew in knowledge and experience?”

“But looking young forever would keep me out
of the plastic surgeon’s office.”

“Fair enough,” James said.

“I mean, my sister is twenty-five, and she’s
already getting Botox.”

James sighed as he surveyed the classroom,
admiring the bright, fresh faces, and he wondered how many others
were convinced they looked old when they were oh so very young. He
scanned the list in his hand and his eyes grew wide. He pressed his
wire-rimmed eyeglasses against his nose as he looked at Trisha,
sitting front and center, a bright student, one of his hardest
workers, and he didn’t know whether to laugh or cry at her choice.
He wouldn’t have guessed it of her.

“Why did you choose Bram Stoker’s
Dracula?” he asked.

“Because I love that genre,” Trisha said. “I
love the idea that there are supernatural beings so extraordinary
out there walking unnoticed among us. Since we’re not looking for
them we don’t see them, and when we do see them it might be too
late.”

“Do you believe in vampires?” he asked.

“Of course not. That’s silly.”

“Yes,” he said. “That is very silly.”

“Besides, even if there were really vampires
no one would believe it. It just doesn’t seem possible.”

“You’re right. Let’s hope we never have to
find out.”

Levon Jackson, another bright student, an
ice hockey player touted as a potential NHL draft, patted Trisha’s
shoulder and shouted a loud “Amen!”

James sat on the edge of the instructor’s
desk at the front of the room. Levon was one of his favorites that
term, in two of his classes, and the young man so rarely shared
without raising his hand. Though James insisted from the first day
that students didn’t need to raise their hands, this was college,
not kindergarten, Levon was always respectful, polite, waiting for
James’s attention before he spoke.

“Amen to what, Levon?” James asked.

“Amen to let’s hope we never have to find
out. Who wants to learn there’s some nasty old vamp lurking around
somewhere?”

“There’s nothing to find out,” said Jeremy,
who had aspirations of doctoral school at Harvard. “Who wants to
waste time on make-believe?”

“Vampires could be real,” Kendall said. As
other students laughed and hissed, she turned her scrunched face to
the class. “Why not? Stranger things have happened.”

“How can something be dead and alive at the
same time?” Jeremy asked.

“I’m not saying it’s true,” Kendall said.
“I’m just saying it’s possible.”

Levon slapped his large hands over his ears,
his palms flat against his head. “I don’t want to hear any more
about vampires!” James couldn’t tell if he was joking.

Jeremy smirked. “You must cover your ears a
lot, Levon. Everyone everywhere is talking about vampires. Vampire
movies. Vampire television shows. Vampire books.” Jeremy’s fingers
went to his temples and he shook his head from side to side. “I am
so damn sick of vampires.”

James watched his students with a mixture of
amusement and caution. He didn't want to stifle the conversation,
and he wouldn't quell their questioning, but he didn't like the
turn the conversation had taken. Levon turned his desk so he could
look Jeremy in the eye. He wasn't intimidating, James noted, only
serious.

“My pastor says there are evil spirits,
minions of Satan, all around us, especially at night. He says they
seek innocent souls to prey on, and if we’re not careful the evil
will consume us.” Levon looked around the room, one student at a
time, without a hint of sarcasm. “I know there’s evil in the world.
Maybe it’s ghosts. Maybe it’s witches. Maybe it’s vampires. Maybe
it’s the Devil himself. Whatever it is, I don’t want any part of
it, and I don’t want it anywhere near me. Evil like that needs to
be destroyed.”

“Do you really believe that?” Jeremy
asked.

“I do.”

The students argued amongst each other, some
louder than others. They were so caught up in their opinions they
didn’t notice as James moved from the desk to the window. He
unhooked the latch and pushed the glass up, letting in a cool blast
of air, the combined scent of the salty sea and the storm dropping
soon. Suddenly the shouting voices stopped. James heard the
silence, but he didn’t turn around. He watched the tree leaves sigh
and weave from their branches. He watched the moon hanging in wait
overhead. He wasn’t trying to be dramatic. He was waiting for the
right words to come.

“That could be dangerous,” he said finally,
“making judgments and deciding where, or if, others have the right
to live.” He was talking to no one in particular, to the
windowpane, the trees, the night breeze, his own furrowed brow.
“People have lost their lives because of such judgments.”

“What that is, Professor, is a loaf of
bullshit,” said Jeremy.

The class laughed.

“It isn’t,” said Levon. “I don’t want
anything to do with any vampires. I don’t want to see anything
about them. I don’t want to hear anything about them. They’re
evil.”

Silence fell over the class again. James
turned from the window and saw twenty-five oh so very young faces
waiting for him to make sense of it all. That was how class often
went. James offered some topic of discussion based on their
reading, the students would discuss, or argue, and then James would
share some insight that tied the pieces together. Then the students
left with some new knowledge that hopefully they’d remember, some
lesson they’d carry all their lives, or at least until the next
midterm. James wished they would take more responsibility for
forming their own opinions, but he was the professor, after all,
the one with the college degrees paid to profess his knowledge to
classes of impressionable minds. But that night the class had a
different feel. He didn't know if the students could sense the
shift, but he could. For the first time, he didn’t know what to
say.

Timothy Wolfe, a dark-haired, pale-skinned
student, stood up in the back of the class, a flash of anger in his
black eyes. James gave Timothy a warning glance, but Timothy didn't
seem to see him. Rather, James guessed from Timothy’s glint, that
he was being ignored.

“Why do you assume vampires are evil?”
Timothy asked.

The other students turned around, surprised,
as if they had never noticed Timothy before. And they probably
hadn’t. He was always so quiet, never answering a question or
offering an opinion, staking out his usual seat in the back near
the door, bolting as soon as James dismissed them. James stood
back, his arms crossed over his chest, watching Timothy’s every
move as the boy walked toward Levon, the ice hockey goalie, looking
like David challenging Goliath.

“Timothy…” James said, caution in his
tone.

Timothy jabbed a frustrated finger in
Levon’s direction. “I mean, if vampires were real, which they’re
not, but if they were, everyone thinks they’d be evil. But not
everyone is the same.”

“There can’t be any such thing as a nice
vampire,” Levon said. “They’re bloodthirsty, angry devils who’d
suck the life right out of you. Who knows how many people they’d
kill. Probably one a night.” Levon stood up, and his athlete’s
physique towered above Timothy, who looked too small, too fragile
suddenly. “Vampires are the way they are, and they all belong in
one category: villain.”

James looked at Levon. For the first time
that night he was annoyed with the young man. “You don’t believe
that people, human or otherwise, can overcome their violent
tendencies?” he asked.

“I don’t.”

“No matter how much they want to change? No
matter how resolved they are? Are we victims of some predetermined
destiny? I knew some people who thought that way once. They weren’t
a pleasant group to live around.”

“I think if you’re mean you’re mean and if
you’re not you’re not.”

“You’ve been watching too many horror
movies,” Jeremy said. He didn’t try to hide his disdain. He closed
his textbook and shut down his notebook computer. He looked at the
time, at the door, at the window. Then he began texting on his cell
phone. James didn’t stop him.

“If I knew a hot vampire like Edward or Bill
I’d give them as much of my blood as they wanted,” Trisha said. She
giggled, and so did the girls sitting next to her. “They could bite
me anytime.”

James looked at the clock on the wall.
“Time’s up,” he said. “See you next week.”

As the others filtered single file from the
classroom, Levon turned to James. “No hard feelings, Doctor
Wentworth?”

“Of course not, Levon.”

Levon smiled, a flash of white brilliance,
and he extended his hand. James stepped behind the instructor’s
desk, sliding his hands into the pockets of his khaki trousers.

“I’m sorry,” James said. “I have a cold and
I don’t want you to get sick. You have a big game tomorrow
night.”

Levon pointed out his folded arm instead.
“All right, elbow bump.”

James laughed, and they touched elbows.

“Good luck tomorrow night,” James said.

“You coming to the game?”

“I’d love to but I can’t. Midterms coming
up, you know. Maybe next time.”

“You need to get out more. I never see you
out with the other professors, and I never see you around town. You
never go to the games. Are you married?”

James was startled by the suddenness of the
question, and he tried to set his expression. He didn’t want Levon
to see how shocked he was, but the look on Levon’s face told him he
had not been quick enough.

“I didn’t mean anything by it,” Levon said.
“I was just wondering if you had anyone waiting for you at
home.”

“Not anymore.”

“Too bad. You’re a youngish guy, what, about
fifty?”

James shook his head. “You young people
think everyone older than you is fifty. I’m thirty, Levon.”

“All right, thirty, even better. From the
way the girls giggle about you, you must be okay. They all have a
crush on you.”

“They do not.”

“They do.” Levon threw his backpack over one
shoulder. “You should find a friend before it’s too late, Doctor
Wentworth, you know, a nice lady. That’s all I’m saying.”

James sat on the edge of a student desk, his
arms crossed over his chest as he watched the young man in front of
him.

“You’re right,” James said, laughing, like
the fact that he kept so much to himself was the biggest joke in
the world. “Not about finding a nice lady. I did that once. I mean
about getting to a game. I’ll come soon. I promise.”

Levon seemed satisfied with that answer. As
Levon left the classroom, James saw Timothy loitering outside. By
the time James stepped over to talk to him, Timothy had
disappeared. James looked down the hallway and heard the boy’s
quick-time steps crossing the pavement of College Drive. He knew he
would have to talk to Timothy about that, again, soon. It didn’t
help anything to have him disappearing like a slight-of-hand trick.
James went back into the classroom, packed up his book bag, and
left campus, not as quickly as Timothy, but fast enough. It had
been a long night.


CHAPTER 4

Sarah couldn’t stop thinking about the house
she saw when Jennifer drove her home. It didn’t make sense that it
should look familiar when it was located on a street she had never
been down in a city where she was new, but she was certain it was
the one she had seen in her dreams. Since the psychic reading two
nights before she felt like she had restless leg syndrome, like she
had to keep moving even when she didn’t want to. When she slowed
down, even for a moment, odd, unclear thoughts occurred to her, and
she didn’t want to try to make sense of them. She wanted to sweep
them away, hide them in the closet, forget the reading
altogether.

Walking always helped to vent her excess
energy, so she decided to take a trip across town to look at the
house again. It wasn’t very late, the sun just setting. The gray
cloth-like clouds were not in formation yet, still filtering in
over the bay. It didn’t look like it would rain for a few hours, so
she thought she had enough time to make it there and back before
the storm broke. She walked along the same tree-lined route
Jennifer had driven, careful with her steps, watching for landmarks
like the Hawthorne Hotel and the Salem Maritime National Historic
Site. She didn’t want to get lost walking home when she was still
learning her way.

It was dark by the time she saw the old
house waiting stoically along the road, more hidden behind oaks and
shrubs than other homes in the neighborhood. Though the others were
well lit outdoors, this one stayed dark. She wouldn’t have known it
was there if she hadn’t already seen it. There were no lights on
inside either, and it looked like no one was home, so she walked
onto the lawn and pondered the old wooden structure, wondering what
scenes it had seen and what stories it could tell. For such an old
house it was well maintained. It looked like other historic
buildings in the neighborhood dating from the seventeenth century,
only this was no museum as the others were. This was someone’s
home.

She thought about the house she left behind
in the Hollywood Hills, modern-looking, cookie-cutter, whitewashed
stucco, one that looked light and airy on the outside but trembled
inside with permanent distress from an unfortunate marriage. The
morning before she left for Massachusetts she stood outside and
memorized the place where she had lived for ten years, the way it
peeked from a catty-corner on the curving road, the feathery bushes
on either side, the waving palm trees behind, the border of blue
and purple petunias lining the square front yard. As much as she
loved the house itself the memories inside were too hard and it had
been time to say good-bye. She moved to Salem with the certainty
that she needed a fresh start, but now she was confronted with
confusing thoughts about an odd psychic reading and a house she
thought she knew.

At first glance the seventeenth-century
wooden structure seemed dark, heavy, weighted down by an uncertain
past. But the longer she studied it the more she decided that it
was warmth and nostalgia she felt rather than age and decline. She
still didn’t see any movement or hear any sounds coming from
inside, so she stepped closer to the front door, inspecting the
diamond-paned windows, the wooden slats that made up the exterior
walls, the ridge of the shingled roof, the two steep gables
pointing upward to the moon in heaven. She walked around to the
indented pendill and put her hand on the wood, listening, wondering
if she could hear the house explain why it looked familiar to her.
Then she stepped closer to the gnarled oak tree, touching the
rasping bark, searching for some clue about why she would dream
about this house. She watched the ghostly branches stretch toward
the sky, each reaching for its own memory from the long history it
had seen.

When the front door swung open it creaked
and startled her. Though it was dark, Sarah saw a man standing
skeleton-still in the shadows. He stared at her, his mouth open as
if he were trying to speak though he stayed mute. She tried to make
herself disappear behind the oak tree, not wishing to disturb
anyone, afraid she had been trespassing. She decided she needed to
say something to break the awkward silence.

“I’m sorry. I just wanted to look at the
house.”

She began to shiver, not from the nip of the
autumn air, but from the feeling that she recognized him. But how
could she know someone she hadn’t seen before? What was she
supposed to say to him—“Haven’t I seen you somewhere before?” It
was such a bad pick-up line. She couldn’t explain why she thought
the man or his house looked familiar, so she decided it would be
best if she went home.

“Excuse me,” she said. “I can see I’ve
disturbed you. I’ll leave.”

As she turned toward the road she felt his
hand on her arm. She didn’t expect him to get to her so quickly
from where he stood, and she didn’t understand why he had to grip
her so tightly. Finally, she could see him in the slim strings of
moonlight, his blond hair, his handsome face. He was intense,
needing something, wanting something, but she was afraid to guess
what that might be.

He touched his hand to her cheek. “Lizzie.
My Lizzie,” he said. “You’ve come home to me.” When Sarah stepped
back he moved toward her, closing the space between them. “It’s all
right, Elizabeth. Everything is all right now. You’re home.”

“My name is Sarah.”

He didn’t seem to hear her. He kept his hand
to her cheek, his skin cool, she thought, like the water at night
when she walked near the shore, not cold as much as unheated. He
was so taken by staring at her that she thought he must recognize
his mistake, but he stayed calm, like mistaking one person for
another was something he did every night. As she stared at him she
noticed his eyes. In the silver moonlight he looked too pale, but
his eyes were darker than a tornado in the night ocean sky. He
continued staring at her, intent, desperate, as if he were hoping
to see something in her that could not be there. She wanted to run
away and not look back, but something kept her there, watching him,
curious about him. Drawn to him.

“Are you James Wentworth?” she asked, trying
to spark some recognition in him. “Jennifer Mandel said she knows
you from the college. We drove past your house and I thought it was
interesting so I came back to look. Please, just let me go and I’ll
leave.”

There was a flash of light in his stormy
night eyes. He let go of her arm and stepped away. “Oh my God,” he
said. “Yes, I am James Wentworth. I am so sorry.” He dropped his
face into his hands. “Oh my God,” he said again. When he lifted his
head he seemed as if nothing strange had passed between them, like
a completely different man—rational, composed, thoughtful.

“I can see I’ve frightened you,” James said.
“Forgive me. I don’t know what came over me.” He walked closer to
her, tentatively, as if he were afraid of scaring her again. He was
inspecting her, searching her face, her hair, her hands. He leaned
his face over her head, close to her hair, as if he smelled her.
And then it started to rain.

“Will you come back?” he asked.

“Maybe.”

That seemed to be the safest answer. Sarah
turned toward the road, and when she looked back he was already by
his door, watching her. Some part of her wanted to go back to him,
brush his hair from his eyes, ask if he was all right, he seemed so
very spent and broken. Then she felt the pull of him, as if he
reached inside her and found her innermost secrets, the best and
the worst of her, and yet he was still there. There was something
in him, some longing, and she scolded herself for wanting to stay
and discover its meaning. She needed to be far away from him so she
walked, faster and faster, trying not to slip and slide in the
slick, wet street, away from the old house from her dreams.


CHAPTER 5

Sarah avoided thinking about the beautiful
strange man by the beautiful old house for most of the rest of the
weekend. Monday night she was busy in the high-tech room in the
library preparing for a seminar about how to access resources from
off campus. Jennifer found her while she was setting up the Elmo
machine.

“Need help?” Jennifer asked.

“No thanks,” Sarah said. “I’ve got it.”

Jennifer stood silently, watching Sarah
fiddle with the wires connecting the Elmo to the projector. With a
point, she directed Sarah’s attention through the window that
looked into the hallway. Sarah saw Denise, another librarian,
straightening her short red dress and smoothing her hair as she
walked past. Denise smiled when she saw she was being watched.

“She’s leaving for her date with Wendell,”
Jennifer said.

“That can’t be right. Wendell is a student
aide.”

“Exactly.”

Sarah put her hand over her mouth to stop
her laughter. “That isn’t funny.”

“I’m surprised none of the students have
asked you out, Ms. Alexander.”

“Please.” Sarah used her hand as a stop sign
like a police officer directing traffic. “No one is allowed to ask
me out right now. Not for at least a year. I’ve decided. I can’t
think about another relationship right now.”

“Even if you find someone great?”

Sarah flipped the switch on the Elmo and saw
the logo of Salem State College, a blue sketch of the
Friendship, on the white screen on the wall. “Not anyone,”
Sarah said. “Not now.”

The smile slipped from Jennifer’s face.
“That’s too bad,” she said. She adjusted the lens on the projector
so the logo was clearer. “So I heard you met James the other night.
He teaches English here, did you know that? And he’s cute too.”

“Cute and scary. Maybe not scary. Intense
might be a better word.”

“Did he really frighten you?”

Sarah paused, watching the logo on the
screen as she considered. “I wasn’t sure if I was more frightened
for myself or concerned for him. He seemed more upset than
intimidating. He certainly is handsome.” She paused because she
wasn’t sure if she wanted to share her next thought. But Jennifer
was already her best friend in Salem, so she decided to trust
her.

“I think he looks like the man in my dreams.
I’ve never seen the man’s face—it’s always in the shadows—but when
James first came out of his house I couldn’t see his face either. I
don’t know. Maybe I’m losing my mind. Something about being in
Witch City, I guess.”

Jennifer watched Sarah with the same
detective-like concentration her mother had. Then she turned her
attention to the desks scattered haphazardly around the room,
straightening them into five neat rows.

Sarah stared at the floor, consumed by
thoughts of the other night. Her encounter with James stirred too
many emotions at once: fear, concern, sympathy, attraction, but
mainly disappointment in herself for finding him alluring at
all.

“He was just confused,” she said.

How else could she explain his sudden
attachment to her? And as for her just as sudden attachment to him?
It was not hard to see where her attraction came from. He was a
beautiful-looking man, James Wentworth, and though he looked
physically strong, there was some vulnerability there too. How else
could he have shown his soul to a stranger? Even after he realized
she was not who he thought she was, his soul was still out there,
visible, and she felt it reach out and touch her with the aura of
its warmth. She could feel it touching her even then.

When Jennifer finished pushing the desks
around, she sat on a chair and gave Sarah her full attention. Sarah
felt like she was supposed to say something, as if Jennifer wanted
something from her. “He mistook me for someone else,” Sarah said.
“Elizabeth, he called her. When he realized he made a mistake he
apologized.”

“Did he tell you who Elizabeth was?”

Before Sarah could answer, he was there,
James, standing outside the door, watching her through the window.
His dark eyes were curious, wondering, though less intimidating
under his wire-rimmed eyeglasses. She could feel his gaze piercing
her as if he were trying to see through her, understand everything
about her from the day she was born, through all her years on
earth, until that very moment in the library. It was that same
sense of being drawn toward him she felt in front of his house. If
they hadn’t been standing under the bright fluorescent lights in
the library she might have been wary of him again.

He opened the door and walked into the room.
“Hello, Sarah,” he said. “Forgive me, I know we haven’t been
formally introduced. After the other night, I suppose it’s hardly
necessary.”

Jennifer curtseyed to James, one foot behind
the other, a caricature of courtesy. “Sarah Alexander, this is
James Wentworth, Professor of English at our illustrious
institution. Doctor Wentworth, this is Sarah Alexander, your new
liaison for Humanities I studies.” She winked at him. “That
includes you.”

“Yes, Jennifer, I know. That’s why I came
by. I need help locating some sources about John Keats, and I was
hoping you could help me, Sarah.”

“Of course,” Sarah said. “Tell me what you
need.”

“That’s right,” said Jennifer. “Tell Sarah
what you need. Or I can help you if Sarah doesn’t want to. You
weren’t very nice to her the other night.”

“I don’t mind,” Sarah said. And she didn’t.
Standing next to him, realizing how tall he was, noticing again how
strong he seemed, she thought he was easier to be around in the
light of the library than in front of his house in the dark and the
rain. Jennifer nodded, smiling to herself as if she were in on her
own conspiracy.

“I think Sarah has forgiven you for your
transgression the other night. Isn’t that right, Sarah?”

“Yes,” Sarah said. “It was all just a
misunderstanding.”

“It was,” James said, “but I frightened you
and I’m sorry.”

“Sarah is leaving for the night, Professor.
Why don’t you walk her home?”

Sarah liked the thought of being escorted by
a handsome professor, a scholar of literature no less, but the
memory of the other night flashed behind her eyes. She wondered
which James would walk her home, the courteous, thoughtful one
standing before her or the confused one who made her nervous. She
looked at Jennifer, unsure what to say.

“It’s okay,” Jennifer said. “He doesn’t
bite.”

James pushed his glasses back on his nose.
“No,” he said, “I don’t bite.”

Sarah knew, in her rational mind, that she
shouldn’t go anywhere with him after his erratic behavior, but,
year or no year since her divorce, she felt drawn to him. She was
curious about him more than anything, and this walk could allow her
to begin to piece together the puzzle that was James Wentworth.

“All right,” Sarah said.

James smiled. There was something about his
smile Sarah loved instantly, as if it were her own smile, and she
felt her own joy at seeing it. As they left campus they saw a black
and white Salem Police car drive down Lafayette Street. On the
doors it said Salem Police, The Witch City, Massachusetts, 1626,
and in the center was a silhouette of a witch on a broomstick.

“I can’t believe the witch is still the
symbol for Salem,” Sarah said. “Even The Salem News has a
witch as its logo.”

James let out a frustrated sigh. “Witches
have become great commercial fodder here. Salem has become
something of a gathering place for mystics, and some believe it’s
touched by the metaphysical and inhabited by supernatural beings.”
He smiled, a flash of amusement across his lips.

“My landlady insists Salem is haunted by
ghosts,” Sarah said. “She almost scared me out of living here, and
I don’t even believe in ghosts.”

“Salem may change your mind.”

“That’s what she said.”

From Lafayette Street they turned down
Derby, then right on Washington Street until they were in the green
expanse of Lappin Park. James pointed to a bronze statue sitting
center in a paved opening surrounded by well-manicured lawns. “Have
you seen that?” he asked.

They walked closer until Sarah saw a statue
of Elizabeth Montgomery, who played the good witch Samantha on the
television show Bewitched. The scene showed the show’s logo,
Samantha on a broomstick in front of a crescent moon. Sarah walked
close enough to touch the smooth bronze.

“I should have brought my camera. I didn’t
know I was going sightseeing tonight.”

“We can come back another night,” James
said. “What else would you like to see?”

Sarah felt herself blush hot along her jaw.
He was already thinking about taking her walking another night, and
she was embarrassed at how happy she was to hear it. She chided
herself, repeating every reason she had about why she needed to be
alone right now. It was too soon after her divorce. She didn’t
choose the right men—her marriage was proof enough of that. And
this man, James, was beautiful, intelligent, a professor of her
favorite subject (studying John Keats, her favorite poet, no less),
and yet, as they walked in the cool Salem night, comforted by the
sea breeze, he stood a distance away, as if he loved her company
but didn’t care much for anything else about her.

She saw him watching her, that curious
expression again, so she pulled herself from her reverie and
considered what else she wanted to see around town. They were close
to her house at Lappin Park—she lived a few blocks down Washington
Street, near Essex Street and the Salem Inn—but she wasn’t ready to
go home.

“I’ve been wanting to see the Salem Witch
Museum,” she said.

James stared at the half-moon in the sky.
“The Salem Witch Museum,” he said, as if he had never heard the
name before. He stepped closer to her, inspecting her again the way
he had in front of his house. She began to think she made a mistake
walking home with him after all. She looked around, but there were
plenty of people out that autumn night, dining at the restaurants
and bars that populated the town. He must have realized he was
making her nervous, she thought, because he took a step back,
giving her space.

“They close at five,” he said, “but I’d be
happy to show you where it is.”

They continued down Church Street, passing
the Lyceum Bar and Grill with its brick walls and whitewashed
Romanesque arches hanging over the windows, the white-potted
topiaries in front. He stopped so she could get a better look.

“There are many people like your landlady
who believe ghosts from the witch trials haunt Salem,” he said.
“Some believe that Bridget Bishop, one of the first women executed
in 1692, haunts this very building.”

Sarah stepped close to the brick wall and
touched her hands to the rough exterior. A couple leaving the
Lyceum smiled at her as they walked by, and she felt silly, as if
they thought she was trying to sense any ghosts in the building.
When she felt a spark of static—the same energy she felt when she
touched her landlady—she pulled her hands away. She turned to James
and he seemed somber, as he had in front of his house. She tried to
lighten the mood.

“Do you believe ghosts from the witch trials
haunt Salem?” she asked.

She meant to be light, friendly, even a
little flirty with the handsome, blond, strong-looking professor.
Her resolution to wait had slipped away into the static electricity
in her hands. Even though she had said to Jennifer, less than an
hour before, that she didn’t want any man asking her out right now.
Even though she had reasons not to flirt with any man. But suddenly
here was James and all she could think about was how he was looking
at her, as if he wanted to know her, or as if he already knew her,
she couldn’t tell. She had to admit, though she didn’t want to,
that she enjoyed his attention. She enjoyed sightseeing around
Salem with him. Something, somewhere deep inside that was not
logical, felt as if there were an invisible line reeling from him
to her and back again, catching her and holding her to him. It
wasn’t a frightening sensation. This was a light, fluttery line,
like silk thread.

As he watched her, his expression softened
and he relaxed into an easy smile. Taking this as an invitation to
come closer, she stepped near him and stood on her toes so she
could see into his night-dark eyes, such a contrast to his pale
complexion, like a black-white pattern in a painting. He stepped
back too quickly, a man-sized jumping bean, and he turned to study
the brick arches of the Lyceum as if he had never seen them.

“Yes,” he said finally, “I believe that
ghosts from the witch trials haunt Salem. I’ve never been more sure
of it.”

He opened his mouth to say more, but he
shook his head and walked away at such a fast pace he left Sarah
trailing behind. She didn’t mind. She slowed her steps, hoping he’d
disappear into the distance so she could slip down Washington
Street and find her way home. Alone. She was being too foolish
about this man, she decided. He was too unpredictable. Suddenly, he
flipped the switch back to bright and slowed his long strides,
waiting for her to catch up.

“There I go again,” he said.

Sarah laughed, but it was a nervous laugh,
tinged with low, hollow tones.

“Please,” he said. He extended his arm, a
courteous gesture from olden days when gentility was the norm, and
again, despite her concerns, Sarah felt the invisible pull toward
him. She slid her arm through his.

“There’s a whole tourism industry in Salem
centered around the metaphysical,” he said, continuing their
conversation as if they hadn't suffered an awkward moment. “There
are tours guided by parapsychologists that are supposed to
highlight places in the city haunted by the supernatural—ghosts,
werewolves, vampires.” Sarah saw that amused smile again, though it
disappeared quickly. “Have you ever been to Danvers?” Sarah shook
her head. “It used to be known as Salem Village, the epicenter of
the witch hunt hysteria. There’s a memorial there for the people
executed in 1692.”

“I’d like to see that. One of the reasons I
came was because I was told I have an ancestor who died here during
the witch trials. I wanted to find some information about her.”

James stopped walking. He dropped Sarah’s
arm and stepped closer to her. “What was your ancestor’s name?”

“I don’t know.”

He looked disappointed. “Perhaps you’ll
discover it through your research.”

He extended his arm again, and again Sarah
slid hers through. He slowed his pace, she quickened hers, and they
shared a rhythm that matched her fluctuating heartbeat. First too
fast, then too slow. It was, come to think of it, a lot like her
night with James. First too hot, then too cold. Now it was heating
up again. They were already at Salem Common, a nine-acre park used
as public land to graze livestock in colonial times. They passed
the Salem Visitor’s Center, walked around Washington Square North,
and there was the Salem Witch Museum, along with the imposing
cloaked statue of Roger Conant, the man who first settled Salem,
among America’s oldest towns, in 1626.

The Salem Witch Museum was housed in a tall
brick church with two castle-like protrusions on either side, a
Gothic arch in the center of the building coming together at a
point like two hands praying. Sarah didn't need to turn around to
know James was watching her. He stepped so close she could feel him
close to her hair. She kept her eyes fixed on the brick exterior of
the museum.

“There are other museums around town you
should visit if you want to learn about the witch hunts,” he said.
“The Witch Dungeon Museum on Lynde Street has actors performing
scenes from the transcripts of the trials. There’s a recreation of
the dungeons where the accused witches were jailed—dark, horrid,
illness-filled, rat-infested places. Abominations.”

Sarah shuddered. She heard his words, they
were simple enough, but she hardly understood him, as if he were
speaking Russian suddenly, or Vietnamese. Above, the far-reaching
sky was clear, no rain, and she realized that the sudden drops of
water on her cheeks must have been from her eyes. The immediate
emotion startled her. She didn't understand what brought it on. She
brushed the wet away with the back of her hand and shook her head,
trying to send the oppressiveness away. Then she felt like an ice
storm had dropped and she was trapped and shivering. She crossed
her arms over her chest in a poor attempt to keep the chill away.
She looked around, from side to side and back again, expecting to
see a monster jumping out of the shadows—a leering, laughing,
pock-faced monster, grabbing her, locking her into heavy,
suffocating chains, and dragging her away. She jumped in real fear.
James touched her arm, and she backed away as if he were the
monster. She didn't recognize him through her hallucinating
eyes.

“Stop it!” she yelled. The shadows crept
toward her, step by step, finding strength in the laughter of the
wind. “Go away!” She held up her fists, the only weapons she had,
meager though they were. She was ready to fight back if they tried
to take her.
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