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Chapter One 
“By the pricking of my thumbs, something wicked this way comes.” 

 — William Shakespeare 

There’s a bite to the wind as I walked along the beach at Birch Point. I pulled 
my favorite gray knit sweater tighter around me hoping to ward off the chill 
permeating the air as I strolled Lucia Beach for the last time this year. I tried to 
memorize the feel of the early sun shining on my face and the salty air. There’s no 
one here but me and the soft gentle waves lapping at the shore. I wanted to take 
one last look at my favorite place in the whole state of Maine before I leave.  

I rubbed my hand against my heart as a familiar image filled my mind of my 
mother here with me when I was probably two or three years old. It’s the only 
memory I have of her and it’s one I’ve held close all these years. I don’t know if 
you could even call it a memory… It’s just a picture in my mind’s eye of her happy 
smiling face as the wind swirled and twirled her long curly blonde hair around her 
face and mine, her laughter a song on the breeze. Sometimes, if I close my eyes 
when I’m out here, I can still hear it. A honk in the distance breaks the spell of the 
memory and I remembered my dad was out waiting in the truck to take me to the 
airport. Funny how one little thing like a birthday can change your whole life… 

See, it’s been my dad and me for as long as I could remember. He’s raised me 
here in this stretch of wilderness on the Owls Head Peninsula. He’s a Park Ranger 
for Birch Point Beach State Park, so I knew it like the back of my hand. But it’s 
always been here, at the water, that I have felt at home. I’m drawn here as if I’m 
connected to the sand, rocks, trees, and salt water by an invisible thread tied to my 
mind- to my heart. I guessed it all came back to the memory of my mother. I bit 
down hard on my lip and wrapped my arms around my waist at the thought of 
leaving my beach behind. Why did things have to change on my sixteenth 
birthday? 



*** 
On the morning I turned sixteen, I woke to voices, my dad’s in particular since 

it was raised, and two softer feminine voices that were out of place. So, I hauled 
my rear out of bed and descended the stairs to see what the heck was going on this 
early. Upon reaching the kitchen I saw my father, dressed in his work uniform, and 
two older women. Two strange older women I’d never seen before in my life.  

They were dressed exactly alike except one lady wore a white long flowy dress 
and the other wore gray. Their features looked exactly alike too, pale with lines that 
stretched from their eyes and mouths like they had either lived a life full of 
laughter or one of pain. They must be sisters or maybe twins, but their hair was 
different colors. Both had hair styles that resembled one of those sixty’s beehives, 
but they had weathered a tornado or their hair was a nest for some birds. The lady 
wearing gray had white hair without a hint of what color it once was, and the one 
who wore white had faded black with streaks of silver that reminded me of a storm 
cloud.  

The ladies were seated at the kitchen table both faced my dad who stood in 
front of them bent at the waist. 

“I told you both that she wasn’t going…” my father barked, his face a mottled 
red and radiating tension.  

“Now Harold…” the darker haired one with thick streaks of silver started but 
the other, the one with hair the color of snow, cleared her throat and moved her 
eyes in my direction.  

As one, all three heads turned toward me and I froze. Whatever they were 
discussing was evidently put on hold with me in the room. My dad’s face instantly 
softened and he walked over and enveloped me in his arms.  

“Happy birthday, sweetheart,” he whispered in my hair and I instantly sank into 
his warmth. My dad always smelled like coffee and the aftershave he put on every 
morning. A smell I knew would remind of my childhood for the rest of my life. He 
held me longer than usual and the small comfort I had found started to ebb. Who 
were these women in our kitchen? 



As if they could read my mind, a throat cleared, and my father stepped back. 
The soft look was gone and a pained expression overtook his face.  

“These are your great aunts Agnes and Agatha.”  

“I’m Agnes.” The one with white hair cut in, lifting her hand with a graceful 
flourish before she placed it against her chest.  

“And I’m Agatha.” The other mimicked the motion as if they’d rehearsed it or 
had performed the gesture many times. Agnes’s lips quirked to one side and a 
peculiar gleam lit her eye as if she thought something was funny. The hair on the 
back of my neck rose and goosebumps prickled my skin. 

“I didn’t know Gram or Grandad had sisters.”  

My dad’s parents lived in Florida. We didn’t see them much but we talked to 
them on the phone and emailed them regularly.  

“No, sweetheart, these are your mother’s aunts… on the Clairmont side.” 

I froze. I’d never met anyone from my mother’s side of the family. Dad told me 
most of them had died or lived in Europe. These ladies weren’t dead and they 
definitely weren’t European. They had a genteel drawl to their words that spoke of 
the Southern United States. 

“I thought…” I swallowed and I knew that my eyes must look like they were 
about to pop out their sockets. 

“Yeah, well, the aunts haven’t traveled this far north since your mother’s 
funeral. We just kind of lost touch.” My father shot a sharp look to the two older 
ladies and I wondered what that was all about.  

“Why don’t you back upstairs and change while I fix you something for 
breakfast?”  



“Okay…” I said as I watched my father closely. His frame was stiff and his face 
was tight. Something was happening. He wasn’t happy these women, my aunts, 
were here. I had a feeling that whatever they had been discussing before was going 
to be picked up again right after I left. 

I backed out of the kitchen and made my way to the foot of the stairs trying to 
make as much noise as possible as I ran up the stairs. When I thought they had 
given me enough time to make it to my room, I crept back down slowly, quietly, 
and crouched down in the hallway outside of the kitchen.  

“Sabine would want this…” said Agnes or Agatha, I couldn’t tell which by 
voice alone.  

“She has a life here. A normal life. One where she goes to a regular school with 
regular friends. Hell, she was on the student council and cheerleading squad last 
year. My wife didn’t want that life for her. That’s why she left Louisiana.” 

“If she doesn’t leave with us in two weeks time, you’ll be putting her in 
danger.” This time her voice held a sense of urgency, bordering on panic. 

Danger? How was I in danger? A sudden weight hit my chest, robbing me of 
breath when the first part of her words registered. They wanted me to leave with 
them- to leave my home, my family, and everything behind. They were strangers to 
me. How could they expect that? What kind of danger could I possibly be in?  

“I can protect my daughter, but if it makes you both feel better you can work 
whatever hocus pocus voodoo ritual you need to assure yourselves before you 
leave.” 

“That’s not going to be enough! She is the last of the Clairmont line. She comes 
from a powerful legacy and if she’s not protected they will come for her.” Her 
voice was agitated and my heartbeat sped up. Who would come for me? 



“Agatha…” 

“Do you want your daughter to die?” Agnes or maybe it was Agatha, but I had a 
feeling it was Agnes said in a voice that was way too calm to be talking about the 
potential death of another person. I couldn’t help the gasp that escaped. 

“Of course not!” My dad shouted.  

“Child, why don’t you come into the kitchen.” The voice that I thought 
belonged to Agnes called. I froze, not sure if I should pretend I wasn’t out here 
listening, or if I should do as she asked. 

“Belle?” My father’s tired voice called and I knew that I wouldn’t be able to 
hide any longer. If I moved back towards the stairs they would hear me and if I 
didn’t my dad would probably walk in here and find me.  

I let out a sigh and walked into the kitchen still wearing my pajamas. My dad 
was still where I left him except his hair was sticking up every which way like he’d 
been running his hands through it repeatedly. He turned his head to the side and 
just stared at me for a long time. He sighed and the energy seemed to drain from 
him in that moment. His head dropped and his shoulders slumped. I glanced over 
at the aunts and they both were seated like before: shoulders back, chins high, and 
with their hands folded delicately in their laps. If I could see their feet, I’d bet 
they’d be crossed at the ankles and tucked under the chair like Julie Andrews in the 
Princess Diaries.  

My father raised his eyes to me and said, “Belle, I have some news…” 
*** 

Now, it was time to go. My dad and I had to meet Agnes and Agatha at Knox 
County so I could fly with them to their home in Louisiana. Pain flared in my chest 
when I thought about how my dad was just letting me go with them.  

I watched my feet as I made my way back toward the truck. Halfway there, I 
almost stepped on the whitest most pristine looking feather I had ever seen. It was 



just laying there in the gritty brown sand. I picked it up and held it in the palm my 
hand. It should’ve been wet and dirty so close to the shore.  

I licked my lips with cautious hope that maybe this was a sign. Maybe leaving 
wouldn’t be as bad as I thought it would be? But before that feeling could take 
root, the feather began to darken, like someone was dropping black ink all over it. 
Saturating the white with a black so dark it gleamed almost blue. Then before my 
eyes, the end started to smolder. The glowing embers moved rapidly up the feather 
leaving nothing but ash in its wake. Then the ashes blew out of my hand and 
disappeared into the wind.  

Stay tuned… Chapter Two will be in May’s Newsletter.1
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