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[bookmark: _GoBack]The churning belly of the ocean rises and falls with violent retching, hurling its contents up from the deep. The stench of bile a from stomachs of the wretched around is stale and Wrotten. Fresh waves reviving the old as they mix in rancid pools on the salty under belly of the ship. Tituba lay naked and cold on her splintered wooden bench, her small body Boney bruised and shivering. Tired from retching now with no tears left, eyes tightly closed to block out the vision of all the other naked bodies, stacked and chained on rigid wooden shelves. In her mind she thought of being in her mother's arms, The soft voice of mother singing to her under hazy moon light. The words melodically telling of the mother moon watching over all of her perfect daughters, the waves providing nourishment and the land abundantly fruiting. As the ship rises and falls the little girls struggles to lay still, her tiny body being tossed across her shelf but held fast with iron shackles tearing her skin. The steaks of moon light that break into vessel through the bars above offering no hazy comfort, only glimpses of horror and the ocean no longer the ever-loving provider but the cold, rough enabler of her kidnap. 
1692 and years have passed, pain from those shackles faded away but scars still visible on her long slender legs, a young woman now numb to the torture she endured, finds her joy in small things. Relieved to be on dry land after the latest voyage with her master and his family landing them on the shores of Salem. The crossings and never been kind to her, the smell of brine and the churning of the waves serving only as a reminded to those long cold days and nights after she was first taken.  But the children brought her joy, occasionally making her feel young and offering glimpses of her own childhood. When Mr and Mrs Paris where not around, the house could breathe out and the girls would come to the kitchen to chat and play. Tituba's husband John Indian would sometimes come in from the land and sit at the table for a bowl of soup, and there was the resemblance of a life.
On one such afternoon the girls were laughing in the kitchen and sun was shining in through the window, and Tituba felt at ease enough to play a game with them. She told them she knew a way to divine their futures... that her mother had told her a trick that would let them know what kind of husbands they would have, tall or short? Dark or fair? Rich or poor? the girls giggled in delight and Tituba told them to fetch and egg from the hens. As the girls took turns cracking their eggs into glasses of water and watching in sink down, mixing and changing they imagined the shapes to take forms. A tall man? A big house? A coffin? Alas this game did not go far as the sound of Reverend Paris approached, and the girls ran up the stairs to avoid a scolding for being in the kitchen or for befriending the slave. And Tituba quickly disposed of the eggs so as not to be beaten for practicing magic and corrupting the children. 
Tituba was eternally terrified of her master who ruled the house with a stern orthodox hand and attempted to rule the parish in the same way. His harsh sermons and the devotion he required has been causing ripples of displeasure throughout Salem village since their arrival and the Paris household no longer received the support of the parish, contract disputes had been causing Paris’s bad moods to flair for some time and he was often at court fighting over land and pay. The firewood that was once delivered by the villagers seized to appear and Tituba struggled to obtain quality grain and fresh produce to prepare for the family. The reverends wife was usually sick in bed but his daughter Elisabeth and her cousin Abbigail where lively and fun and this offered some small comfort to Tituba. 
She was restless, people did not like Paris, wherever they went things went sour... She could tell he was angry when she heard the door slam, and she went to him to take his coat and offer him a drink, but he was not appeased. “Why is the house so cold, have you kept the fires in?” he scolded her, “fetch supper, I have to go and talk with the sheriff this evening.”  Tituba stoked the fires and called the girls down for supper, serving corn and ham with rye bread and cheese. The girls ate quietly so as not cause reason for a telling off and Paris soon finished his food and left them to it. Elisabeth’s mind was drifting to the game of the afternoon, and she soon started to chide abbey, telling her there was a coffin in her glass, and that she would probably die before she was married. Abby quickly retorted with “well you probably won't marry at all because your mean”! she soon regretted her comment because Elisabeth could be cruel sometimes and was often reminding abbey that she only lived in the Paris household out of charity, because her parents where dead. Elisabeth felt like she held superiority in the house when her father was out, as mother was rarely out of her sick bed and that left her to boss the slaves and her younger cousin at will... she also kind of enjoyed telling tales on them and getting them in trouble with her father. 
Tituba recognised this mean streak in Elisabeth but found it difficult to blame her, she had watched her grow and tended her since birth. She understood where her anger stemmed from and only hoped that she would grow into a more gracious woman. She hushed the girls and sent them to bath and to get ready for bed whilst she set herself to grinding rye grain to make pancakes for the morning. The grain was of inadequate quality and the cold harsh winter was doubling the workload of her and husband john Indian. He was often out collecting and chopping wood to keep the house warm since Paris had started feuding with the villagers and Tituba worried about his long days out in the cold. She dreamt of one day having her own baby and a small home with john where they could manifest a loving environment, but she held no hope for that. 
When eventually her days work was done, and she prepared herself for bed she heard Elisabeth crying out and went up to find both girls burning up with fever. Tituba sat and nursed them all night, but when day broke, they were no better. As the days passed instead of recovering the girls became hysterical, delirious, screaming, contorting, and barking, they uttered nonsenses words and cried that they were being pinched. When Paris called for the DR he was horrified to find the two little girls hiding under their beds writing and screeching, the DR’s diagnosis was clear, the girls where suffering from witchcraft. They had been possessed by demons and where most likely being tortured from afar by a local witch. Paris was horrified at this awful diagnosis and made it his priority to find the evil culprits. He preached sermons informing the villagers that their village is infested with evil, and that they must find the witches and put a stop to it, he trusted nobody, and everybody was a suspect. 
Tituba was terrified, she knew that only bad would come from this, as she had seen Paris order slaves on his old sugar plantation to be tortured and burned when accused of witchcraft. Not only that but she had seen the afflicted girls and was convinced possession must be to blame. She confided her fears to John Indian, and he suggested they prepare a witch cake. first, they must make a cake of rye, steep in urine of the afflicted and feed it to an animal. The animal should then lead them to the witch. Reluctant but feeling without hope, Tituba and john prepared the cake and fed it to a stray dog in the street. After eating the cake, the dog walked around for a while and then lay down for a sleep. However, these actions had been observed by young Elisabeth and she reported to her father that Tituba was in fact a witch and she had witnessed her casting spells, she also said that whilst she was afflicted a devil had come to her dreams and told her that Tituba and two other women in the village that she had seen walking in the woods with Tituba where responsible for the Witcraft that possessed her and her cousin. 
Upon hearing this accusation Rev Paris came down to the kitchen in search of Tituba to find three of the village girls sitting at the table eating Tituba's pancakes. They had come by to check on the afflicted girls and stayed to eat. Paris sent them home and broke hells fire at Tituba, he grabbed her by her hair and dragged her to the floor where he shouted to her that he knows she works for the devil, there is no escaping her demise and that if she does not confess her guilt then he will make her, and her husband suffer. Not only that but the girls will not be released from there torture until justice has been served. Tituba was delivered to the jail where she awaited her trial. The following day Paris visited her to tell her that three more girls from the village where now afflicted, the same three she had sitting around the table the morning before. 
Tituba was once again shackled, cold and alone. She believed her actions with the egg magic and the witch's cake must have triggered some possession, not only that but the other two women she had laughed with in the woods whilst out collecting kindling must also be witches and between them, they had manifested evil. When Tituba was put on trial she confessed to witchcraft, believing she was to blame and in an effort to protect her john and to lift the curse from the girls of the village. 
Tituba and the other three women were hung as witches... as Tituba hung, she prayed for the evil to leave Salem and to be reunited with her mother. The afflicted girls slowly made a full recovery but that was not the end of the story. The Salem witch trials where just beginning, the village still struggled with their crops that year and people continued to eat the rye that was infected with ergot fungus, the smaller weaker members continued to become possessed with witchcraft and have visions on demons. And the jails slowly filled with more and more witches young and old. And the sheriff and his accomplices got richer and richer as witches refused to confess and died... thus giving their lands to the state. 
It just goes to show, even poisoned children can turn into an opportunity if you look at it from the right angle.



 
