Prologue

--Tell us abuela, tell us again the story of your great great grandmother, of how she became a bruja.

The children were gathered round the fireplace, where the flames roared against the cold outside, each clutching a cup of chocolate, except for little Estrellita, who actually preferred the camomila her abuela gave her to calm her when she got too excited.

Winter had come early to the mountains this year. For the whole month of October the aspens had still been crowned with leaves, golden in the autumn sun. Now, on All Souls Day, two feet of snow lay on the ground, and more was falling as the wind roared outside. The old woman was unsure that her three daughters and their husbands would make it back from Los Alamos, where they were working, in time for dinner tomorrow. 

The old woman smiled slyly at her charges and pretended to go about her chores. She never missed a chance to tell this story, but protesting a bit was part of the effect...

Finally, after checking her cauldron of chile colorado one more time, she settled into her chair near the fire and said. 

--Very well, very well, I will tell you. But you must promise me that you will never ever tell anyone ... and especially not Padre Augustín.

--We promise, we promise, abuela. The children answered, each shouting over the other in what had become an annual ritual affirmation of their bond with their grandmother.

--My story begins a long, long time ago, far over the ocean ...

--That's not how it goes abuela, Estrellita chided her grandmother, speaking with the authority which only small children command. The story begins in Mexico in the mountains, where your great grandma was a nun, and she was naughty and got kicked out of the convent and had to come here, to La Esperanza to get away, and she rode all the way on a little burrito which the Mother Superior gave her because she felt bad for kicking her out!”

--Shut up, Estrellita, she promised this time she would tell us the whole story, which you are still too young to understand! Carlos was impatient with his little cousin who, looking a bit sullen, crawled up into her grandmother's lap and began to nod off to sleep, the camomila finally taking effect. 

Smiling, the old woman adjusted her shawl, and then continued. 
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