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WarniNg!
According to Rule 1, section BOO!, paragraph yada yada  of the 

Publisher’s Guide to Scaring Children, I must warn you that the follow-

ing story contains  skin-  crawling creatures and scary moments that 

would terrify even the bravest of souls.

What kind of scary things, you ask? Do you really want to know?

Oh, you do? Well, okay, then. (Pretty nosy if you ask me . . .)

We’re talking blood, guts, homework, snotty tissues, kidnapping, 

broccoli, lightning, annoying siblings, a vat of goo, some dog poo (and 

the occasional rhyme from time to time), a history lesson, detention, 

stinky cheese, super long needles, and maybe worst of all . . . even 

more broccoli. Ewww.

Readers of this story may experience the following symptoms: 

being woken up in the middle of the night in a cold sweat, taco 

cravings, restless brain syndrome, suspicion of science teachers, 

 need-to- read-  under-a- blanket-  itis, the sudden urge to hug your sib-

lings, and the uncontrollable desire to keep turning the page.
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It’s probably best to put this book down and walk away. Pretend 

you never opened it and move on with your young, impression-

able life.

However, if you think you’re super, duper brave and want to con-

tinue, you’re doing so at your own risk.
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Wow, you think you’re pretty tough, huh?

Impressive.

Fine, go ahead and read. Just don’t say you weren’t warned.

C473442_Text_v1.indd   4C473442_Text_v1.indd   4 11/3/22   8:27 PM11/3/22   8:27 PM



5

1
To begin our story, we need to travel back to over three hundred years 

ago. In the dark ages before indoor toilets and the internet. (Hey, you 

were warned things were going to get scary!)

In a time of witches. Yes, witches, as in  rides-  broomsticks-  and- 

 casts-  spells witches. Now, not all had hairy moles on their cheeks, 

but since there was no running water, a lot of them smelled. But 

so did everybody else. Pretty much everything and everyone stank 

back then.

Okay, back to the witches.

Many had lived a quiet life until the Salem witch trials.

WARNING: HISTORY LESSON AHEAD! The following paragraph 

contains historical elements that may be considered “learning,” but 

don’t worry, this will be the last time it happens.

The Salem witch trials took place during the late 1600s in 

Massachusetts. Over two hundred people, mostly women, were 

accused of witchcraft or being possessed by the devil. It’s also 
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important to remember that back then, a woman who could read or 

solve equations was considered the devil’s work. A woman who can 

do math in the 1600s? She must be a witch! Burn her! Anyhoo, hearings 

took place and nineteen people were executed by hanging.

Learning over. Phew!

Many witches fled Salem during this time, including Ann Wilder. 

Ann ended up in the small town of Cauldron’s Cove. Because let’s 

be real, if you name a town Cauldron’s Cove, you’re just asking for 

witches to flock there. It’s like calling a town  Bloodadelphia and not 

expecting vampires to move in. Because yes, vampires are also real, 

but that’s a story for another time.

The townsfolk in Cauldron’s Cove didn’t trust this  ginger-  haired 

newcomer. Never trust a  ginger—  and I should know; I am one. One 

dark and stormy evening, a thunderstorm ravaged the town. A bolt 

of lightning caused the church to burn down. Without any proof, 

the town decided it was Ann’s fault. The next night, the townspeople 

burned down Ann’s house before burning her at the stake.

What a time to be alive, huh? Yikes!

As Ann was dragged up to the fiery pit, she screamed out to the 

crowd, “You hath underestimated my powers! Never underestimate 

a woman!” Then, with her final breath, Ann placed a curse upon 

the town.
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Ann promised to release a series of creatures to terrorize the chil-

dren and grandchildren of the townspeople. Because sometimes 

children have to pay for their parents’ sins. And what would be more 

torturous for those responsible for her death than watching their chil-

dren and grandchildren suffer?

But see, Ann really was bad at math. When you think about it, 

wouldn’t you be, too? Remember, these were ye olden times when 

doing a little addition could make someone scream, She’s a witch! 

So you couldn’t blame a girl for not wanting to do her multiplica-

tion tables. (Although I highly recommend that you do not use the 

but-I-didn’t- want-  you-to-think-I-was-a-witch excuse for skipping 

your math homework. Believe me, I’ve tried, and it does not work.)

So yeah, Ann made a teeny-tiny error in her curse that caused it to 

be dormant for many, many years.

 Three hundred and  thirty-  one years to be exact.

So instead of cursing the children and grandchildren of Ann’s mur-

derers, it’s the great-great-great-great-great-great-great-great—  takes 

a deep  breath—  great-great-grandchildren she cursed.

And now the time has come for Ann’s monsters to be unleashed 

upon the unsuspecting children of Cauldron’s Cove.
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