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Dedicated to the cultivators of peace and to those who sow and nourishes empathy.

Mr. Ormine Thompson was born in Western Jamaica and has worked as a police officer, in public relations, and as a lyricist and music producer before migrating to the USA to further his writing. He’s the father of one daughter, four sons, and grandfather of six. He presently resides in North Carolina.

In addition to writing, his hobbies include reading, listening to music, watching TV and movies, and taking long walks.

Evil never leaves. It is and ever was

The craft of those who spilled blood.

It may very well copy from creation

While masquerading in the light

To hide the darkness within us.


-Ormine Thompson
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In 1834, the October rains came a month early in Western Jamaica, and the welcome precipitation made the countryside lush by the second week of September. A two-thousand-year-old demon disguised as a fifty-year-old man trudged leisurely through a guinea grass field in a valley; his locks were white like egrets’ feathers, and his skin black as burnt coal. A leather string tied his calico britches, wet from morning dew around his slender waist, and the ends hung down to his knees.

The sun climbed above the eastern hills behind him, and two thin, horizontal, spear-shaped, gray clouds marched across the crimson sky in attack mode.

Flocks of mosquitoes and flies followed a yard above his head, but none attacked, as if he had an invisible shield of protection around him.

He jumped a creek, exhibited a nimbleness well below his age, and trudged through a marigold field on the other side of the gutter. A cave mouth yawned at him a hundred yards ahead in the hillside as yellow butterflies, dragonflies and honeybees cleared a path in front of his lanky frame.

Smoke rose five hundred yards to his left from the first few huts of a new village. He had instructed the formerly-enslaved people to name the place Moreland Hill, after the she-demon’s plantation where they had slaved upon. Dense bushes and low trees hid the huts from the valley.

England had abolished slavery over a month back, and some former slaves had hacked through the wilderness, staking their claims on small plots.

The old man sat on a rock a few yards inside the cavern as the first sunray muscled through tree branches and danced on the dull front walls. The cavernous darkness stood like a foreboding barrier behind him.

He had protected the slaves belonging to the Ashanti out of Western Africa from the she-demon’s abuses for two hundred years on the Moreland Hill plantation. Although he couldn’t free them outright, he had made sure their lives were comfortable in his unique way.

His ebony eyes gleamed golden flames from a pang of regret, but his leathery face remained impassive. The abolishment of slavery had nullified the pact between himself and the she-demon.

He transported Kabba, the old bookkeeper prince from Jamaica, back to Africa and reinstalled him in his house in a few days. He had not gone back to Africa for two hundred years himself but, before he left, he had to protect his beloved Ashanti’s new village against the planters and the powers of the day. The deal between him and the demon plantation owner Tilly Whitelock did not include an indentured period for his people—they were through fucking slaving.

The old man sighed as he jumped off the rock like a young man in his prime vigor, and flames danced in his eyes. The sounds of bass drums reverberated from the holes and crevices in the cave, to which the old man danced. The pounding sounds followed his stomping feet as his arms reached out and his fingers twirled the air. As his body twisted in a mystical dance like a serpent on its tail mocking time something stirred.

The infectious occult rhythm captured his being, and he hummed in a deep bass voice. The air vibrated, as loosened rocks ascended and danced around him.

A fissure opened six yards from his twining fingers and expanded into a churning black hole, deep as time. Demonic howls echoed like a thunderous force from the maw of the abyss. The old man pulled, twisted and danced until a black, four-footed animal sprang from the pit. It dropped on its feet, scampered into the dark recess and flaming red lights illuminated the cave’s walls from the beast’s eyes. A large chain, six feet in length, levitated into the old man’s hand. His long talon fingers zapped it, and consuming flames ran along the chain-like an animated entity. The flaming six-yard metal zipped from his hand and wrapped itself around the animal’s neck in the dark.

“Rolling Calf, I command you to protect Moreland Hill until the end of time from man, demons and beasts.”

The Rolling Calf spoke telepathically from the dark, “Free me, free me. Return me to my status as a boy.”

“I cannot undo what a powerful dimension god as Kaang did,” the old man replied.

“Who are you, and what can you do?” the beast questioned.

“I am Sanga, and I have stolen you from Kaang’s foul dimension,” he answered.

“You could learn from me. I came from the first tribe, eons before the gods and Kaang came.”

“Beast, they created me before time began,” the old man asserted.

The chain rattled for an answer in the crimson crevice as if the calf acknowledged the man’s dominance over it.
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In the 1970s, the Cuban secret police the DGI inserted an intelligence officer under cover as a medical doctor named Garcia Santiago, in Jamaica. The Jamaican Health Ministry assigned him to the Savanna La Mar Hospital. Aside from his medical duties, he supervised thirty Brigadistas: Jamaicans sent on training missions to Cuba by the government of the day. The Opposition claimed they were terrorists trained to inflict mayhem on the Jamaican people. Garcia, a Black man, had fit in perfectly in western Jamaican nooks and lawless crannies, picking up tidbits.

He hailed from a large Santeria family in Cuba, and did not find Tilly Whitelock’s gold legend as far-fetched as many people did when told. When the government changed in 1980, the new regime gave the Cubans forty-eight hours to leave Jamaica. However, Garcia landed in Miami on a bogus Jamaican passport and visa a day after the elections.

Garcia found he could not practice medicine in America and struggled in Miami doing odd jobs. As bad juju would have it, he met Ten-Cent a stocky Jamaican small-time hustler touching thirty in a Caribbean restaurant on 3rd Street and North Miami Avenue in downtown Miami in 1986, and they became friends. When Ten-Cent mentioned Moreland Hill, Garcia quizzed him about Tilly’s gold and asked if he believed the story. Ten-Cent told him yes, like everyone else in Moreland Hill. Tilly Whitelock was not a legend, but a fact he grew up believing in until the story grew into the fibers of his being. Although he couldn’t take anyone to the exact spot where Tilly buried her treasure, he could guide them to the general area.

“It’s over there under those towering trees, people usually said.”

Thousands of large trees were in the area they pointed, though. Garcia informed him he had an interest in exploring the story, but they had taken no further action.

[image: TheLegend_75]

Many people claimed it happened in 1987, but folks around Miami Gardens placed it as late as the summer of 1990. Although stretched, punched and punctured, the story evolved into an urban legend in Miami’s Jamaican community anyway.

Ten-Cent had robbed a DEA agent as the story went. Folks said it happened in the 183rd Street Flea Market in Miami Gardens. He took the agent’s briefcase containing thirty thousand US dollars, his gun, and badge in minutes. The details remained foggy, but the agent had marked Ten-Cent on the Miami docks for a sting operation several weeks earlier. Karma labeled it a case of bad intentions and deceit from birth. The agent had Ten-Cent as a quick ten years of Federal time on his resume, and Ten-Cent fingered him as a Federal Agent he would offer to sell two keys of coke and robbed instead. If the DEA had read the FBI dossier on Jamaican criminals at the time, the operation would have gone in a different direction.

It played out amid a hundred people in the Flea Market’s aisle. The two men walked side by side at 12:08 p.m. Ten-Cent intentionally missed a step, placing the agent a foot ahead, and delivered a hammer fist to the agent’s neck, flooring him. He sprinted through a rear exit, lugging the agent’s briefcase to his car parked on NW 179 Street. He drove to MIA, purchased a one-way ticket and by 4:00 p.m., he landed at the Sangster’s International Airport in Montego Bay, on his way to Negril.

It hadn’t taken Ten-Cent but three months to blow through the government’s $30,000 partying in Negril. Desperation soon dogged him to a point where he would try anything except return to America so early. One evening, while searching for a-hustle in the local bar, he overheard a loud conversation between two elderly drunks about Tilly Whitelock and her gold.

Garcia’s old scheme popped in his head. He ran to the payphone on the wall and poured in coins like water going into a sinkhole.

Weeks after, six men barged through the Moreland Hill bushes, hacking a path as noisy as a parade of wild elephants. Ten-Cent led the pack, cutting and slashing. Garcia led Jose, a Santeria priest; Toussaint and Loubens, voodoo masters from Haiti, followed.

Brother Teekus, a Jamaican Obeah Man extraordinaire, brought up the rear. The men carried heavy backpacks, and occult oils stained the air. The mid-afternoon sun rays speared through the leaves and branches of the tall trees like solid golden beams. Birds’ songs came from everywhere, and a flock of chattering parakeets flew madly away from above the men’s heads. After some time, Ten-Cent sat on a dead tree trunk and mopped his face while the men wet their parched throats from water bottles.

“Are we going in circles?” Jose asked.

“No, we are searching for a pile of animal bones,” Garcia replied.

Loubens and Teekus felt the crunching of bones under their boots in the robust underbrush minutes later. They stopped and made hands signaled. Loubens pointed in a circle, placed a finger to his lips and lifted his foot to backtrack. Within seconds, supernatural machetes blurred and hacked Loubens’ body in two halves. The four other men glimpsed forty ghostly machetes descended on Teekus and made mincemeat of him. They shouted and bolted in different directions, as elongated ethereal blades slashed. The supernatural machetes sliced through small trees and bodies in a fast second before a deadly silence reigned over the windless woods. A woodpecker subsequently nailed a tree as if it drove the nails into another expedition for Tilly Whitelock’s gold.
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Tilta Brown one of the most wanted men in Western Jamaica, drove a new BMW X6 along a muddy, potholed, dirt road between rusty zinc fences and the powerful headlight beams cut the darkness illuminating stark indigence.

Chasing dogs uttered a cacophonous chorus even before the vehicle’s horn honked three times. It pulled under a sizable guinep tree and cut the lights. Two men melted from the shadows as the driver flew his door and illuminated a six-yard patch of light.

“What a gwan, Tilta Brown?” Bukky asked as he slinked from the darkness.

Tilta Brown, a light-skinned baby-faced youth, stepped from the car, flexing his twenty-two-year-old muscles. He had tucked his dreads under a black wool hat, and his tight black T-shirt pushed into his black jeans, showing every iron-hard muscle in his upper body.

He lit a joint, sucked and blew smoke in the night’s face.

“Mi have a work.”

“De car ready fe roll,” Bukky said.

“Mek mi seet,” Tilta Brown said.

Feather Pee exited the car, also wearing full black. He was a tall, lanky youth, and he wore a perpetual poisonous smile on his lips. A scar ran from his left ear to his nostril and made him seemed older than his twenty-five years.

Bukky was thirty-five, sported a chunky body and strong working arms, but the two younger men were taller than him. He led Tilta Brown, Feather Pee and his sidekick Big Lion, a massive late-teens youth wearing lion’s mane dreads, through a zinc gate.

Tilta Brown turned at the gate, beckoned, and Lisa, twenty-one, stepped from the front passenger’s seat. She wore a short, black evening dress, fighting to cover her essentials.

The men stood under a tarpaulin-covered shed around an early model car, painted muddy gray and throttling low and sweet. Lisa sat on a verandah facing the men.

“Where’s the food?” Bukky asked.

“Moreland Hill, mi a tun over Sammy Fray’s place tonight,” Tilta Brown said.

“Yu boodclaat crazy, Tilta Brown? The supernatural protected Moreland Hill from its creation,” Bukky replied.

“I’m protected by the best Haitian voodoo masters and Jamaican Obeah Men,” Tilta Brown pressed.

He held up his left hand, showing off each finger clad in two rainbow-colored ring stones.

“Yu a ride or wat, dog?” Tilta Brown continued.

“No, Iyah, mi and Big Lion a sit out dis one. We’re not protected,” Bukky announced.

“A more food for Feather and me then,” Tilta Brown remarked.

Feather Pee slapped Tilta Brown’s hand.

“Lisa, hold tight till we forward.”

“Left the key in case we have to move de Beemer, Tilta” Bukky said.

“I never remove the keys.”

Tilta Brown bent for a kiss, and Lisa kissed him.

Her eyes might as well have flashed dollar signs in the dark.

Sammy Fray’s Place boasted quaint thatched-hut gazebos scattered in front of the main building perched on a rock above the sea. The crashes of light waves attacking the cliff added to the night’s ambiance. His jubilant patrons were a mix of locals and tourists on shellfish night and the waitstaff ran back and forth, serving crabs, lobster, conch, crayfish, shrimps and cockle treats. Tour buses and other vehicles lined the narrow road.

Tilta Brown drove by, searching for a parking spot.

“I haven’t seen a single security guard,” Feather Pee said.

“Dem nuh have no security,” Tilta Brown uttered.

“What a piece of cake.”

Tilta parked under a tree two hundred yards up the street in the darkness. The men tucked handguns in their waistbands, took two AR-15s from a bag on the backseat and selected rounds in the chambers.

“Maybe we should do a walk-through, Feather,” Tilta Brown said.

“Yeah, it couldn’t hurt.” They returned the rifles to the bag and toted it between them.

The animal stalking Tilta Brown and Feather Pee could pass for a big, black dog in the dark. Its head hung low as it followed the men ten yards back on the Moreland Hill main road. The men stopped and watched a 2020 Grammy Winners’ acceptance speech on a fifty-inch TV through an open front door. The animal had maneuvered around the light shaft and reappeared in the next shadow, three feet taller.

Tilta Brown’s right hand subconsciously touched the Glock in his waistband. His left hand carried one bag strap containing the two AR-15s between him and Feather Pee. He stopped suddenly, and the bag dropped from Feather Pee’s hand to the ground.

“What, did you hear something?” Feather Pee asked.

“More like I felt something crawling up my spine.”

“Bukky’s Duppy stories get to yu, mon,” Feather Pee teased.

Tilta Brown sneered at him.

“What do they say? Moreland Hill protected its own, nuh? I’m killing five local and five tourists tonight to prove them wrong,” Tilta Brown said.

“Yeah, show them who’s top shotta and who ran Westmorland.”

They peeked into the dark, picked the bag up and hurried away.

The animal had grown as large as a nine-month-old calf, but broader.

Flames ignited around its head, as a door slammed shut on the left and got the men’s attention. Chain-links rattled in the dark behind them, and it was as loud as a ringing bell. The lights in the houses along the street went dark. The beast lit a six-yard-wide hellfire from the rusty chain around its neck and leaped on the men. The rotating flames illuminated two shiny vertical horns above blood-red eyes and a third polished horn on its snout above an extra ocean-color eye. Its dark face resembled a mix between a bulldog from Hell and an angry unknown demonic creature from the same neighborhood.

Both Tilta Brown and Feather Pee’s mouths opened wide, but neither their shouts nor yells escaped as the creature burned them to dust. The flaring fire subdued back to black night. It left nothing where the men had stood. A fireball spun fifty yards down the road, and Moreland Hill’s country ambiance reclaimed the night.

[image: TheLegend_75]

Meanwhile, Bukky gave Lisa a beer in his living room. His eyes had a mischievous glint as he guzzled a Guinness. Big Lion rolled a joint two yards from a monster TV playing music videos on the wall as Lisa returned to the couch, sipping her beer and two pair of eyes helped her cover herself in her mini dress. Bukky managed to see around curves as his invading eyes dug under her skimpy dress. Thick tension hung in the room and curled like an invisible fog between Big Lion and Bukky, but Lisa had not noticed it. The men had grown up in Moreland Hill’s vicinity and had the district’s reputation locked in their DNA. Based on their job descriptions, a working visit to Moreland Hill was off the table for them. Tilta Brown and Feather Pee weren’t coming back. Lisa and the BMW hung in the air like suffocating objects, as Lisa’s restless eyes strayed to the clock on the wall.
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Ten minutes after Tilta Brown and Feather Pee died, a restless Lisa stretched her tightened muscles and sighed. Impatience and alcohol mixed a nice anxiety punch and wound her tight.

“My girl, they’re not coming back,” Bukky said.

“What do you mean? Tilta Brown is the toughest shotta alive.”

“He’s not alive anymore,” Big Lion said.

A troubled Lisa glanced at both men; her eyes conveyed a flash of anxiety and anger.

“What’s in Moreland Hill?” Lisa asked.

“Good and evil, supernatural protection.”

“The only thing left is de sharing of de spoils,” Bukky said.

Fear clouded Lisa’s brow. Fuck, Tilta Brown could be dead. Otherwise, these men wouldn’t dare disrespect me. I dropped out of school for him, and my actions had left me dead to my parents. I cannot go back to ‘ordinary, broke, dropped-out-of-college’ Lisa.

Bukky stared at Lisa and back at Big Lion.

“Girl, as fine as yu is, I’m holding the BMW,” Bukky said.

Lisa gawked in shock at Big Lion.

“If what you say is true, I’m with whoever gets the Beemer. I ride in class,” Lisa said.

Big Lion seethed. “You can’t hold everything, Bukky.”

“Mi holds de Beemer, and she wanna ride, nuh blame mi.”

“It nah go so,” Big Lion asserted.

“Wat yu mean, Lion?” his tone conveyed a sting.

“Si wat mi mean, yah, pussy.”

Big Lion fired a shot at Bukky and missed by inches. Bukky dove behind the couch and returned fire. Two guns echoed, and when the smoke cleared, three bloody bodies lay motionless on the floor.
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Two years ago, on a warm evening in Bath Mountain a sleepy little village in mountainous North Central Westmoreland. Gem a brilliant seven-year-old and her two older friends next door played Read the Verse. They had sat around Sister Gina’s dining table, and Gem read Matthew Chapter 19 fluently in a commanding voice. She finished the chapter and pushed the Bible across the table to Milda, two years older.

Milda fumbled her way through Matthew 20. She was a year older than her sister Pauline, who took the Bible and continued where Milda had stopped.

She, too, struggled to read the chapter. Sister Gina, the older girls’ mother, considered herself righteousness on high, took in the drama through her deceitful, envious forty-year-old eyes from the doorway.

She had every identifiable sacred Christian image jumbled on her living room walls and breakfront, as if she accounted for all the saints and angels in Heaven, in attendance admiring her.

She fumed and sweat under her high-collared long sleeves floral dress from her neck to her ankles.

“Milda and Pauline, you’ve chores to do. Gem, you can come back tomorrow.”

“Goodbye, Sister Gina. Goodbye, Milda and Pauline. See you at school tomorrow,” Gem announced.

“Goodbye, Gem.”

Sister Gina parted the curtain as Gem entered through her front door next door. Her envious eyes shone ill will, and she wheeled around to face her daughters, a slipper held high.

The girls cringed, and she clobbered them over their shoulders.

“Not a sound, do not make a sound.”

The girls covered their mouths, and Sister Gina hit them until her fury abated. The children buried their heads in their arms on the table, and their bodies jerked hard enough to dislodge organs inside of their bodies.

Sister Gina stood over them, puffing like a broken motor.

“How could Gem read more fluently than you? Her mother is not even a true Christian. Answer me.”

She expected no answers and had never sat her children down after school and helped them with their schoolwork. In her sphere of holiness, she commissioned God to cover her household.

The sobbing children had their heads hung in living fear as their stiffened shoulders braced for more beating. Sister Gina puffed away into her bedroom, dropped her backside on her bed and parted the curtain. She stared at Gem’s parents’ beautiful house next door, and envy twisted her face.

Monica raked leaves between the two houses and lifted her eyes as if she felt a presence. Sister Gina pulled away from the window, bit a knuckle and folded her arms.

“Monica dropped a hand on my girls. Her daughter cannot out-read my girls.”

Her chest puffed like a heifer ready to charge.

“She’s a sinful woman who grew up in an evil Pocomania church. She envied my girls and did evil things to them.”

She folded her arms, dropped them to akimbo in the exact second, and pouted her lips in Monica’s direction.

“I can play the game too. I hope you can manage return blows, Miss Pocomania.”
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The next morning dew wetted Sister Gina’s purple and yellow trumpet-flowers ankle-length dress tail on a well-beaten bushed lined foot track. Mist curled from the ravine on her right, although it was after 7:00 a.m. A spring ran under the greenery and a breadfruit tree, burdened under huge fruits, hung low over the path. The Blue Quit’s distinctive calls pulled her eyes into the ackee trees to her right. They’d always given her a thrill as a child, and she used to sit under fig trees to imitate their calls.

The steep track leveled out to a flat area, and zinc roofs shone through the trees in the morning sun. Occult oils and sulfur rode the wind, and Sister Gina rapid-fire sneezed as she got closer to the ranch-style board house painted gold, with decorated white shutters. Chicken wire fence surrounded the property and met at the high gate posts. A metal lift-up lock fastened the gate, and an ugly goat’s skull hung by its horns in the center of the arch.

As usual for evil clandestine shenanigans, the meeting between Sister Gina and the Obeah Man was informally warm. She appeared well-rehearsed and comfortable in her skin in the presence of the diminutive Necromancer. The man had squeezed past fifty years a long time ago and wore a Kangol hat pulled over a missing left ear.

He possessed a weather-beaten, old tobacco brown face, dark eyes and cunning lines around his mouth. Sister Gina relaxed by his side on the verandah on white plastic chairs.

“Sister Gina, when you’re a Christian, evil people take it as a habit to hurt you and your family,” The Obeah Man said.

“My girls were doing so well in school before she dropped a hand on them,” Sister Gina said.

“She’s new to your church, huh? The Obeah Man asked”

“Oh, yes sir. She grew up in in a Pocomania church.”

“Another evil nest right there, I tell you.”

Pots and pans banged in the kitchen; a strong coffee aroma activated Sister Gina’s taste buds, and she swallowed her saliva.

“Milli, bring us two cups of coffee, please,” he instructed.

Sister Gina swallowed her saliva again.

“She intended to blind your children, but your Christian faith saved them. Instead, she only stunted them,” The Obeah Man said.

Sister Gina’s bosom puffed up to explosion point, and her eyes narrowed into slits.

“I’ll lift the spell for twenty thousand dollars. For forty, I’ll return the blow. If you wanted to make it slow and painful, it would cost you fifty thousand dollars.”

“I’ll do the fifty, Sir.”

“Wise choice. Doctors will run them into the ground searching for a cure.”

Sister Gina nodded her head, and a faint smile danced across her lips. The Obeah Man knew her children needed self-confidence and tutoring. However, the woman she envied had done nothing but show love to her children, but people do not pay Obeah Men for advice. They pay to inflict pain.

Monica had borrowed her husband’s car to run an errand. On her way back, she and Gem sang along to Jah Bouks’ “Angola” on the radio.

“De music sweet, Gem.”

Gem giggled and played drums on the console.

Sister Gina had a rough day on her journey back home from the Obeah Man’s place. Rain drenched the countryside for two hours, and her minibus had a fender bender. After waiting another two hours for a bus at Locus Tree, she hit the road, hefting two shopping bags.

By the time she reached Red Pond, her shoes had soaked to the soles and long evening shadows Criss-crossed the potholed road when she heard the vehicle approaching.

“Thank you, Lord,” she mumbled.

The car came around the corner.

“Mamma, don’t drive by Sister Gina,” Gem remarked.

Monica cut the radio as she pulled up.

“Sister Gina, you’re wet,” Monica said.

“Wet and tired, my dear,” Gina replied.

“If it wasn’t for Gem. I’d have passed you by, Sister Gina.”

“She is a smart little girl. God bless you, my dear,” Gina commented.

“Thank you, Sister Gina.”

“She is a fluent reader, way above her age, Sister Gina said.”

“I try my best, ma’am,” Monica said.
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That night, Monica, gazed out of her daughter’s bedroom window on the warm, moonlit night. A gentle wind distributed sweet night jasmine fragrances, and she filled her lungs before closing the window and blinds. Gem, her seven-year-old pride and joy, sat on the bed. Monica considered herself, her wonderful husband and gorgeous, intelligent daughter blessed. She beamed inside, and her inner joy flooded her face in a delightful smile. Monica hoped she could conceive after Gem’s birth. Her mom had six children, and her older sister had four, but why complain when she had more time to love Gem? She glanced through the door; Religion had its place, but she didn’t see it as something she should lose herself in when the world rotated on technology. Gem’s future lay in math, science and technology. If she hadn’t conceived again by age thirty, as she told Dave, she intended to adopt two orphans.

Monica tucked Gem into bed and propped a pillow under her head.

“When are we going riding again and playing some more reggae music, mommy?”

Monica whipped her head toward the open bedroom door.

“Shh, Gem. Beating reggae music in the car is a mother-and-daughter secret thingy.”

Gem giggled.

“Husband and father shouldn’t know everything.”

Gem nodded her head, excited to share a daughter and mother’s secret. Dave’s church banned secular music. Monica loved using heavy bass and drums to blow dust from the speakers behind Dave’s back.

“Please, read me something, mommy, but no fairy tales.”

“Wait.” Monica left and returned, carrying a magazine.

“The San People of Southern Africa carried the oldest human Y chromosome...” Monica paused: “The Y chromosome is present in males,” She clarified.

She resumed reading: “Mitochondrial DNA studies—”

“Mitochondrial came from women, right?” Gem asked.

Monica high-fived her.

Midnight found Gem sleeping on her side. A low-watt bulb burned in the lamp. In the form of a smoky-white circular fog, a ghost seeped under the window. It hovered no larger than a soccer ball over Gem’s head as she stirred and rolled on her back; her eyes fluttered in a dream. The apparition darted over her head, formed a full-moon-like face, glassy eyes and a clown’s smile. It lingered a foot over Gem’s face, compensating as her head turned in the restless dream. It made a rounded mouth, sucked in a mouthful of air, and blew back an icy blast into the child’s fluttering eyes. It watched for another second and darted back through the window.

The next morning aroma of frying plantains invaded Gem’s room. She woke up rubbing her eyes and stumbled from her bedroom. She picked up her dad’s dirty breakfast dishes off the dining table on her way to the kitchen. A frying pan sizzled on the stove as Monica stirred a saucepan. Gem rubbed an eye and placed the dishes on the counter.

“Mommy, my eyes hurt.”

“Remove your hand.”

Monica stooped and inspected Gem’s pinkish eyes.

“Oh, God, you’ve caught the pink eye, come.”

Monica led her into the bathroom.
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​Chapter 4
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Two arduous years had passed since Gem lost her sight from Obeah, and church elders including Sister Gina visited Monica’s home at 8:00 p.m. on Tuesday nights to pray for her. Monica had made plans for the Wednesday, but Dave announced he had a rare midweek day off from his job as an assistant loan manager at the bank, and she wavered.

Sister Gina had arrived earlier and gone into Gem’s room, not for Monica’s sake but for Dave’s the ardent Christian and member of her church. She clutched her life-size five feet tall cutout of Jesus affixed to an easel as if was the Holy Grail. Dave helped her place the tripod alongside Gem’s bed, decked in white for visitors. Gem sat on the edge, bubbly as usual, her legs hanging over the side.

The radiation-protective glasses a quack doctor prescribed for her sagged on her nine-year-old face and kept sliding. Dave stood tall and handsome until Gem’s illness sucked his spirit away. Hauled it over an ugly grave and buried it in a deep hole his thirty years spirit trying to climb from. He crossed himself in front of the image enthusiastically. He may have lost weight and physical strength, but never his faith.

Four church elders arrived, and Monica served them fresh carrot, ginger and beet juice, in the living room while they small talked. She served it cold from the refrigerator, with little ice for fear the ice may melt and steal the nutrients.

Monica wore the usual front for the elders. They’ve prayed over Gem on Tuesday nights for the past two years, and she was yet to see results.

Monica took the glasses to the kitchen, exhaled over the kitchen sink, and her hard, skeptical face dropped as if it burned through the civil mask she wore for visitors. A glance over her shoulder said she had enough. Dave’s day off or not. Tomorrow morning, she’s gonna do it her way, and any man standing in her way better be standing taller than a mountain, aho.
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It was two nights after the death of Tilta Brown and Feather Pee by the Rolling Calf and as Monica planned her clandestine trip in Bath Mountain for the next day. A blanket of low, dark clouds had ganged up on and hid the stars and the moon over the Moreland Hill’s woods. Their actions left the night and countryside dark— the only exception was an eerie wild intensity flame burning in a contained spot in a wooded valley. The surreal fire raged in a fifteen-yard circle as if it burned in a transparent sphere. The tongues of the flame leaped and clung to shrubberies, but didn’t scorch a leaf. Beyond the fire, the pitch-darkness stretched away as if the illumination had forbidden boundaries. A dark ridge outline rose tall, not far away.

Moreland Hill Village experienced victim and benefactor status of the supernatural from conception and mystical shenanigans had woven into everyday life for over a hundred and eighty years.

Its mantra remained from conception. “If you encountered the supernatural. Cut yu eyes, be on your way, and mind yu own business.”

Back in the old days, Moreland Hill’s denizens closed their doors, put out their lamps and if they slept, kept one eye open and an ear cocked on high alert. However, for its modern tech-savvy generation, it was different.

If they encountered the supernatural, they uploaded live feeds to social media on the spot. These were free souls, even during their physical enslavement.

They enjoyed occult protection up to this day from modern scourges, crimes in their ugly forms and evil trickeries from Hell or anywhere else.

Two women who were soon to play a significant role in Gem and Monica’s lives stood in the center of the mysterious flames, and the vividness obscured their features. Six yards in front of them, the forty callous slave-era ghosts in tattered clothes stood guard, shoulder to shoulder in a circle. The ghosts had their heads bowed akin to sleeping sentinels waiting for visitors to invade their space. They held wicked, curved machetes gleaming in their hands as if they’d sharpened them a minute back and had not used them yet. The women spoke in Twi for a minute and changed to English. One sounded much younger than the other.

“So, what is this, Amazon?” the older woman asked.

“A store as large as the world, grandma where people can buy anything from a ship to an old lady’s magic diary.”

The older woman unwrapped an old book from black and white dried goatskin. She flipped a few pages and closed the book.

“How do we get the diary in your world store?” the older woman asked.

“I’ll use a phone or a computer to open an account,” the younger woman said.

“Okay, use your phone.”

“It’s a piece of junk, grandma. It struggles to call someone two miles away.”

The ghosts wore war faces, bound by a spell over three hundred years old. The skeletal remains of people and animals littered the grounds around the ghosts’ feet. Decapitated heads, shoulders hacked away, a cow’s head split between the horns, torsos chopped in half, showed the cruel fate they’d met.

“If we do ugly acquired magic once, though, grandma and we could awaken Tilly Whitelock ourselves?”

“Once you go blood or black—”

“Grandmother, I’m a child.”

“Around me, you are, but rumors said, at school, you were a raging sixteen-year-old.”

The girl giggled, and the ghosts’ heads snapped upright. Fiery eyes searched their lanes as forty heads swiveled 360 degrees and locked on the burning sphere. The women were not in the least troubled by the ghosts, as the girl picked up a human rib bone.

“The ghosts scattered bones all over. I didn’t know they could kill outside the circle?” the young woman uttered.

Her fingers generated a white electric-like current, and it traversed the bone.

“A Cuban man’s bone,” she confirmed.

“Dear gunzey girl, when Cuban people rot in bushes, they also leave bones,” the elder said.

“But see here.”

“Place the book and list it as Sanga’s Diary on your Amazon wrapped in a magic marker. I want people who acquired their powers to recognize it.”

“I’ll borrow a phone and do it in the morning at school. I’m gonna need to snap a photo of it also.”

“Why do you need a phone to do something so simple?” the elder asked.

“I need a guidebook to tell me when to use my powers and when not to use them.”

The older woman headed out of the light into the dark woods.

Her granddaughter followed. The light faded, and total darkness covered the forest.

“Are you saying I am not a good grandmother?”

“Let’s walk through the logwood forest on our way home. If you slip and slide, you can grab onto a tree for support, the younger woman joked.

“Do you think logwood maka (thorns) dare fe prick mi, eh, pickney?”

The girl laughed and placed an arm around her grandmother’s waist as they melted into the darkness.
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Beautiful morning rays raced across dew-wet sugarcane leaves, dancing in a light breeze and fighting off a silvery mist hung over the fields. Rainbow spectrum danced and sparkled, simulating variegated cobwebs above the fray. School children dressed in colorful uniforms rambled to nearby schools on the Little London to Moreland Hill main road at 7:00 a.m.

A local passenger bus, which people affectionately called a country bus sped around the corner, and the driver kept his hand on the horn. The children scattered, made faces, shouted and raced after the vehicle in jest. The passengers consisted of working people, schoolchildren and two tourists. Custom speakers pumped reggae music, and the ringtones of cell phones mimicked the universe in sounds and vibrations. Laughter and obnoxiously loud chatter represented Earth well.

Tourists were not a standard fixture on country buses speeding along the Jamaican countryside early in the mornings, but Albert and Wilma Allen, a middle-aged couple, sat on the bus as part of Albert’s bucket trip. His prostate cancer had returned bearing vengeance a month back and the day of the shocking news.

Wilma had sat in a sad emotionless state in Dr. Levy’s office, a lissome forty-year-old. After the word terminal, Wilma had not heard another word.
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