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​MISS ETTA MAY BROUSSARD
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The time was almost 8:00 PM. The weather was perfect, but all the trees were still, as if they were on vacation. The moon has already taken its position in the sky, illuminating the surroundings. 

Etta May Broussard, a thick Black woman with dark eyes, long hair, average height, with a face that was nothing short of a beauty to behold, was seated on her porch, watching the night, as if it was all that mattered.

Her mind spiraled around as different thoughts made their way into her mind. The one that lingered longer was the experience she'd had earlier that day.

It was a near-death experience. Not to her. The person she was called to heal was almost dead when she walked in. 

The girl had suddenly started convulsing, and her parents were totally lost for options other than seeking Etta May.

The moment Etta May walked in, it didn't take more than ten minutes for the girl to start breathing properly, and her complexion, which was already turning pale, returned to what it used to be before the deadly convulsion.

While Etta May was still lost in her thoughts, she felt the first breeze since she started sitting on the porch, but somehow, it aroused some restlessness within her.

The breeze was calm, and was one of her main reasons for sitting on the porch. She would sometimes sit on her porch to receive fresh air. It wasn't a daily routine, but it happened from time to time, especially during hot days.

She was someone who loved nature, so there were a couple of trees and a garden within her home. There were more trees before the house than in the backyard. Her garden was in the backyard, where she would sometimes grow some herbs and roots that had medicinal values. She also grew some vegetables in her garden.

Etta May sat up in her seat, trying to decipher what was strange about the breeze. It wasn't her first time sitting there, and experiencing the breeze generated by the movement of the trees before her house, but this one was just different.

The more she tried to understand what was happening, the more she felt herself slipping into confusion.

Something was happening within her. It felt like she was becoming somewhat frightened, but she had yet to see anything that would make her feel that way.

''Is it the breeze?'' she asked herself, within her gut.

Then she noticed flickering on the street-light mounted before her driveway. For as long as she could remember, she'd never seen the light from the streetlight flicker. It was her first.

Now, she was curious.

She waited for a couple of seconds, looking at the streetlight, more like waiting for the light to become steady, but the flicker continued.

She stood up and started heading to the streetlight, sluggishly.

The breeze continued, becoming colder than it was when she first felt it. She could feel more restlessness within her.

She stopped midway to the flickering streetlight to further assess what she was feeling inside. Then she looked around. There was no one but her.

Again, she started heading to the street light until she stood at the base of its pole. 

Her eyes were now looking directly at the lamp of the streetlight. It was a very old lamb. The light illuminating from it had long lost its brightness because of long usage, but it was always enough for one to see their way around.

While Etta May's eyes remained focused on the lamp of the streetlight, something came to her mind. She'd seen something which she felt she had ignored, the street light opposite to the one before her driveway.

She looked at it quickly and also noticed it was flickering.

She moved her eyes along the street and realized that all the street-lights were flickering.

She could tell that something was wrong, but she didn't know what it was. She didn't think this was an electrical fault.

All the street-lights were powered through their solar panels, and they all worked independently; there was no way they would be experiencing an electrical fault at the same time.

While Etta May was still trying to understand what was happening, the breeze became colder. It was becoming too uncomfortable to remain standing out there without her winter jacket, but she couldn't just return to her house, not when her curiosity was at its peak.

Then she sighted someone. He was walking along the street, unbothered by the flickering lights.

She had her eyes focused on him as he got closer. Even from a distance, she could tell he was in a suit and was holding a briefcase, maybe someone returning from their workplace.

She tried to recall who it could be. She'd lived there long enough to know most of the people who would normally pass through there while heading back home from work. Most of them would normally drive in their cars, unless there were reasons for them not to use their cars.

Etta May couldn't figure out who the person approaching was. Now, the only option was to wait until he gets closer.

As he got closer, the street-lights, even in their flickering state, became dimmer.

Etta May would occasionally look at the streetlight and then at him, wondering what was happening.

It was becoming colder and even more unbearable. She crossed her hands, clutching the lower part of her chest so she would feel some warmth.

As he got closer, she tried to see his face, but somehow, she couldn't because of the dimmed lights. She could see other parts of his body, but somehow, the lights didn't seem to be bright enough to capture his face.

Then, he came before her; he didn't stop. He didn't look at her.

She opened her mouth to speak to him, but words wouldn't come out. She was freezing, as if she was going to lose herself the next instant.

Etta May made a step further, towards the road, her eyes still fixed on the man. ''Hey!'' she mustered.

He didn't stop. He continued moving.

''Hey!'' she shouted this time, even though she didn't know what to say next.

He still didn't stop.

She was going to say something again, but her mouth remained ajar, words stopping within her gut. She looked from him, back to beside her, and then back to him.

She shifted backwards. What she'd just discovered felt somewhat frightening. He'd no shadow. She'd looked at her side and saw her shadow cast on the road, but this man had no shadow.

Within her stomach, she felt strength building up. Her fear vanished. She wanted to rush towards him, to confront him, but..

Etta May suddenly opened her eyes, her eyes first meeting the ceiling. She could feel sweat all over her body. She'd been dreaming, but it felt so real.

The knock repeated again. The same knock that had woken her from her sleep.

She sat up, looking around the living room as if she were seeing the space before her for the first time.

The chairs in the room were old chairs with very outdated designs. The old record player, which served more for aesthetic purposes than the actual reason for which it was meant, was facing her. She could count the number of times she ever had any reason to turn the record player on.

There were old pictures on the wall. Some of her and some of her family members.

The knock repeated again.

She looked at the door and then at the wall clock. The time was 1:12 AM. In her dream, the time had been around 8:00 PM.

It wasn't new for people in the small community to show up before her door at odd hours to seek her assistance. She was the only Midwife and spirit worker in the community, and a lot of people would prefer to come speak to her about their problems before they would start thinking about visiting the hospital.

The knock repeated again, and again. The person knocking started knocking incessantly. She could tell it was an emergency.

''Who's there?'' she asked.

The knock froze immediately. ''It's Peter. My wife....''

Etta May got up immediately when he mentioned his wife. She opened the door.

He was sweating and looked restless. ''My wife... my wife is in labour,'' he mustered.

Etta May started rushing back into the house, heading towards the door leading to the inside. ''Go! I'll get everything I need and join you!''

Peter was now standing at the doorway, not walking in, and not stepping away. Perhaps he felt that if he left without Etta May, it would take her longer to show up at his home, or another person might come to seek her service.

Etta May was almost at the door to the inside when she suddenly turned and looked at the door leading out of the living room. She sighted Peter at the doorway. ''Go!'' she shouted. ''Your wife needs you beside her!''

Now, it felt like Peter had come to the realization of something he had never thought of. He'd left his wife on her own and ran to call Etta May. Now, Etta May had just reminded him that his wife was alone. He shut the door and started running.

About fifty minutes later, Peter was standing on his porch, looking disoriented as he walked to and fro, like a pendulum. 

He could hear his wife's screams. Every scream felt like something was sinking within him.

His wife was lying in the living room, while Etta May supervised the delivery.

She'd asked him to stay and watch if he wanted to, but he couldn't. The moment his wife started screaming, he ran through the door.

The screams continued.

Then, she made a loud scream. The screams stopped, then came the cry of a baby.

Peter opened the door and rushed in, but rushed out again, within the first ten seconds of rushing in,  after he couldn't contain what he'd seen.

However, his wife was responding, and the baby wouldn't stop crying. The more it cried, the more Peter smiled.

About ten minutes later, the door opened. Etta May walked into the porch, smiling at Peter. He still looked somewhat tense, but he had a smile on his face. ''Your boy and his mom are waiting.

Peter rushed into the house. 

Etta May chuckled and then followed behind him, shutting the door behind her.
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CHAPTER TWO


​REVEREND SILAS CROSS





















[image: ]




It was still early in the morning, and the sun had already taken its position in the sky. Most of the children in Eatonville were already heading to school, while the adults had already started getting themselves busy with their farms and other activities from which they'd been earning a living.

There were parents who were walking their little kids to school. It was common to find these people on either of the paths leading to the only elementary school in the community.

Etta May was already in the bush, getting some herbs and roots which she would be using in helping those who would be seeking her assistance. She'd left her home before 6:00 AM so that there wouldn't be anything that would derail her plans to go get those herbs and roots. For over a week, she'd continued to postpone her plans to go get those herbs and roots because almost every morning, before she would leave the house, someone in the community would come knocking on her door, seeking her assistance.

Etta May was in a thick bush, digging a particular root, when she started hearing people talking. She'd been in the bush for over thirty minutes, and it was the first time she was hearing voices.

''I learnt he'll be here before Sunday,'' said one of the women. Etta May had heard their voices.

''It was the same thing they said last week and last two weeks, and also the week before,'' said the other woman, sounding unconvinced.

Etta May stopped so she would understand what they were talking about. It was common for her to hear a lot of things from the bush. Whenever she was in the bush, once she heard voices, it was either that the plants were talking to her or that there were people around having some conversations. 

Sometimes, when people are having conversations in their farms, they end up speaking about secrets that they might not even feel comfortable speaking about at home, mainly because of the fear of someone eavesdropping on them. However, once they were in the bush, they felt free to discuss anything, believing that no one would be listening; however, this had been one of the methods Etta May had used to gather information, and there had been a time she was able to solve a crime through this.

It was actually the case of the last pastor who served in Eatonville. Then, the church was having a lot of issues, mainly because some of the elders of the church were having issues with the pastor. Etta May believed it started because of the type of sermons the pastor would always prefer to preach in the church. Some of the church elders suddenly started feeling like the pastor was talking to them through his sermons. As a result of this, they hated and refused to agree to anything he brought up as an agenda to move the church forward. They started paying more attention to the money coming into the church, making demands for their own share.

Things became worse when the pastor suddenly went missing for four days. It was Etta May that brought the truth to life. She found out the truth from the bush after eavesdropping on the conversations between two church elders. The police were involved, and the elders involved in the kidnapping were arrested. The pastor left the community immediately after he gained his freedom. Since then, no pastor had agreed to show up in Eatonville.

Etta May got closer so she would listen clearly to the conversation the two women were having. The farm where they were talking from was very close to the thick bush where Etta May was standing. She could hear them, but neither of them knew she was close by.

''This one will come, no matter what. He even sent us a letter, explaining why he's delaying to show up,'' said one of the women.

''Believe me, he won't come. We haven't had a pastor in our church for almost two years now,'' said the other woman.

''This one is coming from Georgia. Have we ever had —''

''Coming from Georgia doesn't mean he would be different from others,'' interjected the opposing woman. We'd been very unfortunate with the things happening in our church. The experience the last pastor that came here had, which prompted his sudden leave, still haunts us till this day.''

Now, Etta May could understand what the conversation was all about. They were talking about Pastor Silas Cross, the pastor who had agreed to come to their community. It'd been almost a month since he started postponing the time for him to show up in the community, so Etta May wasn't surprised at how one of the women was already becoming skeptical about his arrival. Also, the incidents of the past further threw a lot of uncertainties into his arrival. Etta May had heard a lot of people talking about the new reverend, who was yet to show up, and they always talked about him with skepticism.

By the time Etta May started sighting the old roof of her house, it was almost 10:00 AM. She looked somewhat exhausted. The raffia bag hanging from her shoulder was filled with different roots and herbs she'd gotten from different bushes she'd walked into that morning. While the raffia bag hung from her shoulder was filled with roots and herbs, she was carrying a small basket in her hands. The basket had different fruits in it. These were fruits she'd received on her way home, from different women who were heading to the market.

The main market in the community was an open market. Etta May would always avoid passing through the market so that no one would notice her, but it was almost impossible for her to get home without someone seeing her. It was very common for her to receive gifts from people in the community, and most times, she would feel uncomfortable with those gifts because even people with little would sometimes share from the little they had so they could offer her something. It would look disrespectful to always turn down their gifts.
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