
The Curse
Eliza can hear the telephone on the little half-moon table at the bottom of the stairs ringing urgently. she bunches up the hems of her skirts so she will not trip as she runs to answer it before it rings out. There is a deep male voice on the other end of the line. He calls her Orla; this strikes Eliza as odd, that is her grandmothers name and as far as she knew her grandmother had died several years hence. 
Eliza tries to correct him “Sir I …”
“Tande pwòch pitit”  he talks over her speaking in a strange language 
“lespri fènwa yo kòmande ou, lespri fènwa yo kòmande ou” he chants his strange words over and over.
Eliza’s throat is dry, and her tongue feels abnormally large. The handset is uncomfortably hot and seems to glow like iron in the fire; she wants to put it down, she tries with every ounce of strength, but the strangers' peculiar words keep Eliza fixed in position, while his chanting seems to burn through her body like a wildfire in a hay field. The sensation only eases when the line goes dead, and the high-pitched dial tone snaps her back to reality. The handset drops from her hand and bounces on its spring like cord a few centimetres from the floor. She rests her hand on the wall behind the table to steady herself. The textured botanical pattern of the wallpaper feels alive under her fingertips. Eliza feels nauseous and her mind is racing trying to make sense of what just happened. 
[bookmark: _Int_e32ZS4ke][bookmark: _Int_XPhLvwTY]In a moment of clarity, she tries to call out to her Mama, but her throat is to horse. She can hear her singing behind her somewhere, probably the kitchen. Eliza pushes off the wall and the uneasy feeling in her stomach intensifies; she feels lightheaded like she might just float to the ceiling. She tries to walk but her legs wobble under her weight. This is not real, she tells herself as she drags her jellied limbs down the passage towards the kitchen. Clinging to the edges of the wooden panelling that runs the length of the hallway, to stop from floating away. Her eyes sting and her cheeks are wet, it is getting hard to see, she rubs her eyes, but it only makes it worse, and now her hands are slippery. I must be there now she thinks focusing on the cheerful tune of her mother's song. She pulls herself forward, forgetting the three steps that lead down into the kitchen, she misses the top step and falls a short distance to the ground. Marianne stops singing at the sound of Elizas body hitting the cold slate floor with a thud. Marianne rushes to her and rolls her on her side. Using the corner of her apron she wipes blood from Eliza’s cheeks whilst interrogating her
“Eliza what happened?”
“Have you spoken to someone Eliza?”
“You are covered in blood Eliza, is this your blood?”
“Can you tell me where it hurts?”
 But Eliza cannot reply, she cannot move or see anything but shadows, she can barely understand the words spoken by her Mama. She can feel herself slipping out of in and out of consciousness. 
“Focus on my voice Eliza.” Marianne says
Your voice, voice … focus 
“Breathe, remember to breathe.” 
Breathe … what a funny word … bbrreeathe … remember 
“You are here! And here you will stay.” 
Where … where am I? Need to … focus … breathe
“Fight Eliza, fight!”
“I am fetching the coven; this is dark magic I need help. I will not be long I Promise.” 
She covers Eliza with a thick woven rug and leaves her alone for a moment or a while Eliza cannot be sure. She ponders what a coven might be. The only thing she knows of that has a coven are witches. Surly her mother is not a witch; she is a healer a tea brewer not a witch. It dawns on Eliza that she does not really know what makes a witch, a witch.
Elizas heightened sense of hearing announces the return of her mama and several others, their footsteps bounce off the stone floor onto Eliza’s eardrum, each footstep feels like it might burst open her skull. She feels a sudden rush of movement around her and several blurred silhouettes levitate her across the kitchen, without touching her.
She hears her mama's voice say, “place her on the table, we don’t have much time.”
One of the figures speaks to Marianne “This is a powerful Voodoo curse Marianne, what is your plan?”  
“I have an elixir I have been working on, but I am unsure if it will work without her blessing, she may not be strong enough.” Marianne replies
“I am Sorry Den Mother, but we cannot wait for her birthday she worsens by the minute.” says a younger voice. 
Eliza is lying on the long oak table in front of the hearth, she can make out the warm glow of the fire to her right she digs her nails into the hard wood to hold onto lucidity. she tries to speak but no words she recognises come out, it is as if she is speaking another language
[bookmark: _Int_G0l4EzhL]“Dyab la pral viv isit la” Whatever she said scared Marianne and the coven because they stand around Eliza now, each one pinning her to the roughly polished wood. Marianne grabs Eliza’s chin softly pulling it away from her chest and opens her mouth. Eliza is scared and tries to wriggle free, but the blurry figures tighten their grip. 
“Be brave my darling, this medicine is not for the fainted hearted” Marianne tells her
 A bitter liquid hits her lips and runs down her cheeks, she feels like she is choking … everything is …. spinning… a searing pain rips through Elizas torso and she begins to violently vomit a shiny black tar mixed in with bile that burns her nostrils.



