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NANSI
(SHORT STORY)


BY: LOURIE JOHN

Turning and tossing agitatedly in my hammock I walked to the shore in frustration. I figured that the sound of the ocean’s waves would help to ease the frustration of my growing seven-month-old baby. My aching feet were comforted by the soft black sand and gentle sea foam. My feet sank into the soft black sand as I approached the water's edge, the gentle sea foam caressing my toes like a playful child. The rhythmic lull of the waves, rising and falling in a mesmerizing dance, seemed to whisper promises of peace and tranquillity. I closed my eyes and inhaled deeply, the salty tang of the sea air filling my lungs. I decided to talk to the mischievous baby in my stomach.
‘I’m going to tell you a story, the story of you. How you my baby are going to be a part of the first generation of Garifunians. How I came from a quiet tribe in Mama Africa to the West Indies and how our war with the pale ones started.’ 

I opened my eyes and blinked a few times to refocus my distorted vision, the last thing I remembered was hiding with my grandmother in our hut. My eyes adjusted to the poorly lit room and I tried moving but I was chained, my hands and feet were shackled. The rough-hewn wooden planks beneath me sent splinters piercing the soles of my bare feet, and their uneven surfaces made me wince with every shift of my weight. Above, a labyrinth of wooden partitions cast an oppressive gloom, obscuring any glimpse of the world beyond. As I turned my head, I caught sight of other figures, their forms obscured by the dim light, but their silhouettes eerily familiar. Dressed in the same tribal garb, their faces bearing the same features as mine, they were a reflection of my own predicament. Yet, amidst this sea of familiarity, there were faces that sent a chill down my spine – members of the rival Kitara tribe, their presence here a chilling reminder of the long-standing feud between our people. None of that mattered anymore we were all stuck in this place together. The space had a putrid odour that burned my nostrils and made me gag in repulsion. My head throbbed in pain and my stomach groaned with hunger, even in a place like this one’s bodily functions do not cease to exist. I was reminded of this when I saw Zukari my brother’s wife crying four bodies to the left of me; she sat unable to move, naked in her own filth. It dawned on me that this place was not at all a room because rooms don’t move and it motioned left, right, left, right, left right. This caused many to regurgitate any substance left in their bodies and others followed action. There was no sense of time and we just existed. 
I awoke to crying, which I had grown accustomed to in this place but this crying was different. A woman’s voice wailed in grief.
 ‘What has happened my sister?’ asked the man in the deck above me.
 ‘ Ahhh oye oye ohhhh,’ she cried. ‘The Gods have abandoned us all ohhh. We have sinned and our ancestors no longer look over us!’ 
‘Don’t say such things,’ whispered the man. 
‘He’s dead. Dead.’
Her young son only fourteen years old laid dead, he drowned in his own vomit. His death brought the toll to eight, the children and the elders went fast. Those chained to the dead rocked back and forth, prayed, and sang songs in an effort to comfort themselves. I was in a nauseous daze when I saw a door open, the daylight that beamed through burned my eyes. Three oddly dressed men came down to the room where we were and began taking people outside, they took them out and brought them back in groups. The men wore garments that I had never seen or touched before, they did not dress in animal skin and beads as we did, my mind was in knots trying to figure out what animal their garments came from. When they were finished moving out and clearing the top deck of people, the men came back again and they brought buckets of water which was used to wash away the bodily waste on the ground. The harsh reality of the situation hit me with the force of a blow as I watched the figures above hoist the lifeless bodies one by one, their forms rigid and still, their faces frozen in masks of silent suffering. A wave of nausea washed over me, the stench of death hanging heavy in the air. One of the figures, a man with an odd, pale-yellow hue to his hair, descended to my level, his face contorted in a grimace of disgust. He held his hand to his nose as if trying to ward off the stench that clung to me like a shroud. With a curt command, he ordered us to stand. My limbs felt stiff and unresponsive, my knees buckling under the sudden weight of my own body. The blood, which had been pooling in my legs during our prolonged captivity, rushed back to my feet, sending a jolt of pain through my veins. The pale-haired man sneered, his eyes glinting with a malicious light. He spat on the ground before me, his spittle landing with a wet, sickening thud. With a contemptuous sweep of his foot, he smeared his own spittle across the soiled deck, as if attempting to cleanse himself of the very sight of us.
 ‘Filthy niggers,’ he muttered under his breath. 
A group of us were taken up above and there waiting on our arrival were more oddly dressed slightly different-looking pale men. We were in the middle of the ocean on a big canoe, bigger than any I had ever seen; the pale men called it a ‘ shi-ip.’ I was scared looking over at the ocean, I nor anyone else I knew had ever ventured out that far before. We always assumed that we’d somehow drop off the edge of the world if we tried. The pale men made us walk in circles, around and round on the ship in an effort to get us to exercise. When the workout concluded they threw buckets of salt water on us to wash away the stuck-on filth. They fed us white rice with beans and half a cup of water. Those who refused to eat had their mouths forced open and food plunged down their throats. The oddly dressed man with yellow hair gathered all the women, girls too and he inspected us. He looked at our teeth, fondled our breasts, and lifted our Zulus revealing our nakedness. He selected three of us and took the others back to the dark place. He made us dress in very strange garments like his, and then he led us all into different rooms. 
The room was illuminated by a single candle and a wooden sleeping place with ruby red sheets sat in the middle. The man with the yellow hair took me to someone he called ‘Captain’ and they conversed for a bit in a language unfamiliar to me. Then he closed the door, and the man with the yellow hair left. Captain walked closer to me, the closeness was uncomfortable and I was almost certain that he could hear my heart beating through my ribcage. He stood tall, towering above me and I could feel his breath on my neck. His hot breath smelt of rum; Captain ran his pale fingers through my hair and down my shoulders and kissed me on the neck. His beard tickled my neck and I tried to back away but, he only pulled me in closer. He grabbed me by the neck, threw me on the ruby-coloured sheets, and though I tried my best to fight he had his way with me. When it was all over, I was stripped of the garments given to me and taken back to the dark place where my people were and my hands and feet were once again chained. I laid my head against a wooden pillar and tears streamed from my swollen black eye as I drifted into sleep. 
I was in a green field, just grass nothing else in sight. I walked admiring the serenity of the space when I saw it, an eight-feet-long spider’s nest. The nest was a marvel of nature's artistry, its silken strands woven into a masterpiece of geometric precision. The sun's rays danced upon its surface, casting a shimmering glow that seemed to radiate an aura of awe-inspiring power. I stood in awe, admiring its architecture when a million tiny spiders came rushing out like a swarm of bees. The spiders crawled all over my body, covering me from head to toe; I tried screaming but my body would make no sound. The spiders merged to create one big majestical golden spider with sparking eyes and razor-sharp teeth. I tried to run but it was as if someone was holding me tight, and then it hit me! Anansi. 
‘Anansi’ I cried.
‘Smart child,’ answered the spider. 
‘Where am I?’ 
‘Titarah, you are on a slave ship going to the West Indies, where you are going to be a slave. Not exactly fun now, isn’t it?’ joked the spider. 
‘You laugh Mr. Anansi, you laugh at my pain. I will never be a slave!’ 
‘What must I do, cry? Certainly not, I can cry if you want me to but then I would be unable to give you solutions. So, choose, must I Anansi weep or will I Anansi show you the way?’
‘The way,’ I whispered. 
‘See, like I said, smart child,’ Anansi chucked. 
I woke up with my eyes wide open and realised that I was witness to a vision and not a dream. I prayed to Anansi every night to show me the way and I heard nothing else from him until. Until I had gotten word that twelve others had gotten the vision I did; we began to pray and sing to the spider in groups until every one of us were gifted with the same vision. 
Land! Yelled voices from above, the yelling alerted us all. A bright golden light flashed before us and there he was; Anansi in all his splendour. 
‘Are you ready!’ he shouted.
‘Yes,’ we answered.
‘It’s time, be prepared, everyone must die! Commanded the spider. 
In a magical twist of fate, the chains that bound us snapped, their metal restraints dissolving into wisps of ethereal energy. With a surge of newfound freedom, we clamored to our feet, our hearts pounding with a mix of exhilaration and vengeance.

A collective roar erupted from our throats, a primal cry that echoed across the vast expanse of the deck. We charged towards the captors, our movements fuelled by the injustices we had endured and the thirst for retribution. We had strength in numbers and took their weapons from them, some threw themselves overboard and others stabbed themselves; for they knew the victory was ours. I made sure that Captain was mine and saved him for last so that he knew I was coming; he quaked in fear when he saw me drenched in blood glaring at him with a vicious smile on my face. With a slow, deliberate pace, I approached the captain, my smile widening with every step. He tried to back away, his legs buckling beneath him, but there was nowhere for him to hide. Stabbing him was too easy so I choked him to death with the ruby-coloured sheets he assaulted me on.
When they all were dead, we swam to shore. On the shore, we were met by the natives dressed in colourful feathers and beads. They called themselves the Kalinago and they gave us water and food that was far more delicious than any rice we had on the pale man’s ship. We now had a common enemy and decided then and there to unite. The Garifuna was born.   









Remembering me
Extract
(short story)

By: Lourie John



It is dark, but not just any dark. The word dark cannot begin to describe the sheer blackness that consumes the space. It thickens the air, stifling any chance of wonted respiration. The inkiness morphs the construction of reality; five minutes feels like an hour and an hour feels like an eternity; an eternity trapped in purgatory. A lot was unknown to Elizabeth. Within the darkness she was a stranger to herself, she simply existed alongside the nothingness; a symbiotic relationship if you will. Neither of them existed without the other fostering coexistence. That was until she awoke with no recollection of her past. Elizabeth cracked the seals of her hardened rheum and in perfect physical health Elizabeth was awake! A three-hundred-and-sixty-year dirt nap came to an end.
Elizabeth tried to move but she was stuck so she used her hands to feel beneath her. 
‘It’s moist,’ she whispered as she made anticlockwise circles with the palm of her hands to desperately feel underneath her. 
She was trapped in what felt like a moist cold box. As she continued feeling underneath her, she was delighted to discover a crack. Elizabeth bit her lips and gritted her teeth; she gathered whatever remnant of microscopic strength she had left to painfully extend her left elbow to feel just a little further. 
‘Ouch!’ cried Elizabeth. 
 Rotting wood scrapped at her soft skin inserting its fangs into her flesh. A crumbling crack crackled and Elizabeth gasped as some fresh air whistled down her trachea to her lungs. ‘Ahhh,’ she sighed in relief.
Any spark of hope was quickly extinguished as the air subsided. Her tongue tingled as the insides of her cheeks dried up. She gasped again, but this time her trachea was a desert and like a cactus the air prickled at its walls. The space tasted of Mold; its earthy metallic tang was like raw mushrooms from the bayou. Elizabeth closed her eyes to gather thoughts and rationalize her irrational situation.
 ‘Think, think, think, damn you!’ said Elizabeth to herself. 
She poked four fingers through damped cracked wood. Elizabeth tapped, tap… tap… tap…tap; it felt segmented, elongated, and smooth. Elizabeth scraped at it to figure out what it was. In her triumph to get the surface under her fingernails, she gave it a sniff.
 ‘Green.’ 
 Green and everything adjacent to it, like trees, herbs, and Earth was an aroma much more familiar to her than she could have possibly realized. It had been fifteen minutes since Elizabeth had been prodding, poking, and picking at what she concluded to be damped wood. The space she carved out was finally big enough for her to forcefully squeeze through. She grazed the familiar segmented smooth frames with her fingers.
Her intuition or some little voice at the right side of her ear whispered ‘Pull at it, tug with all your might.’  
Elizabeth pulled. Nothing happened so she pulled again, she pulled harder and harder losing track of the number then finally; cra..aaa…crack. The sound caught her off-guard after all, she was still in the blackness. Soft mud balls came gushing in like a wave, they fell on the top of her bare feet. 
‘Dirt.’
A lantern went off in her head and she pulled at the long-segmented stems. the more Elizabeth tugged, ripping apart her prison the faster the dirt came overflowing. The dirt Swallowed her like a tsunami and Elizabeth swam. she swam instinctively uphill through the soft wet soil. As her right hand busted through the surface of the loam, Elizabeth emerged like a phoenix from the ashes of destruction. 
Elizabeth stared at her prison. The full moon illuminated the blackness and she was able to see the hole that held her captive. A crowned bronzed leaf fell gently on her nose like a butterfly and she looked up and beheld the towering spectacle of the maple tree behind her. She discovered that the maple tree formed a large barricade around the coffin she was buried in, cocooning her like a butterfly. The long-segmented stems she felt and scraped at were in fact the roots of the tree protecting her. 
Rain began to pour and thunder echoed in unison, Elizabeth’s long black curls were soaked wet covering her eyes and nose. The pouring rain drenched Elizabeth cleaning the dirt from caramel skin and white undergarments. She attempted to walk when she heard the clinging of a chain.  She looked down at her ankles she saw a rusted silver chain with a broken lock on it branded W-I-T-C-H. 
‘What could, this mean?’ asked a confused Elizabeth, ‘Am I a witch, more importantly, where on this flat earth am I?’
Elizabeth was in a forest and walked past tree after tree until her feet began to ache and prune. She saw a light ahead and was motivated to push forward. As she reached closer to the bright luminescence she squinted her eyes in defence of its shimmer.
When her eyes adjusted she read aloud, ‘ Mc Don-al’s.’  
Elizabeth drew closer to the fascinating light and in pursuit ‘vooooom honk honk screech’ she was stuck by a metallic beast with shining eyes; Elizabeth saw black. 

________________________________________________
                                                                       
‘Awwhh, thank God you’re okay. I didn’t see you, what were you doing in the middle of the road? Um, are you feeling okay?  How many fingers am I holding up?’ asked Gemma.
 Elizabeth heard the rambling chatter and without even looking to see who or where it was coming from she moaned.
 ‘Ga…oorr..George?’ 
Confusion overtook her. A single tear streamed from her tear duct to her neck and she lifted her eyes up to the bright unnatural light in the ceiling. 
‘What’s your name?’ 
‘Elizabeth, Elizabeth Saxon ma’am,’ answered Elizabeth in a nervous tone.
‘Call me Gemma dear, no need to be so formal.’
Elizabeth lifted her eyes anxiously towards Gemma and felt comforted by her crooked smile and hazelnut eyes. Her voice and aura calmed her. Leaning in for support from the soft long chair Elizabeth was lying on Gemma asked. 
‘Can I sit with you?’ 
Elizabeth nodded and pulled her feet up and Gemma proceeded to shakily take a seat. 
‘When you get to my age everything cracks, aches and wrinkles. You’ve got to pause sometimes.’  
Elizabeth simply forced a smile and nodded. It was never her intention to be rude; her mother raised her better and she was brought up in a world where manners, beauty, and virginity were all a girl truly had in this life. 
Elizabeth found herself seated in what appeared to be this old woman’s kitchen. Her mind was still in a knot, she remembered being in a field with her lover George, she remembered the taste of his lips and she knew what her name was. She could not shake the nauseating feeling in the pit of her stomach that something was wrong. She pondered on whether her memories were a dream experienced during her blackout. 
‘Is there someone I can call?’ pleaded Gemma.
 The kitchen remained quiet and the whistling kettle startled them both. 
‘Maybe some of my famous hot chocolate will make you feel better dear.’
 She served a mug of hot foamy chocolate and marshmallows to Elizabeth with a smile and motioned for her to drink it. 
‘I promise it’s really good.’ 
Elizabeth gave it a sip and her eyes lit up when she bit into one of the cloud-shaped marshmallows. 
‘Be careful now it’s hot,’ cautioned Gemma.
‘Thank you, ma… Gemma,’ whispered Elizabeth. 
‘You poor thing you must be hungry.’ said Gemma as she walked towards a square-shaped box that breathed fire that fascinated Elizabeth. ‘I made some chicken pot pie earlier and I have some left in the oven, if you loved my hot chocolate, you’re gonna just die for my chicken pot pie.’ 
‘Death?’  
Elizabeth stood up shaking uncontrollably like a leaf. She went into what can only be explained as some sort of hypnotic daze and as her eyes rolled to the back of her head she snarled. 
‘Witch! For your sins against humanity you will die, grab her!’ 
Gemma stood stiff, frightened in her tracks. 
‘Who…who are you, please tell me; I promise I won’t call the police. Or…or maybe I probably should, it’ll get us both in trouble with my license being suspended and all but, if it’s the only way to get you help so be it. Look, Elizabeth I am only trying to help you, but you have to let me help you, you’ve got to talk to me; tell me something, anything please.’ pleaded Gemma as she held onto Elizabeth’s hand. 
‘I…I don’t know.’ 
‘Okay dear, that’s completely fine. Tell you what I’ll heat you up some pie and we’ll talk about it after you’ve had something to eat.’
‘Yes please,’ agreed Elizabeth. 


Elizabeth ate all the chicken pot pie Gemma had left and she ate the frozen lasagna Gemma prepared for her too; centuries of an empty belly can really have a toll on a girl’s appetite. She thanked Gemma and they both sat down in the soft long yellow chair.    
‘Let’s start here, what were you doing in the middle of the street where I found you?’ asked Gemma. 
‘I woke up in the darkness and somehow, I have no explanation but I broke free. I was buried. I must sound mad to you but I beg of you, you must trust me Gemma, and see the truth within my madness.’ explained Elizabeth. 
‘Oh, my goodness!’ exclaimed Gemma as she held her hand to her mouth in shock. 
‘I stood there covered in dirt, gawking down at this hole. It appeared that the tree’s above roots had cocooned me like a butterfly almost.’ 
‘Wanna hear something even madder,’ chuckled Gemma, ‘I believe you.’ 
Elizabeth stood up and walked towards a window with bright yellow curtains in Gemma’s living room and as she gazed at the moon she said:
 ‘I saw this light so I followed it and then your beast struck me. I had the most amazing dream, except it did not feel like a dream, it felt like a memory. I had a lover, George, and I was so happy and safe…happy and safe. When I awakened, I was here.’
‘Oh my, that’s a lot to unpack dear, how about the anklet, um, that thing on your ankle?’ asked Gemma. 
‘That, I don’t know but in your kitchen I had another flashback, I saw a group of men with pitchforks, rope and torches yelling witch.’ explained Elizabeth. 
‘That’s the thing about living in Salem Massachusetts, stories like yours are a part of our history and culture and while most folks think it’s all horseshit; I grew up with my grams telling me stories about the wrong done to these women. While my grandson Harry thinks I’m a quack, I believe in the fairies, goblins and destiny. Maybe, you and I were destined to meet.’ 
‘Thank you.’ 
‘Get some rest, there’s a guest room upstairs for you to sleep, and, I’ll give you some clothes so you can shower.’ 
‘Shower?’ asked a confused Elizabeth. 
‘A bath dear, get you cleaned up,’ chuckled Gemma.


1635                                                                              
The fever created rotisserie men and scarred them with painful excruciating red spots that itched. Except this itch did not summon serotonin, it instead whispered in the ears of Azrael beckoning him to knock on the doors of innocent men, women, and children; rich or poor no one was spared. The fever referred to as the Red Plague drove people to madness. It drove villagers to inhumane solutions that only made them worse. No one truly knew how the plague came to be, they only knew to fear it. When it crept into Elizabeth’s hometown no one saw it coming and no one knew how to fight it so, they all were susceptible to its kiss of death. The bodies kept piling up and physicians were hopeless, their books prepared them not for anything of this nature. 
The town square was full of people. Those who could have afforded it were adorned in black beak-like plague masks that made them look as nightmarish as the disease. The square stood isolated in the middle of the town with five wooden posts with oil lamps hanging on top of them. They illuminated the path to a wooden stage that was a crusade holder, town council meeting spot, and gallows. Fifty feet away sat a pile of coals, the ground around it was stained black and nothing grew within the whole area. It was cursed. That was where witches, warlocks, and possessed animals were burned to death. 
The council leader took to the podium dressed in all black and a plague mask.
‘My good people of Salem, I gather you here because we need solutions. The Red Plague is taking our mothers, fathers, and children; while we sit back in fear and watch. Tonight, I come to you offering solutions. Necrophagia will save us all and our lost loved ones will be the ones to heal us. The heart I tell you, the heart holds within it power, it is a vessel of healing and resurrection. By consuming its essence, we can build immunity to the virus. We can fight back and we can live!’ he preached. 
The square erupted with rumbling chatter, some screamed ‘Abomination!’ and threw rocks at the podium. Those who dared to stand against him were quickly silenced and dragged away by his henchmen. Elizabeth stood silent alongside her parents and stole quick glances at George who stood in the opposite direction with his parents. When he thought no one was looking he would return the gesture by sneaking a smile in her direction. They both knew the risk behind their secret romance but, their love though forbidden was real. 

2023
Elizabeth awoke sitting upright in a bed, she panicked for a second before reconnecting where she was. She was in Gemma’s house and she had just experienced another flashback. 

TO BE CONTINUED…
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