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ZAANDVOORT

I am sure many of you tempted to read this offering of occult possession and Caribbean Voodoo will be unfamiliar with the works of those many writers from the nineteenth and early-twentieth century who captured my youthful imagination back in the day and continue to exert a powerful influence upon it now. 

Writers such as W.W Jacobs, Guy de Maupassant, Edgar Allen Poe, Wilkie Collins, and Algernon Blackwood; each of whom along with others held a perverse fascination for a mindset and emotional constitution on my part that is, put politely...

“Quirky”.

However, the writer of the story inspiring this effort of my own – a tale I titled, “A Woman of Haiti” – will hardly require an introduction and it was his own 1894 novelette on the subject of mesmerism and possession under the influence of a powerful female, “The Parasite”, that inspired me to make an attempt of my own using the same subject.

Sir Arthur Conan Doyle.

That’s right. The creator of “Holmes & Watson” himself. As well as the writer of a whole raft of fiction planets removed from the adventures of the super-sleuth and the good doctor notating his exploits.

The subject itself, I’m obliged to add, feels light-years removed from the rental home on the beach at Zaandvoort I’ve taken for the summer in which I currently pen this introduction to a follow on from my own original. 

The section of Dutch beach, stretching to the north uninterrupted from my chosen location before travelling east into Germany itself, is restful and calming while my day-to-day here could not be more different than the physical and emotional hell my words have fashioned for the hero of this tale and his unwanted presence on the island in the Caribbean once known as Hispaniola. 

A hell shared, readers of my former story on the same subject will be sure to spot, with the late-brother of my, fortunately, fictional main-character – even if the story itself stands-alone and requires no reading of its parent to be understood.

Apologies in advance if you find the subject of my writing somewhat perverse when it comes to relations between men and women, but you really must address your objections to the works of the writers listed above rather than your more workmanlike author. 

The darkness inspired by them, I assure you, as unwelcome as a reality to me as I find it exciting when delivered through the written word. Trust me, I have no wish to ever experience anything remotely similar to the fates I impose upon my male characters. And feel similarly when it comes to the sharing or exchanging of a word in passing with the kind of women I describe likely to inflict such fates upon men. 

Not to make excuses, but it is the above literary inspired darkness that must be held responsible for the fashioning of this tale and others from my hand. The narrative suggestive of female cruelty and dominance to be found below is no more than a titillation of that section of the imagination we rightly prefer to keep under wraps and within the confines of our own thoughts and is a tale I have tried to make relevant to the social attitudes and mores of the period in which it is set. 

The above while allowing myself a freedom of sexual expression considered unseemly in written form back then, while seen today as no more than a passing – and hopefully entertaining - curiosity. 

Such is my hope, anyway.

Today’s readers - and writers – live now in a world that is many times more liberal than the England of Conan Doyle or the America of Poe and it is this less hidebound expectation that allows me to describe situations and dialogue of a kind all the writers mentioned above would have taken immense pains to avoid.

If that is, and I am sure they did, have a wish to be published and find themselves in possession of funds enough to eat, drink, and pay for a roof above their heads.

At base, it is the suggestion writing makes to the imagination that interests me the most and makes me delight in the gifts of those writers of old who first aroused that imagination - despite the restraints of the period and the censorship keeping it company that made their task so much more onerous.

With that said, I urge you to raise a glass of your own particular poison, alcoholic or otherwise, and join me in salute to the dream weavers of yesteryear.

Salut!

Rafael Menton

Zaandvoort

Holland

2023
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THE HOUSE OF fABIOLA LAGUERRE 

The two French visitors to the Port-au-Prince home of Madame Fabienne Toussaint on an uncharacteristically bright but rather cool day in the April of 1912 shared amazement on more than just the one level – even if they were too well-bred and superior to show it to an island woman they considered far beneath their own station.

As far beneath them it can be said, without too much in the way of exaggeration, as the White Star Liner Titanic was now beneath the surface of the North Atlantic – if the news of yesterday’s collision with an iceberg and subsequent sinking that Mr Marconi’s invention was relaying to the world was accurate.

Used only to serving-women who shared the colour of their hostess and surprised at her ownership of a house of such a size, the unmistakably well-to-do man and wife from Toulouse found themselves a little unsure as to how they should respond to a woman they had been assured could help them.

Uncertainty that was not lessened any by the grand and comfortably furnished interior of the home Madame Toussaint occupied that was at least the equal of the one they shared back in the French region of Occitania.

The couples’ seldom experienced social-discomfort only increased when a servant in full livery entered the conservatory with its views of the sea in which they were seated opposite their hostess and prepared to serve them refreshments.

The mouths of husband and wife alike dropping chest-wards as the man who was obviously the island-woman’s manservant respectfully offered them their Barbancourt-Rhum cordials without meeting their eyes.

A manservant who, beneath the unmistakable livery of a servant was...

WHITE!   

Their shock and – it must be noted – outrage at this unheard of reversal was not diluted when the island woman dismissed him as if she were the owner of some antebellum plantation in deepest Louisiana.

And did so in an accent thick with her own origins rather than that of some spoiled and indulged Southern-Belle who took the ordering of such “inferior beings” as no more than her right as ordained by the good and - from the point-of-view of the affluent French couple at least - equally white Lord.

Even more galling to sensitivities normalised by the fallacious but generally accepted notion regarding the superiority of their ethnic origins over those of different genetic components, was hearing the man – who had obviously been a man once used to something better than domestic service – spoken to and supervised by the large and younger black woman who, it appeared was Madame Toussaint’s housekeeper.

And supervised as she hurried him about his duties as if he were no more than one of the indentured servants who had once served their white masters on this self-same island.

That is... With undisguised contempt and an expectance of utter obedience. 

“You be wishing the help of Fabienne Toussaint,” the voice of the woman they had come to see broke into their thoughts
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