Juju Makes the Man

   by Sailume Walo

Siatta woke up at dawn, right before the rooster crowed, to prepare for the journey. She had all the little ‘dis n dat’ Oldman Tamba had asked for wrapped in an old gingham cloth.  A few strands of Charles’ hair were wrapped in the cassava leaf, just as Oldman Tamba told her to. She sighed when she remembered the trouble she had gone through to get the hair. Getting the nails and the pieces of clothing was easy enough, but the hair, that took all her ingenuity.

When she had heard Oldman Tamba’s recipe for the potion, she thought the ingredients would be easy to get, until she heard that the strands of hair he wanted were not to come from Charles’ head. They were to come from his pubic area. “The hair from the pubic area,” said Oldman Tamba, “is to bind him to you forever sexually. After he makes love to you, he will not want any other woman in the world, but you.” She liked that part very much. She could not bear the thought of Charles wanting another woman. She was determined to get everything Oldman Tamba needed to make the juju that would bind Charles to her forever.


“Come back to see me a week from today. Bring me a red rooster, two newly-laid eggs from a white hen, four strands of pubic hair, five chips of nails clipped from Charles’ left hand, and a piece of his favorite clothing,” Oldman Tamba requested. “You will see, my child, they do not call me Tamba the miracle worker for nothing.  When I finish with your man, he will not know where his heart begins and his head ends. Your word will be the final word in the house. Anything you desire he will give to you. Go quickly my child. May the ancestors be with you”.


Siatta left the old witch doctor’s hut quite hopeful. Alas if she could get Charles to love her the way she wanted, she would be the happiest woman alive. And why not? She deserved happiness. She deserved Charles! Everyone think she cannot keep him for long, but she’ll show them that she could keep her man.


As she walked home, she daydreamed about what her life would be like after Oldman Tamba made the juju. She could see Charles going with her to the marketplace, taking her to the stream to get water. She could see him getting jealous at the young men who stood by the road to the stream, whistling to young girls. She could see him staying by her side all night long at the village dance and not going over to flirt with Gbati, the village whore.


The more she imagines Charles completely spellbound by her, the more she liked the idea of the love potion. The hardest part was endeavoring to acquire the strands of hair.  Getting the nails would be easy enough since Charles always loved for her to clip his nails. She knew the easiest way to get the hair would be to wait until after their lovemaking, when Charles was asleep. But that idea seemed impossible since Charles had not made love to her in a long while.  He always claimed to be tired when he came home at night. When she tried to ask him why he was always so tired lately, he snapped at her. 


Siatta knew Charles very well. He loved sex.  There was no way he would go for two months without making love! She knew he was getting it someplace else. From Gbati, the town whore, most likely. Besides, just the other day, while doing the laundry, she had sniffed his underwear, detecting the after-smell of lovemaking. That was when she decided to go see Oldman Tamba.  There was no way she was going to lose her man. Not if she could help it.


She decided this was the night she would get the hair.  If that meant seducing Charles, then so be it. She wondered how she would get him home early. As luck would have it, Charles came home early, complaining of a stomachache. That was just the opportunity she needed. She would take care of him. She knew how Charles loved being mothered and pampered when he was ill. She decided to wait until he was completely in her hands, then she would start the seduction. Siatta gave him a bath and as she did it occurred to her that she could get the strands of hair while wiping his skin by pulling at his pubic area. But she knew that might hurt him and so she dismissed the idea.  Besides, she hadn’t made love to Charles for a long time now and the thought of seducing him appealed to her.


As she oiled his body her hands began their search in the secret places that only she alone knew.  He was not immune to her touch and before too long succumbed to her expertise and gave himself over to the throes of their passion.  Satiated, they slept. She woke up quietly while he slept and got the scissors, careful not to wake him. She snipped off a few strands, hid it, and crept back into bed.


Finally the appointed time arrived to take the ingredients to Oldman Tamba. She waited until Charles left for work and then made her way to the outskirts of the town where the witch doctor’s hut was.  She never paid much attention to the hut before but what she saw today frightened her. Over the entrance to the hut were rattles made from gourds, a snakeskin, some teeth dangling from the carcass of what was once a leopard, and to the far right was a human skull. Sensing her fear, Oldman Tamba explained that they were all talismans to ward off evilspirits. The human skull was the remains of a rival witch doctor. It was displayed to show any other witch doctor that dare cross his path that he was not to be tampered with.


As she entered, she saw cowries trailing across the floor in a river of blood that made a path towards the fireplace. “Do not fear my child,” Oldman Tamba called to her. “Him who wishes me no harm shall not be harmed. Come sit next to me and show me what you have. I trust you have everything I requested?” he asked, motioning to her. Siatta unwrapped her little bundle and placed it on the ground before the doctor. “Now my child, you must leave me to my work. I must first converse with the spirits of my ancestors and get their blessing. Only then can I do what you ask of me.”


Siatta agreed and decided to wait for the old man behind the hut. As she sat there she thought about Charles, about how much he loved her until recently; when he became distant and wouldn’t talk to her.  Now everything would be all right again, thanks to Oldman Tamba.  She thought she heard strange sounds coming from the hut, but she could not be certain. For a while she sat there, wondering what was going on. A few hours later, Oldman Tamba came out of the hut sweating profusely. Huge beads of perspiration ran down the sides of his forehead, his underarms and his torso.


“Your man’s spirit is strong. But I finally got him. Now all I need you to do is put a little bit of your urine in this pot.” She went behind the bushes, did so quickly, and handed the pot back to the old man. He took the pot back into the hut with him and after a few minutes came back out.  In his hands he carried a pasty substance, wrapped in a leaf. He handed it to her and gave her the directions to use it. “First thing in the morning, take a little of this paste and put a little bit of your spittle in your palm and rub them together. Then rub the substance between your thighs, murmuring your love for Charles. Do this everyday for a few days and you will see the results. Each evening you must put a little bit in his food as you prepare it.  Remember, use it with caution! Do not be impatient, for it is the patient dog that gets the fattest bone. Now go and be happy.”


“What about your payment?” Siatta questioned.

“You can pay me when you have seen the fruits of my labors. Until then, I take no payment,” the old man answered.


Siatta returned home fully confident that her dream would finally come true. That very evening she prepared some of the potion with Charles meal. He, unsuspecting, devoured the food as if he hadn’t eaten in days.  After which he told Siatta he was tired and went to bed.  She was disappointed by this turn of event, but nonetheless she remembered Oldman Tamba’s advice to be patient.  This went on for a few days, she administering the potion, he oblivious to her existence. Siatta got fed up and decided to double the dosage, hoping that would help. It seemed to work and for the first time in months Charles began to look at her like he used to in the old days. That night they made love slowly, passionately. Afterwards, he held her all through the night as he slept.


The next day Charles did not feel like going to work. He decided instead to spend the whole day with his wife. Siatta was overjoyed. They spent the rest of the day as if they were on their honeymoon. This continued for the rest of the week. Charles lost all interest in his work, in his friends, in everything else but being with Siatta. She at first welcomed this new relationship. But after awhile it became bothersome, unbearable. Charles followed her everywhere including the stream where the women went to fetch water each day. She became the laughingstock of the town.  If Siatta so much as smiled a greeting at another male, Charles became violently jealous. He would scream and throw things. And finally breaking down in sobs, he would express his fear of losing her.


He began to lose value in her eyes. His touch became repugnant to her. She did not know what to do. She stopped using the potion, but that still did not change anything. It was already in his system.  She would wake up in the middle of the night and see him sitting beside the bed, holding her hand, and watching her sleep. She would appeal to him to get some sleep. He would eventually heed her advice and go to sleep, but this process would be repeated again the following night. And night after night.


Fed up at last, Siatta decided to pay Oldman Tamba a visit again. When he heard her lamentations, he reprimanded her for not heeding his advice. He then prepared another potion and gave to undo the first. “Now remember, you must proceed with caution. It will take time, be patient.”


But Siatta could not be patient at all. She was sick and tired of Charles’ clinging. She wanted to be rid of him instantly. She hurried home before Charles awoke and realized she was not in the house. She got home just in time to see him wake up. She made him some soup and put in a lot more potion than the doctor advised. Her belief was that the more potion she used, the quicker the spell would be broken. She thought about using the whole packet at once, but decided against it, afraid of the consequence.


That night Charles was extremely quiet. Siatta was pleased by this, convinced that the medicine was already taking its toll. The following morning Charles complained of a stomachache. By the afternoon his pain became even more excruciating and his cries could be heard throughout the neighborhood.  The neighbors, hearing his screams came over and began crowding around him, wondering as to the source of his pain and what to do about it.  Only Siatta knew the answer, but she was too guilt-ridden to tell.  She would not hear of calling the witch doctor and so Charles lay there moaning all day long. By night he became delirious and kept murmuring unintelligible words. In the middle of the night he began gasping for air. He motioned to Siatta to come closer, and she did. When she was close enough for him to touch her, he mustered his last energy and grasped her face in his hands. He stared into her eyes and the look she saw in them was terrifying.  She tried to pull away but he held onto her tightly. 

“I hate you!” he said venomously. “I never hated anyone like I hate you. Go away from my sight, you make me sick!” And with that he shoved her from him. Just then he let out a bloodcurdling scream that echoed through the night. He fell back on the bed, never to wake up again.

Siatta, overcome with grief and remorse threw herself on the corpse, pleading with him to wake up to no avail. Her neighbors came to console her, but she would accept no consolation, blaming herself for Charles’ death. She went about the room like a madwoman, tearing at her hair and clothes, cursing the day she set foot in the witch doctor’s hut. But the die had been cast. She couldn’t go back and undo what she had done, so she had to live with the guilt that she made a bargain with the dark side and the price was her husband’s life.

