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Has Someone Put A Spell On Me?

By Nina Kedar

Talk about eye of toad and sting of scorpion.

A very good friend of mine is convinced someone has ’done’ black magic on me. In order not to get into a hostile situation, I said okay and left it at that. But she didn’t.

Soon, I had a gold-colored Buddha staring benevolently at my front door. A crouching dragon hidden cure near my window. But the ultimate was that chiming clock, to ’create vibrations in the air’. I landed up spending more hard-earned money on this absolutely ghastly, hideous and garishly coloured (peach and gold) plastic clock which was fitted on the wall facing my bed. I was allowed to turn off the volume while I slept but I sleep just 6 hours. 24-6= 18 hours, so 18 times a day this clock gaily belted out ’The Farmer’s In The Den’ with all the gusto of an inebriated karaoke singer. Life sure sucked.

Then there was the Baba. 

We had to wait outside in a tiny garden that grew chappals instead of flowers. I got a good education on the footwear habits of hexed Indians. Oh, I was vexed. Finally, we were told by a middle-aged woman who looked like Hidimba, in sotto voice, that we could enter hallowed ground.

We were shooed into a tiny, dark room, filled with overpowering smoke from cheap incense and the smell of scared people. The walls were decorated with pictures of saints, prophets, and SRK. The floor was a happy blue and red linoleum, designed by an artist aspiring to be the next Picasso. The Baba sat at one end.

One by one, the Baba attended to people, and they were given strange brown-paper packages tied up with string. Not exactly my favourite things, because I swear I saw eggs, and limbus pierced with nails. Then it was my turn. My friend, silly thing, immediately told him someone had ’done’ black magic on me and was that true?

The Baba twirled his green worry beads over and over, muttering under his breath. After about 5 minutes of twirling, he turned to me and proclaimed wisely, “Yes”. He scribbled something illegible on a scrap of paper and told me to give it to the Guardian of The Door. Like doctors whose handwritten prescriptions only chemists can decode, was the same with Hidimba. 

More money changed hands, namely mine to hers, and she gave me some very strange things and I was instructed on what to do with them: wrap 1 limbu in a scrap of white, ’kora’ cotton fabric and keep it under my pillow for 7 days; put a handful of sugar on the base of a tree every morning at sunrise; light one acrid cheap aggarbatti every evening at sunset then circle my house from the inside going clockwise, holding it in my hand. And I was to come back after 7days with that limbu and show it to the Baba.

I did most of it. The limbu under my pillow, the power-walk with the aggarbatti. Going down at sunrise and pouring sugar on the tree was a bit too much, so I would stand at my window and chuck the sugar at the tree which is just outside. 

After 3 days, I felt ridiculous. So I threw the offensive aggarbatti away in the non-biodegradable garbage, I threw the limbu in the biodegradable garbage, I used the cotton fabric to dust my computer and I ate the sugar.

I must say it worked, because I feel better ever since.






