Lorna Deane


MICRO MEMOIRE SEPT 30, 2024
DEATH
I knew of death early in life.  There was always news of the death of someone in the villages of New Green, or Grove Place. Our farm was between them   People died from either natural cause, accident, drowning, murder, suicide. One incident was the death of a middle-aged farmer whose response to a Government of Jamaia tax levy, was to jump into his water tank, putting an end to the matter. 
At times, a “Warner Woman”[endnoteRef:1] arrived in religious garb. her head wrapped, shouting warnings, punctuated by the clanging of her bells, [1: A prophetess.] 

 	“I see death! Be warned!  Sudden death.  By accident.”  Sometimes, her warnings came true. 
My father told of a “Warner Woman” in his childhood village who warned of, “Death on the Seal.” The Seal was a sacred spot delineated in the middle of any sacred ground on which that religious sect worshipped.  It was forbidden to trample there.
Soon after the warning, in the midst of religious celebrations, as they worshipped, “in the spirit”, a trance-like state, a young girl mistakenly encroached on the Seal. On realising her grave error, she collapsed. Death was instantaneous. 
Death, that had always been, “out there,’’ visited my family in my fourteenth year. My sister, Christine, the fifth child, became ill. During her illness, and hospitalisation, a pall hung over our home. We spoke in hushed voices.  Sounds of joy and laughter were absent. Taking turns, members of my family travelled daily to visit and pray with her. After three months, she died. 
  	We applied the words of a Christian Hymn, “Will the Circle be Unbroken” to our circumstances, and resoundingly answered, “No.”
The loss of our beautiful, sweet, kind, and gentle, Christine, left a void in our family circle.
Yet we believed we would be reunited with her, in Heaven.
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