
		
			[image: Cover of The Jumbies]
		

	


[image: image]




This book is a work of fiction. Names, characters, places, and incidents are the product of the author’s imagination or are used fictitiously. Any resemblance to actual events, locales, or persons, living or dead, is coincidental.

Copyright © 2015 by Tracey Baptiste

Hachette Book Group supports the right to free expression and the value of copyright. The purpose of copyright is to encourage writers and artists to produce the creative works that enrich our culture.

The scanning, uploading, and distribution of this book without permission is a theft of the author’s intellectual property. If you would like permission to use material from the book (other than for review purposes), please contact permissions@hbgusa.com. Thank you for your support of the author’s rights.

Little, Brown and Company 
Hachette Book Group 
1290 Avenue of the Americas, New York, NY 10104 
Visit us at LBYR.com

Originally published in hardcover and ebook by Algonquin Young Readers in April 2015 
Published simultaneously in Canada by Thomas Allen & Son Limited 
First Edition: April 2015

Little, Brown and Company is a division of Hachette Book Group, Inc. 
The Little, Brown name and logo are registered trademarks of Hachette Book Group, Inc.

The publisher is not responsible for websites (or their content) that are not owned by the publisher.

Little, Brown and Company books may be purchased in bulk for business, educational, or promotional use. For information, please contact your local bookseller or the Hachette Book Group Special Markets Department at special.markets@hbgusa.com.

Library of Congress Cataloging-in-Publication Data 
Baptiste, Tracey. 
The jumbies / Tracey Baptiste.—First edition. 
pages cm 
Summary: Eleven-year-old Corinne must call on her courage and an ancient magic to stop an evil spirit and save her island home. 
ISBN 978-1-61620-414-3 
[1. Spirits—Fiction. 2. Magic—Fiction. 3. Blacks—Caribbean Area—Fiction. 4. Caribbean Area—Fiction. 5. Horror stories.] I. Title. 
PZ7.B229515Ju 2015 
[Fic]—dc23 2014038605

ISBNs: 978-1-61620-414-3 (hardcover), 978-1-61620-488-4 (ebook)

E3-20250718-PDJ-PC-COR


	
		Contents

		1

		The Forest

		2

		The Graveyard

		3

		Sister

		4

		Market Day

		5

		The Green Woman

		6

		Drupatee Sareena Rootsingh

		7

		Down the Well

		8

		The Brothers

		9

		Watching

		10

		In the River

		11

		Balance

		12

		Two Houses

		13

		Something Good to Eat

		14

		Cut

		15

		Muddy Tears

		16

		Little Men

		17

		The Jumbies

		18

		The Stew

		19

		The Storm

		20

		One Bite

		21

		The Cave

		22

		Family

		23

		The Call

		24

		The Lagahoo

		25

		Bouki and Malik

		26

		Quiet Morning

		27

		The Swamp

		28

		Separate Ways

		29

		Disguised

		30

		The Seed

		31

		The Boys’ Plan

		32

		Leaving

		33

		Stepping In

		34

		Firewood

		35

		Nothing

		36

		Pushing Off

		37

		Striking the Match

		38

		The Cliff

		39

		The Douens Fight

		40

		Rough Water

		41

		The Lagahoo

		42

		Captured

		43

		Grow

		44

		For Keeps

		Author’s Note

	


	To my children, Alyssa and Adam, without whom this book would have been finished years ago.

	And to all the children of the Caribbean (no matter your age). See, you have fairy tales too.


	1

	The Forest

	Corinne La Mer’s heart beat like wild drums as she ran through the forest. Her bare feet stumbled over the dead leaves and protruding roots of the forest floor. She strained her eyes in the dappled sunlight to keep track of the small, furry agouti that scampered away from her. Occasionally, light glinted off the smooth rock tied to the animal’s hind leg. It called to Corinne like a beacon. When she got close enough, she pounced on the ’gouti and missed, grabbing only a handful of dirt. Corinne grunted and threw the dirt aside. The animal ran beneath a bush and Corinne squeezed down to the damp earth to crawl after it. Her skirt got caught on branches, but she ripped it away, determined to reach the animal. On the other side, the creature cowered against a rock and the roots of a large tree. In her eleven years of life, Corinne had learned that with nowhere to run, a wild animal might try to attack. She hung back.

	“I’m not going to hurt you,” she said in her calmest voice. She eased closer. “I just need that thing on your leg. You’ll be able to run much faster without it, and I won’t be chasing you . . . so . . .” She moved with care toward the ’gouti and gently untied the silk cord. The animal’s coarse fur shivered and its pulse beat as fast as her own. Corinne closed her fist firmly around the stone pendant and crawled back out of the bush.

	She rubbed the stone with her thumb. Over years of constant handling, she had worn a smooth groove that fit her finger perfectly. The pendant had been her mama’s, and when she put her thumb into the little hollow, she imagined her mama’s hand around her own. Corinne breathed a sigh of relief now that it was back in her possession, but her relief did not last long.

	She didn’t know this part of the forest. And it was darker here. The branches of the mahogany trees were so thick that barely any light came through. It even smelled different, of wood and wet earth, while Corinne was used to the smell of the sea. She had no idea which way was out.

	Somewhere between the leaves, Corinne thought she saw a pair of lights shining. They were close together, like eyes. Her skin prickled, but then the lights disappeared and Corinne tried to shake off her fear. The little bit of light must have been reflecting on something. Don’t be silly, she scolded herself. “I’m going to kill those boys,” she muttered into the heavy air.

	A pair of yellow-­bellied birds alighted on a branch overhead, and called out, kis-­ka-­dee kis-­ka-­dee! Something small scratched through the undergrowth. A cold lump formed in Corinne’s stomach and began to spread. She had heard grown-­ups tell stories about the terrible things that lived in hidden pockets of the island, like this forest filled with ancient mahogany trees. They talked about creatures with backward feet, and women who could shed their skin, and women with hooves for feet. Even though her papa told her these stories were not true, there must have been a reason no one ever came this far into the forest. 

	Corinne felt the wind at her left cheek. She followed it as her papa had taught her to do.

	After a few minutes, the trees thinned out. There was a bit more sunlight filtering through the branches. Corinne breathed easier. Her heart slowed its pace. But she continued to hurry over the uneven ground, ducking beneath trees as she went. Then, behind her, the bushes rustled. She turned just in time to see something move in the shadows. Surely it was only an animal. But what if it was another kind of thing entirely? The kind of thing from the grown-­ups’ stories?

	A jumbie.

	The hairs on her arms stood on end. She gripped her mama’s necklace as she glanced behind her. From a curtain of shadow, the two large yellow eyes blinked. Corinne turned and ran as fast as she could. The thing snarled and rushed after her.

	Corinne concentrated on the ground as she fled. She burst through the last line of trees onto the dirt road. A large pair of hands grabbed her. Corinne squeezed her eyes shut.

	“What are you running from, Corinne?” a familiar voice asked.

	She opened her eyes, relieved. “Nothing, Papa,” she said. Her breath came in fast sips and her body shook.

	Pierre La Mer looked into her eyes. “Why were you in there?”

	Corinne looked down the road. Near the dried-­up well, two boys in tattered, dirty clothing stood watching them. The older one was smiling with mischief. He held a small frog in his hands over the top of the well. It was struggling, but he held it firmly. Their next victim, Corinne thought. Corinne let the stone pendant dangle from her fingers. Its smooth surface gleamed. The smile slid off the boy’s face. The younger one looked surprised and then his face broke into a grin. His brother nudged him hard.

	“Those filthy boys tied Mama’s necklace to a baby ’gouti and scared it into the forest. I had to get it back, didn’t I?” 

	“What boys?” Pierre looked around, but the boys had run away. “You actually chased an agouti into the forest and caught it?” He looked at Corinne from head to foot and pulled some of the twigs and leaves from her braids. Suddenly, he laughed. “I’ve raised a hunter!” He kissed both her cheeks, but then his face grew serious. “You should be old enough to know not to go running in the woods. There are wild animals in the bush, Corinne. There’s a reason you don’t see anyone else in there.”

	Corinne looked back at the bushes and thought of those shining eyes and the thing that had run after her.

	Her father swept her up into a tight hug. “Your heart is going quicker than a riptide. Did something frighten you? It wasn’t a jumbie was it?” he teased.

	In her father’s arms, in the open air, Corinne laughed at her fear. She hugged him back and said, “No, Papa.”

	“Of course not. Nothing frightens my girl, right?” He winked. Pierre wiped some mud off his daughter’s face. “The sun is going down. It’s time to go visit your mama. Are you ready?”

	Corinne retied the necklace around her neck and felt the stone settle close to her heart. “Ready.”

	Corinne and her father walked away as the sun slipped toward the horizon. 

	They did not see the pair of yellow eyes that brought a dim light to the edge of the forest. The darker it got, the brighter the eyes became. The eyes watched Corinne and Pierre as they went on the road until they disappeared around a bend. And once the sun descended beneath the tops of the trees and the forest shadows lengthened along the road, the jumbie emerged.
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