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Voodoo Doll 

It’s hard to make a voodoo doll look like someone. But this one resembled me. And the fact 

that the hair was mine, gave it away altogether. The only thing that looked a little out of place 

was the black headed pin stuck in the chest of the doll. 

I peered around the family toy shop suspiciously. My step mother was playing a game with 

the youngsters in the street. The whizz of wood came from the back room where Fa was 

making a horse’s head . Step Gran was asleep in the corner.  

Everything was normal except for the doll. I had examined the stitching but the little dear had 

been machine made. We prided ourselves on handmade toys. This was the devils work, for 

sure. 

The door to the shop tinkled cheerily and I shoved the doll away. She was the image of me 

but for some reason I felt I couldn’t take charge of her. And I felt fine. I mean, I wasn’t dead.  

“Hannah, will you go and wake Mum. She’s due back at the Home. I hate telling her.” Step 

Mum rejoined the youthful gaiety of the ball game. 

Step Gran was relaxed in the rocking chair. She jerked as I touched her. “Clara?” 

“Hannah. Gran, it’s time for you to go.” 

She smiled dully. “Still time for a cup of tea?” 

“No, Gran, you have to leave now.” 

She pondered the floor. I pondered the wall. “Actually Gran, there is time for some tea. 

You’re usual?” 

“There’s a pet.” I patted her shoulder and went for the tea. 
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 The Home was a good one.  And she hated it. Classic Clara had left it to me to break it to her 

that she wasn’t coming back with us. The visits were an easing in. And this was the last one.  

“There you go. Last supper and all. Cheers to your last days of freedom, Gran.” 

We never finished the tea. The scream from outside was high and childish.  

“Dad! Hannah!” 

Clara was dead when I got to her, the ball still bouncing down the street away from the 

toyshop. Her hand was clutched over her heart. I was gobsmacked.  

“Hannah!” It was Fa holding on to Gran who’d collapsed as well.  

I told you it was hard to make a voodoo doll.  
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