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    For the menders of torn paper and quiet hearts,For the painters of skies where hope restarts.For those who listen when the world is still,And find the courage to climb the hill.This story is woven, this thread is for you—For all who believe in beginnings anew.

      

    



  	
        
            
            "The wind does not ask the kite why it longs for the sky;it only asks that it be brave enough to let go of the ground." 
— An old Mauritian proverb
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Chapter 1 — The Island Without Breath
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A gust of hot, stagnant air hit Ravi Appadoo the moment the plane door hissed open, but it was not a greeting. It was an exhalation, the island’s long, weary sigh. He stood at the top of the metal stairs, his hand tightening on the carry-on handle, his polished city shoes feeling absurdly out of place. Below, the tarmac of Sir Seewoosagur Ramgoolam International Airport shimmered, a mirage of heat haze that made the distant sugarcane fields waver like a fading memory.

There was no wind. He noticed it immediately, a man who had spent the last decade in cities where the air was a constant, shoving entity. Here, the air was a weight. It settled on his shoulders, pressed his linen shirt against his skin with a damp insistence, and carried a scent he’d forgotten—a thick perfume of frangipari, salt, and the faint, sweet decay of mangrove mud. It was the smell of his childhood, and it felt like a funeral shroud.

The immigration hall was a slow, languid dream. Ceiling fans churned the thick air with a futile, lazy whir, barely stirring the pages of the official’s stamp pad. The man took Ravi’s passport, his eyes flicking from the photo to his face with a disinterested scrutiny.
“Appadoo,” the official said, the name a familiar shape in his mouth. “Long time you are away.”
Ravi merely nodded, the words feeling like stones in his throat. He hadn’t spoken Creole in years. The rhythm of it was a forgotten song.
His single suitcase arrived with a solitary thud on the carousel. He hired a taxi, an old, blue Nissan Sunny that smelled of vanilla air freshener and old upholstery. The driver, a man with a face like a friendly walnut, chattered incessantly as they pulled away from the airport, but Ravi heard none of it. He was lost in the view through the dust-filmed window.

Mauritius unspooled outside, a picture postcard that had been left in the sun too long. The vibrant greens of the banana plantations were muted, dust-coated. The brilliant bougainvillaea that tumbled over walls seemed to hold their flowers like clenched fists, refusing to shed a single petal to the static air. But it was the sea that held his gaze, that stole the breath from his lungs. It was a sheet of hammered silver, flat and impossibly calm, all the way to the horizon. There were no whitecaps, no waves crashing in joyful disorder against the black volcanic rocks. It was a dead calm, an ocean holding its breath.

“The sea,” Ravi finally said, his voice rough from disuse. “It’s so still.”

The driver glanced in the rearview mirror, his cheerfulness dimming. “Ah, oui. Like glass. Has been for weeks now. The fishermen, they are not happy. The fish, they are deep down where it is cool.” He shrugged, a gesture of philosophical resignation. “The old ones in the village, they say the island has lost its breath again.”

Lost its breath again. The phrase echoed in the silent chambers of Ravi’s mind. He’d heard it before, a lifetime ago. A superstition, his father had called it, nonsense for old women and children. But feeling the oppressive stillness now, it felt less like superstition and more like a diagnosis.

They entered Mahébourg, and the nostalgia he had braced for arrived not as a warm wave, but as a series of sharp, precise stabs. The clock tower, still stubbornly telling its own time. The wide, tree-lined streets of the Champs de Mars, where the cannonball tree stood, its bizarre fruit like dormant ordnance. But the life was wrong. The market, which should have been a riot of sound and colour, was subdued. The awnings over the fish stalls hung limp, and behind them, the fishermen sat on upturned crates, mending nets with a listless air. The few fish on display were small, their eyes clouded. Flags from a dozen different colonial eras hung from balconies, motionless as painted cloth.

The taxi slowed to a stop on a narrow street overlooking the bay. Ravi’s childhood home was a campement, a traditional wooden house raised on stilts, its veranda wrapped around the front like a welcoming arm. Now, the arm felt slack, the house sleeping with its eyes open. The paint was flaking, revealing the grey, weather-beaten wood beneath. The garden, once his mother’s pride, was a tangle of defiant weeds and wilted hibiscus.

He paid the driver and stood on the street, his suitcase at his feet, a stranger in his own past. The key was under the broken terracotta pot, just as his father had always said it would be. The metal was warm in his hand.

The lock turned with a familiar, grating shriek of protest. He pushed the door open, and the smell that rushed out to meet him was the ghost of his life: old wood, mildew, the faint, sweet scent of vanilla pods his father used to keep in a jar, and underneath it all, the cloying, unmistakable smell of death. It had been cleaned, he knew—a neighbour, perhaps—but the scent lingered in the fibres of the rugs, in the very pores of the house.

He stepped inside, and the silence was a physical presence. It was deeper than the absence of sound; it was the absorption of it. His footsteps on the wooden floorboards were muffled, swallowed whole. The living room was a museum of stillness. His father’s chair, a worn leather armchair, faced the window looking out to the sea, a book splayed open on its armrest as if he had just stepped away. A thin layer of dust already coated the cover. Ravi could see the ghost of his father’s body in the dented cushion.

He didn’t sit. He walked through the rooms, his hand trailing over surfaces. The kitchen, where his mother’s laughter used to ring out, now held only the hum of the old refrigerator. His parents’ bedroom door was closed. He didn’t open it. He couldn’t, not yet.

He found himself climbing the narrow, creaking stairs to his old room. It was exactly as he had left it a decade ago, a shrine to a boy who no longer existed. Faded posters of footballers he could no longer name. A shelf of schoolbooks, their pages yellowing. And on the wall, hanging from a nail, a single, empty kite frame, the complex diamond shape he and his father had built together, now just naked, crossing sticks, a skeleton waiting for skin.

It was then that the weight of it all finally crashed down on him. The long flight, the stifling air, the oppressive silence of the house, the ghost in the armchair. He sank onto the edge of his narrow childhood bed, the springs groaning in protest, and dropped his face into his hands. The grief, which he had kept neatly compartmentalised in a corner of his mind labelled ‘London Problems’, broke its banks. It was a dry, heaving sob, devoid of tears, a convulsion of pure loss. He had not cried when he got the call. He had not cried on the plane. But here, in the dust of his abandoned youth, the reality of his father’s absence became a void he could feel in the centre of his chest.

His fingers fumbled for the inner pocket of his suit jacket. They closed around something soft, familiar. He pulled it out.

It was a kite tail.

Not a store-bought ribbon, but something handmade, precious, a artifact from a lost civilization. It was a long braid of fabric scraps, each piece a memory. A swatch of his mother’s favourite floral dress, the yellow roses now faded to a pale cream. A strip of blue from his first school uniform. A piece of emerald green silk from an old sari of his grandmother’s. And woven throughout, bold and bright, several pieces of a cherry-red fabric covered in tiny, white Chinese dragons. Tia’s contribution. She’d brought it over one afternoon, her face flushed with excitement, a leftover from a dress her own mother was making for the New Year.

He could feel the ghost of his father’s hands guiding his, showing him how to braid the fabrics tightly so they would spin and dance in the air, creating drag and beauty in equal measure. He could hear Tia’s laughter, a bright, clear sound like bells, as she handed him each new piece. “This one, Ravi! The wind will love this one!”

He clutched the braided tail now, the fabrics soft and worn from years of handling. It was a talisman. A key. It was the only thing he had taken with him when he left for university abroad, a tangible piece of the sky he was so desperate to reach. Now, it felt like the only real thing in this house of echoes.

A sudden, sharp memory surfaced, unbidden. He was seventeen, standing right here in this room, the completed kite in his hands, its paper skin painted with a fierce, golden sun. His father had come to the doorway, not entering, his face a mask of stern disappointment.
“All this time on toys, Ravi,” he’d said, his voice low and heavy. “Your head is always in the clouds. You need to keep your feet on the ground. On this island, that is the only way to survive.”
It was the week before the first windless festival. The week everything began to unravel.
A sound from outside broke his reverie—the distant, mournful cry of a conch shell. It was a sound he hadn’t heard in years, used by the fishermen, but now it felt like a lament. He stood up, the kite tail still coiled in his fist, and walked to the window.

The view was of the harbour, the water still that impossible, flat silver. A few pirogues were tied up, their outriggers sticking out like brittle bones. And beyond, the Lion Mountain stood sentinel, its silhouette dark and brooding against the late afternoon sky. The world was holding its breath. Waiting.

He looked down at the fabric in his hand, his thumb stroking the familiar texture of the red dragon cloth. Tia. Was she still here? In this stillness? The thought sent a complicated jolt through him—part dread, part a longing so acute it was a physical ache.

He had come back to bury his father. But standing there, in the silent, breathless house, clutching the faded remnants of a childhood dream, Ravi Appadoo felt with a cold certainty that he had returned for something else entirely. The island was sick, and its illness was this unnatural calm. And he, somehow, was part of the disease. Or, perhaps, a piece of the cure.

The chapter would not end with a bang, but with this profound, unsettling quiet. The reader would be left with Ravi in that room, feeling the weight of the air, the weight of the past, and the first, faint tremors of a story beginning to stir in the profound stillness. The stage was set. The characters were ghosts in the wings. And the wind, the elusive, magical wind, was waiting.
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Chapter 2 — The Quiet Village
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The silence of the house became a throat, and it was swallowing him whole.

Ravi woke on his childhood bed, still dressed in his travel-wrinkled clothes, the braided kite tail a twisted serpent in his clenched fist. For a disorienting moment, suspended between sleep and consciousness, he expected to hear the familiar sounds that had been the soundtrack of his youth: the metallic screech of the rusty pulley as his father raised the kitchen shutter, the hiss of the kettle, the low, morning murmur of his parents’ conversation floating up the stairs. But there was only the dead, cottony quiet, broken by the frantic, accelerating thump of his own heart.

Sunlight, thick and syrupy, poured through the window, illuminating the dust motes dancing in the stagnant air. They were the only things moving with any purpose in the entire house.

The funeral was today.

The thought landed in his gut with a cold, heavy finality. He pushed himself up, his body aching as if he’d been beaten. The grief was no longer a sharp, breaking wave; it had settled into a low-grade fever, a constant, humming pressure behind his eyes.

Downstairs, the ghost in the armchair was gone, the book removed. The room had been tidied, the dust sheets taken away. It felt worse, this curated emptiness. It was an admission that no one was coming back to mess it up again. He filled the kettle, the sound of water gushing from the tap abnormally loud in the silence. As he waited for it to boil, his eyes scanned the living room, a forensic investigator of his own past.

There, on the mantelpiece, was the familiar gallery: a faded wedding photo, his mother, Laxmi, beautiful and serene in a red sari, his father, Arvin, looking uncharacteristically boyish and proud. A school photo of Ravi, gap-toothed and grinning, holding a certificate for first place in a art competition. And another, of him and Tia, maybe fourteen and thirteen, their arms slung around each other’s shoulders, faces smudged with dirt, holding a kite between them that was almost as big as they were. Tia’s smile was a blaze of unchecked joy, her black hair escaping two messy braids. His own smile was quieter, more contained, but his eyes, fixed on the kite, shone with a pure, unadulterated pride. He looked away, the image too bright for this dim room.

The tea was bitter, the leaves old. He drank it standing by the veranda door, looking out at the world. Mahébourg was slowly coming to life, or a facsimile of it. A few cars puttered past. An old man on a bicycle pedalled with a slow, arduous effort, as if moving through water. The Indian Ocean remained that unsettling, polished silver, refusing to sparkle.

He had to go out. He had to see Mr. Laval, the funeral director, to finalize the arrangements for the afternoon. The thought of stepping outside, of being seen, was a peculiar kind of dread. He was the Prodigal Son returned, not for a feast, but for a burial. He was the London banker, the one who got away, back to witness the proof that staying was a sentence to dust and silence.

He changed into a fresh, light shirt, the fabric sticking to his skin immediately. Before leaving, he found himself standing once more before the empty kite frame on his wall. His fingers reached out, tracing the smooth, familiar wood. It was a Lahore Khaddar design, his father’s favourite—a complex diamond with a bowed face, designed to catch the slightest whisper of a breeze. “See, Ravi,” his father had said, his carpenter’s hands gently bending the bamboo, “it is not about fighting the wind. It is about listening to it. Understanding its soul. Then, you can dance with it.” The memory was so vivid, so at odds with the pragmatic, often disapproving man he’d clashed with as a teenager.

Stepping out onto the street was like walking into a lukewarm bath. The air did not move. It sat. The sounds of the village were muffled, absorbed by the humidity. His first stop was the boulangerie on the corner, its red-and-white awning sagging. The bell above the door jangled, a shockingly cheerful sound.

The woman behind the counter, plump and kind-faced, looked up. “Bonjour, Msié—” Her greeting died in her throat. Her eyes widened in recognition, then softened with a practiced, communal pity. “Ravi. Mon cher. We heard you were coming. My condolences. Your father... he was a good man.”

“Thank you, Madame Liseau,” Ravi said, his voice rough. The use of his first name, the intimate tone, made him feel exposed.

“The funeral is today, non? At three?” she asked, already wrapping a baguette in paper without him asking. It was a given. He would need food. People would come to the house. This was how it was done.

“Yes. At the cemetery.”

She nodded, her lips pressed into a thin, sympathetic line. “It is a sad time. And this...” she gestured vaguely towards the open door, towards the motionless world outside, “...this stillness. It makes everything harder, no? It is like the island itself is in mourning.”

She said it not as a poetic flourish, but as a simple, accepted fact. Ravi paid for the bread, the coins feeling alien in his hand.

“The festival...” he heard himself say, the words surprising him. “Is it still happening?”

Madame Liseau’s face fell. She shrugged, a gesture of profound helplessness. “The committee meets today, I hear. But without wind? What is a kite festival without wind? It would be like... a concert with no music. Just people holding instruments.” She handed him the baguette. “Tia Wong, she is fighting for it. She is at the mairie now, I think. Trying to make them see sense.”

Tia’s name, spoken so casually, landed like a spark on dry tinder. He simply nodded, a tight, jerky movement, and left the shop
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