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“I see all, I know all, I cannot tell a lie.” 
Fatinah had spoken those words more times than she could count.
Not by choice.
The magic of the mirror had made them true—and hollow. From the other side of the glass, she had seen too much. Ships lost. Lives taken. Souls given to the deep. When she was not summoned by a vain mainland noble who had come to possess the mirror, she watched the seas for Shamanuc, the whispering god of shadow and mirrors who had taken her husband’s body for his own.
Ships lost. Lives taken. Souls given to the deep.
She had known.
She had seen.
And she had been unable to act.
Sixteen years trapped in the mirror—years that had not touched her body, but had worn deep into her soul.
But now she was free.
Free from the mirror. Free with coin in her pocket, thanks to a grateful prince. And she would not waste that freedom.
She would stop Shamanuc.
She stepped foot on her island with not much more than the clothes on her back and a pouch of coins that likely made her richer than all the islanders combined. The village had grown. A few people looked up as she stepped off the dock, giving a friendly wave. They looked safe here. Shamanuc had long since gone, taking his trouble elsewhere. Some faces looked familiar, but she was too disconnected to give any a name. 
Her feet knew the way to her hut. She stopped outside it, hesitating before reaching for the curtain covering the doorway. Laughter came from inside. Of course, it had new occupants. They wouldn’t leave it empty for a woman they thought dead. Even if they had expected her husband to return, it had been far too many years to leave it vacant. 
Smoke came from the Village Elder’s hut. That was another vacancy that would have been filled. Elder Koru was dead. She had long ago accepted that, but it still left a hollowness. It had been her fault. 
She never should have gone to Aloka-pasar. 
Fatinah pushed aside the curtain and stepped into the Elder’s hut. A man sat with his back to her, mixing a poultice, his dark-skinned back bare and muscled.
“Elder? I need assistance.”
He turned—and immediately stood.
“Fatinah? You’re alive!” A familiar grin split the man’s face.
“Pali?” Tears filled her eyes at the sight of the boy she had once loved as her own.
The boy she remembered was gone. In his place stood a man marked by years and burden. One eye was clouded and scarred, but the other held a piercing clarity—as if he saw not just the world before him, but the truths hidden in its fractures. She remembered he had been marked by Hasahn—blinded in one eye when the man, no longer himself, sent a bowl of scalding stew flying into the boy’s face.
Pali closed the distance in two strides and lifted her into a fierce embrace.
“You’re alive,” he repeated, voice thick.
She laughed breathlessly as he set her down again. So big and strong now. Not the scrawny boy she had left. Shamanuc had scarred him, but here he was—stronger than she had imagined. They both were.
He set her down but didn’t let go right away. His good eye searched her face.
“You look almost the same,” Pali said slowly. “But not. Not after this long.”
Fatinah stepped back to study him properly.
Only then did she notice the braided cord crossing his shoulder against his bare skin. The tight island braid was unmistakable—the mark of one who spoke for the island. 
“You’re an elder now,” she said softly.
Pali followed her gaze and gave a small shrug. “Maru held the role after Koru. When he stepped down, it passed to me.” He sobered quickly. “Tell me everything.”
Fatinah shared her tale—and her vow. She would stop Shamanuc from causing harm again.
Pali sighed heavily.
“I knew something was wrong with Hasahn,” he said. “He had never been cruel. Then you vanished. Elder Koru vanished too. Hasahn left soon after, and fishermen began disappearing as well. Enough that we stopped going out to sea for a season. We only checked the nets close to shore.” He rubbed the back of his neck. “By the following year, the nearby waters seemed safe enough to return to work. But I have seen things over the years. Things that aren’t there. Shadow ships on the sea. Fog rolling in before a storm.” His good eye fixed on her. “Once it became clear they were warnings—and danger followed—the village began listening.” Pali leaned against the table. “After Koru vanished, Maru stepped in as Elder. He had been a navigator and canoe master… When he recognized my sight, he took me as his apprentice.”
“These visions, the disappearances, do you think they are connected to Shamanuc?”
“If he is from the shadow realm, perhaps what he did to me—blinding me—gave me a connection to it as well.”
“When was the last time you had a vision?”
Pali rubbed the scruff on his chin. “It’s been a season. We have appreciated the quiet.”
“I doubt Shamanuc is just resting. He is causing trouble somewhere. I have vowed to stop him. I let him out. It is up to me to put things right. Will you help me?”
Pali put his hands gently on Fatinah’s shoulders. “Anything for my Fatinah. You were like a second mother to me. But how will you stop him? You don’t want to risk trapping yourself again. And isn’t it currently occupied?”
“Yes, the mirror is occupied now by a mainland noble—Sophia—who had taken the mirror for her own use. And that mirror lies at the bottom of the sea. I don’t have a plan yet. First, we must find him.”
“The hour gets late. Do you have anywhere to stay?” Pali asked.
Fatinah shook her head. 
“Stay here with me tonight. Tomorrow we can find other arrangements. Will you be making this your home again?”
“I do not know. So much has changed. And yet, so much remains the same. I have so many wonderful memories here with Hasahn. But so much darkness overshadows.”
“We will end this. And then you can decide where you want to make your home.”
It had been so long since she had had a true home. Such a foreign concept. She tasted tears with the stew Pali shared with her. This was likely the same recipe he had once carried to Hasahn—the day he learned the man was no longer himself, and paid for it with his sight.
He put out a spare pallet for her. The closest thing she’d had for a bed since this all began. She’d half slept in the mirror shadow realm, and slept fitfully on the streets. Prince Aiden had offered her a night in the palace for the help with Sophia, but she had wanted to get back to Kalana as soon as possible. A prince’s funds had gotten her on the next ship out, and she had a cozy hammock for her nights on the ship. But to have an actual blanket wrapped around her shoulders brought back memories of Hasahn’s arms around her. In the darkness of night, she let the tears flow. Tears for her missing husband. Could she stay in this village, haunted by memories of him?
It wouldn’t matter if she didn’t survive a confrontation with Shamanuc. He was one of the Old Ones, the dark gods of the Outer Isles. In the dark, it was hard to find her conviction, her courage. Who was she to challenge a god? 

      [image: ]Fatinah awoke alone. She had dreamt of her husband—Hasahn whole and strong, as he had been before the bite. Before the venom took hold, before they cut away his arm in a desperate attempt to save him—and failed. Before he had been consumed by Shamanuc, the god of shadows and whispers.
Now Shamanuc wore his body.
Was Hasahn still in there, trapped like she had once been in the mirror?
She shivered, wishing she could feel his arms around her again. Wiping the tears from her eyes, she tidied up her pallet. Pali had left some boiled yam warming on the fire. While she ate, she listened to the island life outside. Fishermen calling, children laughing. Familiar sounds and tastes that brought her both comfort and the ache of wishing she could go back to her simple married life.
She exited the hut. Pali was busy talking to fishermen on the dock, but he saw her and gave a friendly wave. She waved back, then walked in the opposite direction down the beach. How had this island stayed the same when she had changed so much? The island had just moved on—without her, without Hasahn, without Elder Koru. If she hadn’t seen what Shamanuc had done beyond these shores, she might have believed this place untouched—might have believed she could still belong here.
The sea was too still today. Almost mirror-like, the water shimmered like glass, and for an instant, she thought she saw Hasahn’s face beneath the surface. She reached out for him, breaking the water, but just like when he had been trapped in the mirror, she couldn’t reach him. “Oh, Hasahn. When will you stop haunting me? Will I ever be able to let you go?” 
Not letting go was what had gotten them all into this mess. Trying to save her husband from a venomous serpent bite, she had performed a ritual—a bargain with a dark god. Instead of saving him, it had trapped him in the mirror, where something else took hold. The god she had called answered. It consumed him, transformed him, regrowing his amputated arm into a horrendous tentacle.
Elder Koru had warned her not to perform the ritual again—that it was too dangerous to name the old gods. But she hadn’t listened.
She had tried it anyway, and only made things worse. It freed Hasahn from the mirror—but not as himself. Shamanuc already wore his body. And in the exchange, Fatinah took his place, trapped in the mirror while the god walked free.
Koru had tried to stop him. To stop what she had unleashed. Shamanuc, wearing Hasahn’s form, killed the Elder. That was only the first death.
Trapped in the mirror, Fatinah could see all—the glass acting like a scrying pool.
So much blood on her hands. 
“Fatinah. Are you well?”
Fatinah looked up, startled. She had been kneeling, staring into the water. “I’m fine.”
Pali reached down to help her to her feet. “The sea is calm. Too calm. I was talking to the fishermen. The fish are acting strangely again. A merchant ship is due in tomorrow. We can talk to the sailors. Find out what they’ve seen and heard.”
“Yes, that’s good. Not that the lack of fishing is good. But the hope for news.”

      [image: ]Fatinah considered how to spend her day. Part of her yearned to speak to the villagers—to seek out her old neighbors and friends. But she couldn’t. Not yet. Not until she had finished her task. They would be too happy to see her. Too curious about her story. Where she had been for so long. They wouldn’t understand. Not like Pali did. Shamanuc had marked him. Their encounters changed both their lives. 
Instead, she borrowed a basket from Pali’s hut—she still struggled to think of him as Elder Pali—and followed familiar paths up the cliff into the jungle of the inner island. She foraged as she used to, gathering native plants and mushrooms that she knew had use for food or medicine. Once she had done this job for Elder Koru. Fondness and guilt intertwined with the thought. 
There was a chill in the air, and she drew her worn woolen cloak tighter around her shoulders. The fabric was rough beneath her fingers, softened in places by years of wear, the edges frayed where time had taken its toll. She had worn it in the mirror, and on the streets. It held the shape of her, the weight of everything she had endured.
She focused on her task, not letting her mind wander too far. She had to stay vigilant, keeping watch for snakes. The sun viper that bit Hasahn wasn’t native to this island, but that didn’t mean another couldn’t find its way here. And it’s not like that was the only type of venomous snake. Better to be safe than sorry. The foliage rustled as she moved further inland, the smell of damp leaves prominent. Insects buzzed in her ears, and she swatted some flies away from a rotting log with lovely shelf mushrooms, perfect for a simple poultice.
The day grew late as she foraged. The peace of the jungle calmed her. No bustle of the city, nor even the simple chatter of the island villagers. Just Fatinah and nature. This was the most she had felt at home.
She found a large cluster of bright red coralhorn mushrooms. They shouldn’t be
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