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    For the ones who remember,For the ones who forget,For every love that lingersIn the spaces between regret.
For the sugar in the blood,For the salt upon the skin,For the courage to keep lovingWhen the memories wear thin.
For the island that remembers,For the sea that never lies,For every soul who dares to loveBeneath the sugar moon's dark skies.

      

    



  	
        
            
            "The dead are not silent. They have simply been waiting for someone to listen. And the island—the island remembers everything."
— Old Creole Proverb
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Chapter One: The Ship of the Dead
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Port Louis, Mauritius — 1835



The ship had been dying for weeks before Kavi realized he was dying with it.

He stood at the railing now, watching the sun bleed across the horizon, and tried to remember the last time he had tasted water that didn't taste like copper and salt. The Indian Ocean stretched before him like a promise his mother had made and the recruiters had broken. Somewhere beyond that blood-red horizon lay Mauritius. The paradise. The land where a man could work for five years and buy his freedom.

The land where the streets were paved with sugar and the women wore flowers in their hair.

Kavi laughed at the memory of his own naivety. The laugh came out dry and cracked, like a stone splitting in the heat.

Forty-seven days at sea. Forty-seven days of vomiting and fever and the slow, inexorable understanding that the men who had recruited him in Madras had been liars. Every one of them. The recruiters with their bright teeth and brighter promises. The agents who had taken his thumbprint and pressed coins into his mother's trembling hands. The men who had called him boy and patted his shoulder and told him that Mauritius was the land where dreams came true.

Kavi had been nineteen years old and desperate enough to believe them.

His mother had not been so easily fooled. She had pressed the brass yantra into his palm on the morning of his departure, her dark eyes wet with a grief she refused to name. Kavi. My son. Remember who you are. Remember where you came from. No matter what happens. No matter what they call you. Remember.

He had worn the yantra around his neck every day since. It hung against his chest now, warm despite the cooling evening air, a small disk of polished brass etched with symbols his mother had traced with her finger a thousand times. Protection, she had said. A reminder. A promise.

He had not understood then what she was warning him against.

He understood now.

The ship creaked beneath him, its timbers groaning like a dying animal. The Marianne had been a cargo vessel once, back when sugar was the only cargo worth carrying. Now it carried human cargo. Two hundred and forty-seven indentured laborers from the villages of Madras and Calcutta and Bombay. Two hundred and forty-seven men and women who had traded one kind of poverty for another. Two hundred and forty-seven desperate souls packed into the hold like livestock, breathing each other's sickness and praying to gods who seemed to have forgotten their names.

Twelve had died during the crossing.

Kavi had watched them go. One by one. The old man from the village next to his, whose wife had sold her jewelry to pay for his passage. The young woman who had been pregnant and had bled out on the third week. The boy of fourteen who had swallowed seawater and never woken up. The men who had simply closed their eyes and refused to open them again.

Kavi had held the boy's hand as he died.

He remembered the weight of it. The slackening. The terrible stillness.

He remembered the silence that followed.

And he remembered, on that final night, the whisper.

Don't drink the sweet water.

He had turned sharply, his heart hammering against his ribs, convinced that someone had spoken his name in the darkness. But the hold had been quiet. The other laborers were sleeping—or pretending to sleep—their faces pale in the dim lantern light. The rats were still. The ship was silent.

Kavi had been alone in the darkness.

And the whisper had come again.

Don't drink the sweet water, Kavi.

His name. Spoken in a voice he recognized.

The voice of the boy who had died in his arms.

Kavi had not slept that night. He had lain awake in the suffocating heat of the hold, his mother's yantra clutched in his fist, and tried to convince himself that he had imagined the whisper. Grief played tricks on the mind. The boy's death had been hard. Kavi had failed to save him, and his guilt had transformed into a phantom voice in the darkness.

That was what he told himself.

He did not believe it.



The harbor appeared at dawn.

Port Louis rose from the sea like a fever dream, its buildings climbing the hills in a riot of color and chaos. French colonial architecture sat alongside Chinese merchant houses. Stone churches overlooked wooden shanties. The streets were a tangle of languages—French, Creole, Hindi, Tamil, Chinese, Arabic—all of them fighting for space in the crowded air.

Kavi leaned against the railing and tried to make sense of the chaos.

Sugar. It was everywhere. The harbor was thick with ships loaded with the stuff, great wooden vessels with sugar-crusted decks and crewmen who moved like insects through the white drifts. The smell of it hung in the air—sweet and cloying, like honey left too long in the sun. It made Kavi's stomach turn.

The Marianne docked at a pier crammed with humanity. Chinese merchants bargained with French officials over crates of spices and bolts of cloth. Freed African laborers hauled cargo with muscles knotted from years of hard work. Indian workers were herded into lines by plantation recruiters, their faces blank with exhaustion and fear.

Kavi watched them and felt his own exhaustion settle deeper into his bones.

He had survived the crossing. He had survived the fever and the hunger and the thirst.

But he had not survived unchanged.

Something was different now. Something was wrong.

The harbor felt wrong. The light was too bright, the shadows too deep. The buildings seemed to lean toward the sea, their windows dark and watchful. And the noise—the noise was overwhelming. Ten thousand conversations happening at once, all of them layered and overlapping until they became a single wall of sound.

Kavi tried to focus on one voice. One language. One face.

He couldn't.

And then he saw the woman.

She stood on the water.

It was impossible, of course. Completely impossible. No one could stand on the surface of the harbor. No one could walk across the waves like a spirit passing through the world of the living.

Kavi blinked.

The woman was still there.

She was young, perhaps his age, with dark skin and wild hair that moved in a wind he could not feel. Her feet were bare, planted on the water like it was solid ground. She was looking at him. Staring at him. Her eyes were the color of the deep sea—dark and ancient and full of things he could not name.

She is dying, Kavi thought. She is dying and she is calling for help.

But the woman was not drowning.

She was walking toward the ship.

Kavi's breath caught in his throat. He tried to call out, to raise his arm, to do something—anything—but his body had frozen in place. The woman moved closer, her bare feet leaving ripples on the water's surface, and Kavi saw something that made his blood run cold:

She was not alone.

Behind her, beneath the harbor's murky depths, shapes moved in the darkness. Hundreds of them. Thousands. Great shifting masses of shadow and light that swirled and parted and reformed like a school of fish.

Kavi opened his mouth to scream.

And the woman vanished.

She was gone. Just... gone. The ripples on the water's surface were the only evidence that she had ever been there, and even those were fading into the general chaos of the harbor.

Kavi's legs buckled beneath him. He grabbed the railing, his hands shaking, his heart pounding. The yantra around his neck was burning now—hot against his skin, almost painful.

Remember, his mother had said.

Remember who you are.

But Kavi could not remember.

He could not remember what he had just seen. The image was already fading, slipping through his fingers like water. A woman on the sea. Shapes in the darkness. A whisper in the night.

Don't drink the sweet water.

Kavi pressed his forehead against the railing and tried to breathe.



He was assigned to the De Grandbourg estate.

The name meant nothing to him. None of the names meant anything. They were just words, like the whispers in the dark, signifying something he could not grasp.

"You." A man in a stained linen suit pointed at Kavi. "You're young. Strong. You'll go to De Grandbourg."

Kavi nodded. He was too tired to argue.

The man made a mark on his clipboard. "Follow the others. There's a cart."

Kavi followed.

The streets of Port Louis blurred past him. He was barely aware of the buildings, the people, the markets that spilled onto the cobblestones. He was barely aware of anything. His body was moving on its own, shambling forward like one of the dead men who had been tipped into the sea.

He passed a group of plantation workers—older men and women, their faces weathered and hollow-eyed—who watched him with an expression he could not name. Pity? Recognition? Something else entirely.

"New one," someone muttered.

Another voice replied, "He won't last."

Kavi heard them. He was too tired to care.

The cart that carried him to De Grandbourg was open to the sky. Sugar fields stretched to the horizon on either side, the tall stalks rustling in a wind that had no reason to exist. The fields were green and gold and red—red, that was strange, the cane should have been green and gold, but some of the stalks were bleeding red, like great open wounds on the earth.

Kavi stared at the red cane and felt something stir in his chest.

He had seen that color before. On the ship. In the seawater the night the boy had died.

Don't drink the sweet water.

The cart jolted over a rut in the road. Kavi's head snapped back, and for a moment he saw the sky—deep blue, impossibly blue, with clouds that moved like a woman's hair in the wind.

He closed his eyes.

When he opened them, the estate had appeared.

The De Grandbourg plantation sprawled across a hillside overlooking the sea, its whitewashed buildings gleaming in the afternoon sun. There was a main house, two stories high, with shuttered windows that stared out at the cane fields like blind eyes. There were workers' quarters—rows of low buildings that had once been slave huts, now filled with indentured laborers from India and Africa and China. There was a sugar mill, its great machinery silent, and there were processing sheds, and there were storage barns, and there were—

Kavi stopped looking.

He was too tired.

He was led to one of the quarters, a small room with a dirt floor and a wooden cot and a window that faced the sea. The other workers were already inside, men with hollow cheeks and sunken eyes who watched Kavi with something that might have been welcome or might have been resentment.

He couldn't tell the difference anymore.

"Your cot," someone said.

Kavi sat down on the cot. It was hard. The straw stuffing was thin and scratchy against his back.

He lay down anyway.

And he slept.



He dreamed of the sea.

It was dark, darker than any sea had a right to be, and he was suspended in the depths without any sense of up or down. The pressure was immense, crushing him from all sides, but he could not move. He could not breathe. He could only float there, waiting, watching.

A woman emerged from the darkness.

She was not the woman from the harbor. This woman was older, ancient, her skin the color of coral and her hair woven with fragments of broken ships. Her eyes were white, like the eyes of a dead fish, and her mouth was full of sea water.

"You came," she said. "They all come. But you are different."

Kavi tried to speak. No sound emerged.

"Your mother gave you protection," the woman continued. "She knew. She always knew. The island has been waiting for you."

The woman raised her hand. Her fingers were long and webbed, like the fingers of a creature that had never walked on land.

"Do you know what this island is?" she asked. "Do you know what it remembers?"

Kavi shook his head. He didn't know anything. He knew nothing. He was just a boy from a village in Madras, a boy who had been promised freedom and had been given death instead.

"This island remembers everything," the woman said. "Every death. Every crime. Every whisper of pain and fear and sorrow. It remembers the ones who came before you. It remembers the ones who were brought here in chains. And it remembers the ones who were thrown into the sea."

The woman leaned closer. Her face was inches from his, close enough that he could see the lines of coral on her cheekbones, the green algae in her hair.

"Your people came here by ship," she said. "Mine came with the first tide."

She smiled.

"Welcome to Mauritius, Kavi Arumugam. The island is pleased to meet you."

Kavi woke screaming.



He was in his cot. The room was dark. The other workers were sleeping, or pretending to sleep, their bodies still and silent in the shadows.

Kavi pressed his hand to his chest. The yantra was warm against his skin. Warm, but not burning.

He touched his face. It was wet with tears.

He had been crying in his sleep.

For a long moment, Kavi lay there in the darkness, trying to remember the dream. A woman. A woman made of coral. A woman who had spoken to him from the depths of the sea.

But the memory was already fading, dissolving like salt in water.

He could remember only fragments. Coral. Ships. The first tide.

And a whisper.

Welcome to Mauritius.

Kavi sat up on his cot and stared at the window. The sea was out there, dark and infinite, its surface gleaming with a light that came from no moon or star.

He knew, with a certainty that he could not explain, that something was waiting for him.

Something terrible.

Something that had been waiting for a very long time.

Don't drink the sweet water.

The whisper came again, soft and clear, as if the dead boy was standing beside him in the darkness.

Don't trust the sugar. Don't trust the island. Don't trust the woman at the well.

Kavi opened his mouth to ask who the woman at the well was.

But the whisper had already faded.

And he was alone.



The next morning, Kavi was sent to the fields.

The overseer was a Frenchman named Delacroix, a man with yellow teeth and a whip he had never learned to keep in his belt. He took one look at Kavi's exhausted face and laughed.

"You're pretty," Delacroix said. "Pretty and young. The ladies will like you."

Kavi said nothing.

"Over there." Delacroix pointed with his whip. "Cut the cane. Don't stop. Don't complain. And for God's sake, don't drink the water."

Kavi's blood went cold. "The water?"

Delacroix laughed again. "The irrigation water. It's poisoned. The workers die if they drink it. I don't know why. Something in the soil. Something in the cane. It turns their blood to sugar."

Kavi stared at the overseer. "Poisoned," he repeated.

"Poisoned." Delacroix's eyes glittered with something that might have been amusement. "Or cursed. I don't know. I don't care. I just know they die. So don't drink it."

The overseer walked away.

Kavi stood in the middle of the sugar field, surrounded by stalks of bleeding cane, and felt the world tilt around him.

Don't drink the sweet water.

He had heard those words before. On the ship. In the darkness. In the voice of a dead boy.

Don't drink the sweet water.

Kavi looked down at his hands. They were shaking. His whole body was shaking.

The dead man on the ship had been trying to warn him.

But warn him against what?

Kavi looked up at the sky. It was blue, impossibly blue, like the morning of a day that would never end.

And then he looked at the sea.

He didn't want to look at the sea. Something in him was screaming not to look at the sea. But he couldn't help himself. His eyes were drawn to it like a ship to a reef.

The waves were calm. The water was clear.

And beneath the surface, something was moving.

Thousands of something.

Shadows in the depths. Shapes that swam and twisted and reached toward the shore.

Kavi remembered the woman at the harbor. The woman who had walked on the water. The woman who had vanished when he blinked.

He remembered the shapes that had followed her in the darkness.

He remembered the woman made of coral, her skin like stone, her eyes like the void at the bottom of the sea.

And he remembered what she had said:

This island remembers everything.

Kavi turned away from the sea.

He picked up his machete.

And he began to cut the bleeding cane.



The first day on the plantation was the hardest day of Kavi's life.

The sun was relentless, a white-hot eye in a white-hot sky, and the sugar fields stretched to the horizon in every direction. The cane was tall—taller than he was—and the leaves were razor-sharp, slicing his arms and face with every swing of the machete.

The other workers moved in silence.

There were forty of them in his gang. Men and women from Madras and Bombay and Calcutta, their skin burned dark by the sun, their faces hollow from months of labor. They were indentured workers, like him, but they had been on the plantation longer. Their eyes were dead. Their spirits were gone.

They moved like ghosts through the fields.

Kavi worked beside them, his hands blistered and bleeding, his throat parched with thirst. He wanted to drink. He had never been so thirsty in his life. But he remembered Delacroix's warning. The water was poisoned. The workers died if they drank it.

Don't drink the sweet water.

He didn't drink.

He kept cutting.

The sun rose higher. The heat grew worse. Kavi's vision blurred, his head pounding with the rhythm of his own heartbeat. He was swaying on his feet, his body screaming for rest, for water, for anything.

An old worker approached him. The man's face was a mask of wrinkles and scars, his eyes black with a wisdom that had been bought with years of suffering.

"You're new," the old man said.

Kavi nodded. He didn't have the strength to speak.

"Tonight," the old man said, "when the sun goes down, don't follow the singing."

Kavi blinked. "What singing?"

The old man's eyes flickered with something that might have been fear. "The singing from the fields. The dead workers. They sing at night. They call the living to join them."

Kavi shook his head. He didn't understand. He wasn't sure he wanted to understand.

The old man leaned closer. "Don't follow the singing. Don't follow the woman at the well. And for the love of God, don't go near the sea."

The old man walked away.

Kavi stood in the middle of the field, his machete hanging loose in his hand, and tried to process what he had just heard.

A woman at the well.

The dead man on the ship had warned him about her.

The old man had warned him about her.

And Kavi had never even seen a well on the plantation.

He looked around the field. The other workers were still cutting. The overseer was still watching. The sun was still burning.

But something had changed.

Something in the air. Something in the wind.

The cane was bleeding more than before. Red liquid dripped from the stalks, pooling on the ground like blood from a thousand wounds.

Kavi touched one of the bleeding stalks. The liquid was warm. It was sticky. And it smelled—it smelled like—

He pulled his hand away.

He didn't know what it smelled like.

He wasn't sure he wanted to know.



That night, Kavi lay on his cot and listened to the darkness.

The other workers were asleep. He could hear their breathing, slow and steady, a rhythm that reminded him of the ship.

But he could not sleep.

His hands were bandaged, his arms stinging with cuts he hadn't noticed during the day. His body was exhausted. His mind was numb.

But his heart was racing.

Something was out there. He could feel it. A presence in the darkness. A weight in the air.

And then he heard it.

Singing.

It was beautiful, impossibly beautiful, a woman's voice rising and falling like the waves of the sea. The melody was haunting, ancient, full of a grief that had no name.

Kavi sat up on his cot.

The singing was coming from the fields.

He remembered the old worker's warning. Don't follow the singing.

But the voice was so beautiful. So haunting. So full of pain.

Kavi stood up. His body moved without his permission. His feet carried him toward the door, toward the darkness, toward the sound of the woman's voice.

He didn't want to go.

But he couldn't stop himself.

The fields were black beneath the moonless sky. The cane stalks rustled in a wind that seemed to come from nowhere. The singing grew louder, closer, as Kavi walked deeper into the plantation.

And then he saw her.

A woman. Young and beautiful, with dark hair and dark eyes and a smile that could break a man's heart. She was standing at the edge of the field, her arms open, her voice calling him forward.

"Kavi," she said. "Come to me, Kavi. I've been waiting for you."

Kavi took a step forward.

And then he stopped.

The woman's smile was wrong. Too wide. Too sharp. Her teeth were not the teeth of a human. They were the teeth of a creature that had never walked on land.

Kavi's hand went to his chest. The yantra was cold against his skin. Cold, not warm.

Protection, his mother had said.

Remember who you are.

Kavi took a step backward.

The woman's smile faltered. "Kavi. Don't go. I need you."

"No," Kavi said. His voice was shaking. "You're not real."

The woman laughed. It was the sound of waves breaking on a reef. "I'm real. I'm very real. I'm as real as the blood in the cane and the sugar on your tongue."

Kavi shook his head. "You're dead."

The woman's eyes narrowed. "Everyone is dead. Mauritius is a graveyard. You just haven't realized it yet."

She stepped toward him. Her feet left no prints in the dirt.

"You will understand," she said. "Soon. The island will show you. The sea will show you. And when you understand, you will come to me willingly."

The woman vanished.

Kavi was alone in the darkness.

He stood there for a long time, his heart pounding, his breath coming in ragged gasps. The fields were silent now. The singing had stopped.

But the terror remained.

Kavi stumbled back to the workers' quarters and collapsed on his cot. He didn't sleep. He couldn't sleep. He just lay there, staring at the ceiling, and listened to the silence.

He thought about the woman at the harbor.

He thought about the woman made of coral.

He thought about the singing in the fields.

And he thought about the woman at the well—the woman he had never seen, but the woman everyone kept warning him about.

Tomorrow, Kavi decided. Tomorrow he would find the well.

Tomorrow he would find answers.

Tonight, he would survive.

He closed his eyes.

And in the darkness, he heard a whisper.

Welcome to Mauritius, Kavi Arumugam. The island is pleased to meet you.
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Chapter Two: The Girl at the Well
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De Grandbourg Estate, Mauritius — 1835



The morning came like a wound.

Kavi opened his eyes to find the ceiling still there, the cot still hard beneath him, the weight of exhaustion still pressing down on his chest. For a moment he lay perfectly still, listening to the distant crash of waves against the shore, and tried to convince himself that the night before had been a dream.

The singing in the fields. The woman with the sharp teeth. The whisper of his name in the darkness.

All of it had been a fever dream. A hallucination born of heat and thirst and the lingering effects of the voyage.

Kavi sat up slowly, wincing at the protests of his muscles. His hands were blistered beneath their bandages. His arms were striped with cuts from the cane leaves. His mouth was dry as old paper.

But he was alive.

He was alive, and the sun was rising over the sugar fields, and somewhere out there was a well he had never seen and answers he desperately needed.

Kavi swung his legs off the cot and stood.



The workers' quarters were emptying when he emerged into the pale morning light. Men and women shuffled toward the fields, their faces blank with the particular exhaustion that came from a night of troubled sleep. No one spoke. No one looked at him.

But Kavi felt their eyes on his back as he walked away.

He found the well by accident.

It was on the eastern edge of the plantation, half-hidden by a grove of banyan trees whose roots had long since claimed the stone structure for their own. The well was old—older than the plantation, older than the sugar fields—its rim worn smooth by centuries of hands drawing water. The bricks were covered in moss. The water was black and still.

And standing beside it was a woman.

Kavi stopped in his tracks.

She was young, perhaps twenty-two or twenty-three, with skin the color of coffee and cream and hair that fell in thick waves around her shoulders. Her features were sharp but not harsh—a strong jaw, high cheekbones, a mouth that looked like it knew how to smile but had forgotten the practice. She was wearing a simple cotton dress, the kind that plantation women wore for work, but there was something about her bearing that suggested she did not belong in the fields.

She was too clean. Too composed. Too utterly unafraid of the world around her.

She was also holding a bucket of water.

Kavi watched her for a long moment. She had not noticed him yet. She was staring into the depths of the well, her expression distant and unreadable. The morning light caught the edges of her face, softening the sharpness, and for a moment she looked almost ethereal.

Then she turned, and their eyes met.

The world stopped.

Kavi had felt many things in his life. Fear. Grief. Desperation. The hollow ache of hunger and the cold grip of exhaustion. But he had never felt anything like this.

It was as if the earth had tilted beneath his feet, as if the sky had opened above his head. He could not breathe. He could not speak. He could only stand there, frozen in the morning light, and stare at the woman who was staring back at him.

She did not look away.

Neither did he.

"How long were you planning to stand there?" she asked.

Her voice was low and clear, with a Creole accent that softened the edges of her words. She had a way of speaking that suggested she was used to being listened to.

Kavi blinked. "I... I'm sorry. I didn't mean to—"

"To stare?" The woman raised an eyebrow. "Because you were staring. Very obviously."

"I was looking for the well," Kavi said. It was a weak excuse, and they both knew it.

The woman's mouth twitched. "Well, you found it. Congratulations."

She set down the bucket and crossed her arms, studying him with an intensity that made Kavi want to shrink into himself. Her eyes were dark and sharp, missing nothing.

"You're new," she said. "Arrived yesterday?"

Kavi nodded.

"From India?"

"Madras."

"Ah." The woman's expression flickered with something Kavi could not name. Recognition, perhaps. Or warning. "Madras. I've heard of it. They say it's beautiful."

"It was," Kavi said. "Before I left."

The woman tilted her head. "Before you left. Not before you came here?"

Kavi shook his head. "Here is not beautiful."

"No," the woman agreed. "Here is not beautiful. Here is sweet. There's a difference."

She walked toward him, her bare feet silent on the packed earth. Kavi's heart began to beat faster. He didn't know why. She was just a woman. A stranger. Someone he had never met before and would likely never see again.

But something about her made him feel like he was falling.

"Élise Moreau," she said, extending her hand. "I live on the other side of the plantation. The old slave quarters."

Kavi took her hand. Her grip was firm and warm. "Kavi Arumugam."

"Kavi." She repeated the name slowly, as if tasting it. "That's a pretty name. What does it mean?"

"Poet," Kavi said. "In Tamil. My mother named me."

"Your mother." Élise's eyes flickered, but she said nothing else.

There was a moment of silence—not awkward, but charged, as if something unspoken was passing between them. Kavi found himself searching for something to say, anything to keep her from walking away.

"Everyone keeps warning me about this place," he said. "About the well. About the sea."

Élise's expression went very still. "Who warned you?"

"The old man in the fields. The overseer. And someone else. Someone I don't remember."

"I see." Élise's gaze was suddenly sharp, assessing. "Did they tell you why you should stay away from the well?"

"Poisoned water," Kavi said. "That's what the overseer said."

"The water isn't poisoned," Élise said flatly. "Delacroix is a liar. The water is fine. It's what's in the water that's the problem."

Kavi frowned. "What's in the water?"

Élise looked at him for a long moment. Her expression was unreadable, but something in her eyes had shifted. Wariness, perhaps. Or fear.

"Ghosts," she said. "The water here remembers. The whole island remembers. That's what they're warning you about."

Kavi opened his mouth to respond, but no words came out. Ghosts. She had said ghosts like it was the most natural thing in the world.

He thought of the whispering on the ship. The singing in the fields. The woman who had walked on the water.

Ghosts.

He believed her.

"The well isn't the only thing you should avoid," Élise continued. "Don't walk near the coast after sunset. Don't follow the singing. And for God's sake, don't go looking for the woman in the cane. She's not real. She's never been real."

"How do you know about her?" Kavi asked.

Élise's expression flickered. "Everyone knows about her. The workers talk. They always talk."

"But you believe them."

"I believe what I see." Élise's voice was quiet now, almost a whisper. "And I've seen things in this place that would make your blood run cold."

She turned away from him, walking back toward the well. Kavi followed without thinking.

"Who are you?" he asked. "Really? You're not a laborer. The way you speak, the way you carry yourself—"

Élise laughed. It was a sharp sound, brittle as old bone. "I'm nobody. Just a Creole
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