

    
        
          The Pearl of Le Morne

        

        
        
          Brinda Phokeerdass

        

        
          Published by Keshav Kumar Phokeerdass, 2025.

        

    



  
    
    
      This is a work of fiction. Similarities to real people, places, or events are entirely coincidental.

    
    

    
      THE PEARL OF LE MORNE

    

    
      First edition. April 20, 2025.

      Copyright © 2025 Brinda Phokeerdass.

    

    
    
      ISBN: 979-8230805540

    

    
    
      Written by Brinda Phokeerdass.

    

    
      10 9 8 7 6 5 4 3 2 1

    

  


Table of Contents

Title Page

Copyright Page

Dedication

Epigraph

Prologue – The Last Cast

Chapter 1 – The Bottle on the Beach

Chapter 2 – The Fisherman’s Tale

Chapter 3 – Echoes in the Lava Tube

Chapter 4 – The Watchers of Bel Ombre

Chapter 5 – The Island That Shouldn’t Exist

Chapter 6 – The Vault of the Broken Heart

Chapter 7 – The Sea Remembers

Chapter 8 – The Whispering Caves

Chapter 9 – The Dreaming Tide

Chapter 10 – The Eye of the Storm

Chapter 11 – The Temple Beneath the Green

Chapter 12 – Whispers from Below

Chapter 13 – The Bone Market

Chapter 14 – The Salt That Remembers

Chapter 15 – The Forgotten Islet

Chapter 16 – The Mountain’s Secret

Chapter 17 – The Reunion

Chapter 18 – Echoes Across the Island

Chapter 19 – The Whispering Caves

Chapter 20 – Guardians of the Balance

Chapter 21 – The Fire Beneath Rodrigues

Chapter 22 – Shadows in the Sand

Chapter 23 – The Black Rocks Whisper

Chapter 24 – The Cry of Le Morne

Chapter 25 – The Thing That Waited

Epilogue – The Pearl Sleeps

Glossary of Lore & Locations

Key Locations

Objects & Symbols

Cultural Inspirations

Author’s Note

Sign up for Brinda Phokeerdass's Mailing List

Further Reading: Beneath the Banyan: Stories from Mauritius

Also By Brinda Phokeerdass

About the Author



  	
  	
			 

			
		
    To the island that raised me,with its winds full of stories and its earth full of memory.To the ancestors whose voices still echo through mountains and waves.And to every young soul who dares to chase legends—this story is for you.
— Brinda Phokeerdass.  

      

    



  	
        
            
            "Lamer pa bliye.Li zis atann so lèr pou leve."(The sea does not forget.It simply waits for its time to rise.)
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Prologue – The Last Cast



[image: ]


The wind carried a strange silence that night.

Appa had fished the southern waters of Mauritius for over forty years, but something in the sea felt off—too calm, too still, as if the waves themselves were holding their breath. His small wooden pirogue, Ti-Sere, creaked as it rocked gently under a silver moon, drifting just beyond the black outline of Le Morne Brabant. The basalt cliffs loomed like sleeping giants over the sea, steeped in legend and sorrow.

He sat alone, hands calloused from years of casting nets, his weathered face caught between excitement and fear. Tonight, he hadn't come for fish.

He came for a story he wasn’t supposed to believe.

Beneath his feet, in the belly of the boat, sat a tarnished lantern, an old cloth sack, and a soaked leather journal, pages stiff with sea salt and age. Every fisher on the island had heard of the cursed pearl—perle la mer, they called it. A pearl the size of a mango, glowing with its own light. A pearl that breathed like a living thing.

Some said it was guarded by lam sirèn, the sea spirits. Others claimed it was the eye of a forgotten sea god.

Appa’s grandfather had spoken of it in whispers: “When the moon is highest, and the sea turns silver, a cave opens beneath Le Morne. But mark my words, boy, if you find that pearl, do not take it. It does not belong to men.”

But Appa was tired of empty nets. Tired of the ocean taking and never giving. His debts had grown, his health had failed. And still, he remembered the old tale, and the voice that had visited him in dreams for weeks now—soft, feminine, speaking in Creole: “Ou pou trouve li, si ou osi ou disposé perdi...”

You will find it, if you too are ready to lose.

He lit the lantern. The sea shimmered, revealing something just below—a trail of faint blue orbs floating underwater like a ribbon of starlight.

He followed.

Half an hour later, Appa stood in a sea cave, carved into the volcanic base of Le Morne like a wound in the earth. Salt-crusted rocks shimmered with moss. The air was thick, hot, humming.

In the center, a stone altar rose from a pool of perfectly still water.

And atop it—there it was.

The pearl.

Large as a man’s fist, glistening with swirls of violet and sea green, and pulsing faintly like it had a heartbeat. It lit the walls in ghostly light.

Appa gasped, a hand trembling as he reached forward. His reflection in the water was different—his eyes shone white, and shadows danced behind him. For a moment, he hesitated. Then he grabbed it.

The cave moaned.

The water trembled. Somewhere deep below, something moved.

A gust of icy wind whooshed from the tunnel behind him. The lantern flickered violently. A sound rose up from the pool—a deep, gurgling rumble, like a whale sighing from the bottom of the world.

And then...a pair of golden eyes opened beneath the water.

Appa stumbled back, pearl clutched to his chest. “Non...non...”

He turned, running. The cave trembled as the sea surged forward, waves hissing like serpents. He made it back to Ti-Sere, heart pounding, the night no longer silent.

Lightning flickered behind the cliffs. Thunder cracked the sky.

Rain poured in violent sheets.

He pulled out his journal, scribbling a final note as the boat lurched and a wave surged over its bow.

To whoever finds this—there is a pearl hidden beneath Le Morne. I have seen it. I have touched it. But it is not ours. If you follow my path, beware: the sea remembers. The spirits do not forget. Look for the map. Connect the fragments. Only the worthy may return it. Or it will consume us all.

He sealed the page in a bottle, tied it shut with a waxed cord, and threw it into the storm as Ti-Sere was swallowed by a wave taller than a coconut tree.

The bottle spun through the air, into the sea, and vanished beneath the rain.

And somewhere in the dark, something deep and ancient stirred again—for the first time in centuries.
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Chapter 1 – The Bottle on the Beach
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The morning after the storm, Gris-Gris Beach lay draped in mist.

It wasn’t like the postcard-perfect photos tourists posted online. This side of Mauritius—the southern coast—was raw and wild. Black volcanic cliffs jutted into the ocean like cracked bones, and waves crashed against the rocks with a fury that never seemed to sleep. The beach itself, where sand met stone, was littered with driftwood, seaweed, and secrets the tide had carried in overnight.

Jay was the first to spot it.

“Hey! Guys! Check this out!”

He jogged across the wet sand, his shoes squelching. Behind him, Zayn and Kiara were arguing—again—while Amara trailed slightly behind, her hoodie up, earbuds dangling around her neck.

Jay skidded to a stop near a tide pool, crouching beside a lump tangled in seaweed and rope. At first glance, it looked like trash—just more ocean flotsam. But then a glint of glass caught the light. He pulled the weeds aside, revealing an old, algae-streaked bottle sealed with wax.

It was heavy in his hand. Inside: a tightly rolled scrap of parchment, discolored with age but dry and intact.

“No way,” he whispered, grinning.

“What is it now?” Zayn called, his dark curls already windblown despite his hoodie.

Jay waved the bottle. “Pirate treasure!”

Kiara squinted at it. “Looks more like someone’s failed message in a bottle.”

“Or a wedding proposal that got rejected,” Zayn added, smirking.

But Amara stepped forward, gaze narrowing. “It’s sealed,” she said. “Really sealed. That wax looks old—like, properly old.”

Jay turned the bottle over in his hands. There was something carved into the glass near the bottom—a faint anchor symbol, almost worn smooth. He popped the cork slowly. A soft hiss escaped as the seal broke.

The air changed.

For just a second, the wind seemed to pause, like the island itself was holding its breath. Then it blew stronger, tossing salt into their eyes.

Zayn snorted. “Okay, creepy.”

Jay unrolled the parchment and held it out. It was surprisingly legible, the writing scrawled in deep black ink.

To whoever finds this—there is a pearl hidden beneath Le Morne. I have seen it. I have touched it. But it is not ours. If you follow my path, beware: the sea remembers. The spirits do not forget. Look for the map. Connect the fragments. Only the worthy may return it. Or it will consume us all.

The signature below was almost illegible, but Kiara could make out the first name: Appa.

“Appa?” Amara’s voice was quiet. “That’s... a nickname. My grandmother used to talk about a fisherman named Appa. He vanished years ago.”

“Wait, seriously?” Jay said. “So this isn’t a prank?”

“I don’t think so.” Amara touched the paper like it might burn her. “This looks hand-written. And the style... it’s old, like something from the 60s or 70s.”

Zayn looked unconvinced. “Even if it’s real, what are we supposed to do? Hunt for some lost pearl like it’s Indiana Jones: Mauritian Edition?”

Jay’s eyes gleamed. “That’s exactly what we’re supposed to do.”

Kiara rolled her eyes, but she didn’t walk away.

Amara read the note again, slowly this time. She caught something the others hadn’t—the phrasing. Look for the map. Connect the fragments.

She whispered aloud: “It’s not just one map. It’s broken.”

“Which means,” Kiara added thoughtfully, “if this is real... there are more pieces. Somewhere.”

Jay’s excitement turned infectious. “A pearl. A broken map. Spirits. Mystery. This is the best school holiday ever.”

Zayn raised an eyebrow. “Or the fastest way to get arrested trespassing on national heritage sites.”

They all looked out toward Le Morne Brabant in the distance—its great stone silhouette cutting into the sky like a jagged tooth. A wind swept down from the cliffs, cold despite the sun.

“We have time,” Amara said softly. “Let’s just... see where this goes.”

That night, Amara sat in her room with the letter open on her desk. The wind rattled the windows as she copied the words into her journal. She didn’t believe in ghosts. Not really. But something about the letter felt... true.

She ran her fingers along the parchment edge. There was something else—barely visible. In certain light, a second layer of ink shimmered faintly beneath the writing. Symbols. Shapes. Maybe even a code.

Her bedroom light flickered.

She looked up sharply. The room was quiet, except for the whisper of the sea carried through the wind.

Then she heard it—soft, like a woman humming a lullaby in a language older than memory.

And from the corner of her desk, the old bottle pulsed once with a faint green glow.
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