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    For the voices buried in the cane fields —May you be remembered, not silenced.

      

    



  	
        
            
            "The dead are only forgotten when the living choose silence."
— Mauritian Proverb (imagined)
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Chapter 1: The Dig Beneath the Banyan
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The banyan tree had been old when the first shacks of Morne Blême were raised on the backs of stolen labor. It stood now like a god gone feral—gnarled limbs sprawled across the clearing like limbs too tired to rise. Its roots weren’t roots so much as muscles, twisting down into the loam with a hunger that belonged to something still watching. Something still waiting.

Kiara knew better than to step too close.

But her trowel clinked against something beneath the tree that didn’t feel like stone or root, and curiosity, that sweet little serpent, reared its head.

“Just one more minute,” she whispered to herself, swiping sweat from her brow. The air was thick with cane ash and mango rot, and her back ached from hours crouched beneath the tree’s shade. Grand-mère would’ve boxed her ears for digging this close to l’arbre qui écoute—the tree that listens—but Kiara had learned to push aside village taboos like cobwebs.

They were relics of fear, and fear was for those with the luxury of not asking why.

She dug gently now, fingers replacing the trowel, sifting through the earth until she felt the cool edge of something smooth—glasslike, but not glass. The color, when she unearthed it fully, was a deep, almost oily black. Obsidian. Perfectly oval. A pendant, strung on a length of braided cord so old it crumbled in her hand.

As she held it up, light flickered inside the stone—no, not light. A shimmer. As if the stone had depth, a swirl of dark caught inside. Like a storm remembered.

Then, behind her, something shifted.

Kiara froze.

It wasn’t a sound, exactly. More like... a suggestion. A change in pressure. The breath between heartbeats. She turned slowly toward the banyan. Its roots looked different now—tighter, like the tree had flinched inward.

She squinted, her eyes adjusting to the dappled shade. And then she saw it. The nearest root had moved. Not the way roots should, curling across decades. This was fresh. This was now.

The root twitched again.

She scrambled back, slipping in the loose dirt. The pendant clutched tight in her fist now felt colder than it should. Her breath caught.

From the canopy above came a rustling, then silence. As if the wind itself had held its breath.

And then—a voice.

Soft, whispering, female. From nowhere. From everywhere.

“She remembers.”

Kiara bolted.



Her sandals slapped down the narrow path, brushing against overgrown cane and sawgrass, her breath rasping loud in her ears. She didn’t stop until the banyan was a shadow behind her and the red earth road curved into the outskirts of Morne Blême.

Her family’s house sat where jungle met hill—lime green, tin-roofed, one shutter always loose in the breeze. Smoke curled from the kitchen vent. The smell of coconut oil and frying plantains should’ve felt like a welcome, but Kiara’s stomach turned.

She stood at the gate longer than she needed to, the pendant still clenched in her palm, its shape now leaving an imprint in her skin.

Her mother was outside, peeling yams in a plastic basin. Her hands moved automatically, quick and sure, but her eyes were sharp when they lifted to see her daughter standing in the dust.

“You went back there,” she said, not a question.

Kiara nodded, unsure what truth to offer. “I found something.”

Her mother’s gaze dropped to the object in Kiara’s hand—and her entire body stilled. One hand gripped the rim of the basin. The other touched the small charm around her own neck, a reflex Kiara didn’t miss.

“Where exactly?” her mother asked, voice low.

“Under the banyan,” Kiara said.

The silence that followed felt ancient. Not just awkward—but ancestral. Her mother turned without another word and walked back inside.



That night, Kiara couldn’t sleep.

The air was heavy, pressing down like wet cloth. Outside, frogs sang their metallic song, but something else rode beneath it—an unease in the dark. A tension in the breeze.

At 2:19 AM, she woke without knowing why.

She blinked into the dark, the ceiling fan whirring soft shadows overhead. Her room smelled of salt and iron. She turned her head.

The pendant lay on the nightstand where she’d left it.

But the glass of her window—just above—was fogged. And on it, drawn with a finger from the outside, was a single word.

“REVIENS.”
Come back.



In the morning, the chickens were gone.

Mrs. Duval’s yard, two doors down, was littered with feathers—soft, white, and red-tipped as if dipped in dye. But no blood. No bones. Just the empty suggestion of violence.

No dog barked. No rooster crowed.

People muttered about wild dogs. A mongoose. Maybe even a big cat strayed down from the forest.

But Kiara saw the way the old ones looked at the banyan tree.

The way they avoided walking past it. The way Madame Celeste crossed herself with three fingers and muttered in Kreol under her breath.

Something was wrong.

And the pendant, now strung on a new leather cord around Kiara’s neck, pulsed cold against her chest when she walked past the banyan again—like it remembered something she didn’t.

Something old.
Something waiting.
Something hungry.
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Chapter 2: The Whisper in the Banyan
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The pendant should have been warm from her skin.
Instead, it lay like ice against Kiara’s sternum—small, weightless, but somehow heavier each day.
She kept it tucked beneath her shirt, but the chill reached deeper than skin. It coiled into her thoughts. It colored her dreams.

The first nightmare came three nights after the dig.

She was standing in a field of sugarcane under a sky painted with ash. Not dusk, not smoke—ash. The moon hung low and bloated, pale grey with a bruise-colored ring. As if the sky itself had suffered. Cane leaves whispered in the wind, but no sound came from them.

Then she saw the figure.

Standing between the rows. Unmoving. A man—or what might’ve once been one—draped in something that looked like church linen and funeral cloth. His mouth was sewn shut, black thread crisscrossing cracked lips. He didn’t move, but she felt something coming off him. Not anger. Not even hatred.

Expectation.

She woke with her jaw locked, her sheets twisted, sweat drying cold between her shoulder blades.



In the morning, her parents were already at the breakfast table, but the tension sat thicker than the smoked fish and fried dumplings.

Her father said nothing at first. He turned the page of the Le Matin slowly, like it might break in his hands. Her mother moved with extra care, placing mugs with a silence so deliberate it became a sound of its own.

Kiara stood in the kitchen
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