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To my late father, Chandan Kumar Das, a truly exceptional soul whose wisdom, integrity, and kindness shaped my life in ways words cannot fully capture. He possessed extraordinary qualities—unyielding determination, boundless compassion, and a vision that inspired everyone around him. His guidance, love, and unwavering belief in me continue to light my path. This book is a humble tribute to his remarkable life and the values he instilled in me.

Curse of James Camaroon

A Historical Fiction Novella

When the British Empire cast its shadow across South India, one man’s dream of progress became a village’s darkest nightmare.

James Camaroon, a British officer in a quiet South Indian town, defied tradition by seeking to educate village girls. But his defiance sparked hatred. One night, his house was set ablaze. His wife perished in the flames, and though his infant daughter was rescued, tragedy only deepened. Pursued by betrayal and fire, James’s dying words left a chilling curse:

Every woman who bears a daughter in this village shall die — every other year, without fail.

Decades later, Amelia Camaroon, now a Harvard scholar, returns to the land of her father’s curse. What begins as academic research soon becomes a haunting quest to uncover the truth of her family’s past. In the jungles of Kollanur, where ghosts whisper through the trees, Amelia must confront the echoes of fire, grief, and vengeance.

Will she succeed in breaking the curse that claimed generations of mothers, or will her father’s shadow consume her too?
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Chapter One: The Officer in Kollanur
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The year was 1887. The monsoon clouds had only just withdrawn from the southern sky, leaving the land refreshed yet restless. In the little town of Kollanur, life unfolded much as it had for centuries—farmers tended their rice paddies, women fetched water from the temple well, and elders gathered under the ancient banyan tree to debate matters of the day.

But life was no longer untouched by the outside world. A white-painted bungalow had risen on the edge of the town, a stark foreign shape against the familiar red-tiled roofs. It was there that James Camaroon, a young British officer with ideals bigger than his post, had made his home with his wife, Eleanor, and their infant daughter.

James was not like most of his fellow countrymen. He had no appetite for the pomp of colonial dinners or the arrogance of power. Instead, he carried within him a quiet rebellion of his own—an unshakable belief that the daughters of this land deserved the light of education.

The Meeting Under the Banyan

On a humid afternoon, James walked toward the banyan tree, where the town’s elders sat in council. His white shirt clung to his back, and beads of sweat formed on his brow, but his stride was purposeful. A group of men, clad in dhotis, eyed him with suspicion as he approached.

“Good afternoon, gentlemen,” James greeted, bowing slightly out of respect.

The elders returned his greeting with silence. Only the rustle of banyan leaves filled the air.

James cleared his throat. “I have come with a proposal. I wish to establish a school here, in Kollanur.”

One of the elders, a tall man with a neatly tied turban, spoke at last. “We already have schools for our boys, sahib. Why build another?”

“This school will not be for boys,” James replied. “It will be for the girls of the village.”

A ripple of unease passed through the group. One of the younger men spat onto the ground. Another muttered something under his breath.

The eldest among them, his face a map of wrinkles, leaned forward. “Sahib,” he said slowly, “a girl’s duty is in her home. She learns from her mother. What need does she have of letters and numbers?”

James met the old man’s gaze firmly. “Because knowledge is not a burden, but a gift. A girl who can read and write is not less of a daughter or wife—she is more. She can teach her children, support her family, and dream beyond her boundaries.”

The younger men broke into whispers, their voices rising like restless birds.

“He wants to corrupt our women.”
“He will turn them against us.”
“He seeks to destroy our ways.”
James raised a hand. “No, my friends. I do not seek to destroy. I seek to build.”

But the council was unmoved. The eldest man rose to his feet, his voice heavy with finality. “Kollanur will not accept this. You are welcome here as an officer, sahib, but do not interfere with our daughters.”

James’s jaw tightened, but he bowed his head in respect. “One day,” he said quietly, “you will see that what I propose is not ruin, but salvation.”

With that, he turned and walked back toward his bungalow. The murmurs behind him carried not curiosity, but hostility.

Eleanor’s Worries

That evening, as the oil lamps glowed in their bungalow, Eleanor watched her husband pace the verandah. Their infant daughter, Amelia, slept peacefully in her cradle inside.

“You went to the council again,” Eleanor said softly, carrying a tray of tea to the verandah.

James sighed, running a hand through his hair. “Yes. They are blind, Eleanor. They think I mean to corrupt their traditions, when all I want is to free their daughters from ignorance.”

She touched his arm gently. “They do not see what you see, James. They fear what they do not understand.”

He turned to her, his eyes dark with determination. “Then I will make them understand. Even if it takes years. Even if it costs me everything.”

Eleanor’s heart clenched at his words. She had fallen in love with him for this very fire, but she feared it might one day consume him.

“You must be careful,” she whispered. “You live among them, but you are not one of them. Promise me you will be cautious.”

James kissed her forehead. “For you, and for Amelia, I will try. But I cannot abandon this cause. It is who I am.”

Whispers in the Night

Across the village, word of James’s proposal spread like wildfire. Women gossiped at the temple well, men muttered in the toddy shop, and elders shook their heads in disapproval.

“The sahib wants our girls to sit in classrooms like boys,” one man scoffed.
“What will become of our homes if our daughters refuse to marry?” another demanded.
“He is planting rebellion in their hearts,” an elder warned.
By nightfall, the whispers had twisted into darker suspicions. “Why does he want to be so close to our daughters? What hidden desire does he carry?”

And slowly, resentment began to take root.

James’s Resolve

The next morning, James rose before dawn. As the first light touched the coconut palms, he sat at his desk, quill in hand, drafting plans for the school.

“Even if they resist,” he murmured to himself, “I will find a way. Knowledge is the greatest weapon, and no fear can extinguish it.”

But outside his bungalow, unseen eyes were already watching. The villagers had begun to mark him, not as a reformer, but as a threat.

And so, in the quiet before the storm, the seeds of tragedy were sown.
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Chapter Two: Fire and Ashes
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The nights in Kollanur were rarely quiet. Jackals howled from the edge of the jungle, and the rhythmic hum of crickets filled the air. But on that particular night, an uneasy silence gripped the village.

Eleanor Camaroon sat by the cradle, humming a lullaby in her soft English voice. Baby Amelia stretched her tiny fingers, cooing as though the tune carried her into dreams. The oil lamp flickered, casting long shadows across the bungalow walls.

Eleanor glanced at the clock. James was still away on duty—he had been sent to inspect land records in a neighboring town. She whispered to herself, “He will not return until morning. We will be safe until then.”

Or so she thought.

The Gathering Storm

Unseen by Eleanor, the villagers had already gathered. From narrow lanes and shadowed courtyards, men crept silently toward the bungalow, carrying torches wrapped in rags soaked with oil. Their faces were grim, their hearts heavy with resentment.

“Tonight we end his madness,” one muttered.
“Yes,” another hissed, tightening his grip on the torch. “If he returns, he will find only ashes.”
The mob grew at the edge of the compound. The white-washed bungalow stood tall against the moonlit sky, its windows glowing faintly with lamplight. To the villagers, it was not a home but a symbol of intrusion, a foreign seed planted in their soil.

The First Flames

Eleanor stirred as a faint crackle reached her ears. She sniffed the air, frowning. Smoke? She stood, leaving Amelia in her
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