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			Dedication

			
		
    For the island that raised me,For the ancestors who remembered,For the children who will carry the flame.
To the sleeping giants beneath our feet,Whose fire burns in every heartbeat,Whose memory sleeps in stone and sea,Who wait for us to remember.To the mothers who sang the old songs,Who kept the stories when all went wrong,Who passed the flame from hand to hand,Across the ocean, across the land.To the fathers who taught us to listen,Whose eyes still see the stars that glisten,Who knew the earth was not our own,But a trust to hold, a seed we've sown.And to the little sparks who hear the call,Who rise when the mighty choose to fall,Who carry the covenant in their soul,And make the sleeping island whole.This is for you.This is for us.This is for the flame that never sleeps.This is for Mauritius.


    



  	
        
            
            "The flame remembers everything—The first canoe that touched the shore,The last tree that fell to the axe,The covenant made in fire and stone,The covenant broken by forgetting.*Sleep, great flame beneath the earth.Protect our island in your mystery.But when you wake—When you wake—Remember who you are.And remember who we were.And remember who we can become."
— From the Sega of the Sleeping Flame,Mauritius, oral tradition, circa 1720
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Chapter One: The Green Crater
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The morning sun rose over Curepipe like a blessing long overdue, its golden fingers reaching across the central plateau to caress the dormant volcano that had given the town its reason for being. Trou aux Cerfs sat in the heart of Mauritius like a sleeping giant, its crater a vast bowl of emerald grass and windswept pine trees that bowed to the persistent trade winds. From the rim, the view stretched to the horizon in every direction—Port Louis a distant shimmer of white and glass against the turquoise sea, the sugar cane fields rolling like green waves toward the mountains, the central plateau unfolding in all its volcanic majesty.

Twelve-year-old Sofia Patel pressed her forehead against the cool metal railing that guarded the crater's edge, her dark eyes tracing the shadowed contours of the depression below. The tourists around her chattered in French, English, and Mandarin, their cameras clicking as they captured panoramic views they would post to Instagram and forget within the week. But Sofia was not taking photographs. She was listening.

She had lived her whole life in Curepipe, had visited Trou aux Cerfs on school trips and family outings more times than she could count. She knew the shape of this crater, the way the light shifted across its grassy floor, the particular silence that settled over it at dusk. But today, something was different. The earth beneath her sandals hummed with a faint vibration, too subtle for the laughing tourists to notice, too constant for her to ignore. It was like standing on the chest of a great beast and feeling its breath deep in her bones.

"You're going to fall in, you know."

Sofia turned to find her mother, Shanti, watching her with that particular expression of maternal concern that had become more pronounced since Sofia's father had left for Dubai on a two-year work contract. "I'm not going to fall in, Amma. I'm just looking."

"Looking at what? The same old hole you've seen a hundred times?"

Sofia opened her mouth to explain—about the humming, the way the grass seemed to shift in patterns that had nothing to do with the wind, the strange certainty that something was about to change—but the words wouldn't come. How could she explain something she didn't understand herself? So instead, she shrugged and turned back to the crater. "Just looking."

Shanti sighed, a sound Sofia had learned to recognize as the beginning of a longer conversation she wasn't ready to have. "Your grandfather's waiting for you by the benches. Try not to give him a heart attack with your cliff-diving impressions."

"You don't have a heart attack from watching someone lean over a railing."

"You have a heart attack from worrying that they're going to lean too far." Shanti's hand briefly touched Sofia's shoulder, warm and familiar. "Ten minutes, then we need to get to the market before the best mangoes are gone."

She walked away, her sandals clicking against the volcanic stone path, and Sofia returned to her vigil. Below, the crater lay quiet and green, but the humming in her bones had grown stronger. It was not an unpleasant sensation—more like being drawn into a secret shared only with the earth itself. She pressed her palms flat against the railing's cool metal and closed her eyes, letting the vibration travel up her arms and settle in her chest.



Deep in the crater's floor, far below the tourists' gaze, Dr. Priya Ramgoolam adjusted her hard hat and tried to ignore the knot of anxiety that had taken permanent residence in her stomach. The geothermal consortium's drill rig groaned to life, its massive engine sending tremors through the ground that she felt in her teeth. The air smelled of damp earth and diesel—the familiar perfume of progress, of science, of the future she had dedicated her career to building.

"Depth at one-fifty meters," called one of the technicians from the control booth. "Core sample coming up."

Priya nodded, making notes on her tablet with practiced efficiency. The data streamed across the screen in waves of green and blue, the thermal signatures showing exactly what they had predicted: promising heat gradients, stable rock formations, everything they needed to justify the millions of rupees the consortium had invested. The project would make Mauritius energy independent, would reduce the island's reliance on imported fossil fuels, would position the country as a leader in sustainable development. It was everything she had worked for.

And yet.

Her junior researcher, Amit, appeared at her elbow, his face pale beneath the sunblock he'd slathered on that morning. "Dr. Ramgoolam, I need to show you something."

"Can it wait? We're about to hit the two-hundred-meter mark."

"No." The word came out harder than he'd intended, and he swallowed, recalibrating. "I mean, I really think you need to see this now."

Priya followed him to the mobile lab, a converted shipping container that served as their base of operations. The air inside was cool, the equipment humming with the quiet intensity of data collection. Amit pulled up a seismic printout on the main monitor, his hands trembling slightly.

"The crystalline structures at two hundred meters," he said, pointing. "They're not basalt. They're not anything I've ever seen before." He zoomed in on the image, and Priya felt her breath catch. The formations were too regular, too symmetrical to be natural. They looked less like rock and more like... a shell. A honeycomb. A pattern that suggested design rather than geological accident.

"Have you shared this with anyone else?" she asked, keeping her voice neutral.

"Just you. I thought—I thought you should know before we go any deeper."

Priya studied the image, her mind racing. She had seen the anomalies too, in the thermal scans that had first convinced the consortium to choose this location. The way the rock pulsed on the screens, the strange heat signatures that didn't match the surrounding geology, the sense that something was down there that didn't quite belong. She had told herself it was equipment error, data noise, the inevitable glitches that came with pushing scientific instruments to their limits. But the evidence was getting harder to ignore.

"The funding deadline," she said slowly, "is in three days. If we don't show results—"

"We could be wrong." Amit's voice was pleading. "We could be misreading the data. But if we're not wrong, and we keep going—" He trailed off, unable to finish the sentence.

Priya thought of the consortium's board members, their expectant faces. She thought of the research grants, the job security, the prestige that came with being the scientist who had solved Mauritius's energy crisis. She thought of her mother's voice on the phone last week, proud of her daughter's success, telling the neighbors that Priya was going to change the world.

Then she thought about the pulse in the rock. The sense of something waiting, something that had been waiting for a very long time.

"We'll log it," she said, signing the work order with a hand that was steadier than she felt. "Proceed with the drilling."

Amit's protest died in his throat. He opened his mouth, closed it, then nodded, his face a mask of professional acquiescence that barely concealed his disappointment. As he turned away, Priya saw him cross himself—a quick, furtive gesture that she pretended not to notice.

The drill bit screamed as it bit deeper.



On the crater's rim, Ravi "Grandpa" Soobhany settled onto a weathered wooden bench that had been there since before the tourists had discovered this place. His gnarled fingers tapped a rhythm on his knee—not quite a beat, not quite a melody, but the ghost of a Sega tune that had been old when he was young. His milk-white eyes, clouded with cataracts but still seeing more than most people's clear vision, stared out at the crater below.

"A hundred and twenty-three years," he murmured to no one in particular. "I've been coming here for a hundred and twenty-three years."

"Grandpa, you're not a hundred and twenty-three years old."

Sofia's voice was teasing as she dropped onto the bench beside him, her small body vibrating with the restless energy of the young. Ravi smiled, the deep creases around his mouth shifting like the lines on a weathered map.

"Inside here"—he tapped his temple—"I am. Inside here, I remember all the way back to the beginning. I remember when the crater was a lake, when the old ones would come here to pray, when the last of the dodos still walked the forests below."

Sofia laughed, but there was a question in her eyes. "You can't remember dodos, Grandpa. They've been extinct for hundreds of years."

"Memory is not about what you remember," Ravi said. "It's about what remembers you."

The wind picked up, rustling the pine trees and carrying the distant scent of the sea. Below them, the drill rig continued its work, the sound of machinery a harsh intrusion into the crater's ancient silence. Ravi's tapping fingers slowed, then stopped.

"Tell me the story again," Sofia said. "The one about the flame."

Ravi's eyes, unseeing but somehow still sharp, turned toward her. His voice dropped, becoming something other than his everyday speech—older, slower, weighted with the gravitas of generations.

"Ah, Dormi, gran flanm anba later," he murmured. "The great flame sleeps beneath the earth, child. It's why our island never burns, why the cyclones turn away at the last moment, why the earth is so rich and the sea so full. The flame has been here since before the first canoe touched our shores. Since before the first tree took root. Since the island itself rose from the ocean's depths."

Sofia leaned closer, her earlier anxiety forgotten. "What happens if you wake it?"

Ravi was silent for a long moment. When he spoke again, his voice was barely a whisper, carried away by the wind as soon as it left his lips.

"Then the flame remembers everything."

"Everything?"

"Everything." He reached out, his hand finding hers with the unerring accuracy of long practice. "The flame remembers the first people, and the last. It remembers every tree cut, every reef bleached, every child born and every soul departed. It remembers the promises we made and the promises we broke. It remembers the covenant, Sofia. And when it wakes, it will demand an accounting."

Sofia shivered, though the air was warm. "What kind of accounting?"

But Ravi had retreated back into himself, his fingers resuming their tapping rhythm, his blind eyes staring at something only he could see. The drill's noise rose from the crater floor, a mechanical scream that seemed to echo the old man's words. Sofia pressed her palm to the ground, feeling the vibration that had drawn her here. It was faster now, more urgent—a heartbeat quickening in anticipation.

She didn't know what was coming. But she knew, with the bone-deep certainty of a child who has learned to trust her instincts, that something had already begun.



By noon, the first tremors came.

They were gentle at first, like a cat stretching in its sleep. A tourist's water bottle toppled from the railing, rolling across the volcanic rock before someone caught it. A guide laughed it off as "just the wind," though there was no wind to speak of. Priya felt the tremor in her bones and ignored it, focusing on the core samples that had just come up from 230 meters.

The crystalline formations were even stranger now—translucent, veined with what looked like fossilized lightning. Amit had stopped trying to classify them, had simply stared at the samples in silence before retreating to the mobile lab to cross himself again. Priya picked up a shard of the material and held it to the light. It was warm. Not geothermally warm, the kind of ambient heat that came from proximity to the earth's core, but alive warm. The warmth of a sleeping animal. The warmth of a hand on skin.

She set the sample down quickly, her heart racing. "Proceed with the drilling," she said, and her voice was steady, professional, the voice of a scientist in control of her experiment.

But her hands were shaking.

On the crater's lip, a patch of grass blackened, as if scorched from below. The discoloration spread outward in a slow, deliberate circle, the green fading to brown to black. No one noticed except Sofia, who had remained on the bench long after Ravi had fallen silent. She pressed her palm to the ground again, feeling the vibration that was no longer just a hum but a pulse—a heartbeat—and it was getting faster.

"Ammi," she called, her voice urgent. "Ammi, come look."

Shanti was already walking toward her, a bag of mangoes in one hand. "What is it, beta? We need to go—"

"Just look." Sofia pointed at the blackened grass, at the way it continued to spread, at the faint wisp of steam that rose from the spot. "The ground is burning."

Shanti's face went pale. She grabbed Sofia's arm, pulling her away from the crater's edge. "We're leaving. Now."

"But Grandpa—"

Ravi had already risen, his tapping fingers stilled, his blind eyes fixed on the crater's depths as if he could see what lay beneath. "It's too late," he said quietly. "She's already waking."

Shanti ignored him, pulling Sofia toward the parking lot with a mother's panicked strength. The tourists were beginning to notice now, their cameras aimed at the spreading black patch, their laughter dying into uncertain murmurs. A guide was on his phone, speaking in rapid French, his voice too low to hear. And in the crater below, the drill rig continued its work, the bit screaming as it bit deeper into the earth's ancient skin.

Sofia twisted in her mother's grip, looking back at the crater one last time. The black patch had spread to the size of a dinner plate, and from its center, a single wisp of smoke rose—not gray, not white, but red-gold, like the embers of a forge. It hung in the air for a moment, curling in on itself, and then it was gone.

But Sofia had seen it. And she knew, with the certainty of a child who has seen something she was not meant to see, that the world had just changed.



The drive back to Curepipe was silent, Shanti's knuckles white on the steering wheel, Sofia's forehead pressed to the passenger window. Ravi sat in the back seat, his tapping rhythm resumed, a soft Sega tune that seemed to mock the tension in the car. The roads were clogged with tourists fleeing the volcano, their cars honking and jostling for position, but Shanti knew the back ways, the winding roads that climbed through the central plateau's green hills.

Sofia watched the landscape blur past—the sugar cane fields, the small villages with their brightly painted houses, the Catholic churches and Hindu temples side by side. It was the Mauritius she had always known, the island that had been her home since birth. But it looked different now, as if the colors were somehow brighter, the lines sharper, the world more real than it had been an hour ago.

"What was that, Grandpa?" she asked, her voice small. "What was that smoke?"

Ravi's tapping continued, unbroken. "That was a message," he said. "A message sent from the deep places, from the places we have forgotten. The flame is stirring, child. And she wants to know if we remember."

"Remember what?"

"Remember how to listen."

They pulled into the driveway of their small house, the one with the bougainvillea climbing the walls and the chickens clucking in the backyard. It looked the same as it always had, but Sofia felt like a stranger walking through the door. The familiar sounds of her grandmother's cooking, the television playing in the back room, the smell of the mangoes Shanti had brought—it all seemed distant, as if she was watching it through water.

She went to her room and sat on the bed, her hands pressed to her temples. The humming was still there, quieter now but no less present. It resonated in her bones, in her teeth, in the spaces between her thoughts. And somewhere, impossibly, she heard a voice—not with her ears, but with something deeper.

"Little spark," it said. "You have been waiting for me."

Sofia's breath caught. "Who are you?" she whispered, her voice barely audible.

But the voice was gone, and only the hum remained.

In the crater, the drill hit the chamber at 3:17 in the afternoon. The bit screamed, the alarms blared, and the thermal sensors spiked—then flatlined. Priya ran to the rig, her boots slipping on wet rock, her heart pounding in her throat. The drill pipe was glowing, not hot but luminous, like the filament of a light bulb about to burn out.

Amit grabbed her arm. "We need to pull back. Right now."

Priya's pulse roared in her ears. The project was technically legal, the drilling approved by every regulatory body on the island. But in that moment, legality felt like a hollow excuse, a thin membrane stretched over something vast and unknowable.

"Pull back," she ordered. "Everyone back."

The drill retreated, the bit screaming as it withdrew. And as it cleared the hole, a sound rose from the depths—a held breath released, a sigh so deep it seemed to come from the heart of the earth itself.

The ground sighed.

And in her room in Curepipe, Sofia Patel felt the sound resonate in her chest like a second heartbeat.

The flame was waking.

And it remembered everything.
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Chapter Two: Descent
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The floodlights came on at dusk, their harsh white beams carving jagged shadows across the crater walls like the claws of some great beast. The tourist buses had long since departed, their passengers' excited chatter replaced by the mechanical drone of the geothermal consortium's night shift. Priya stood at the edge of the mobile lab, watching her team prepare for another twelve hours of extraction, her coffee growing cold in her hands.

She should have been exhausted. The adrenaline that had carried her through the afternoon's events—the anomalous core samples, the strange readings, the sense of something vast and unknowable shifting beneath their feet—had long since faded, leaving behind a bone-deep weariness that no amount of caffeine could touch. But sleep was out of the question. Every time she closed her eyes, she saw the luminescence in the drill pipe, heard the sigh of the earth as the bit retreated.

"You're going to wear a hole in the floor."

Priya turned to find Amit approaching, his face drawn in the harsh light, dark circles beneath his eyes that rivaled her own. He held out a fresh cup of coffee, steam rising from its surface. "You've been standing there for an hour. At least sit down before you fall down."

She took the coffee, grateful despite herself. "I'm fine."

"You're a terrible liar."

Despite everything, Priya felt the corner of her mouth twitch. It was true—she had never been good at hiding her emotions, which was one reason she had chosen a career in geology. Rocks didn't care if you were having a bad day. Rocks didn't ask uncomfortable questions about what you were feeling.

Amit sat beside her, his gaze fixed on the drill rig. The night crew was preparing for another descent, the massive machinery groaning as it was lowered back into the shaft. The sound was different now—not the clean, mechanical whir of earlier, but something strained, reluctant. As if the earth itself was resisting their intrusion.

"We should have stopped," Amit said quietly. "When we saw the anomalies. We should have stopped."

Priya didn't answer. There was nothing to say—he was right, and they both knew it. But stopping would have meant admitting failure, would have meant explaining to the consortium why they had abandoned the project. Would have meant telling the board that the geological data didn't add up, that something was waiting for them in the deep places, something that might not appreciate being disturbed.

"I saw the samples," Amit continued, his voice barely above a whisper. "The ones from 240 meters. They're not just structured, Dr. Ramgoolam. They're..." He trailed off, searching for a word that didn't make him sound insane. "They're purposeful. Like they were built for a reason."

Priya thought of the shard she had held that afternoon, warm in her palm, warm like a living thing. She had logged it as a geological curiosity, a phenomenon to be studied and explained. But she had not been able to explain the pattern that emerged when she held it up to the light—the veins of what looked like fossilized lightning, the sense that the rock was somehow still forming, still growing, still alive.

"We proceed as planned," she said, and her voice was steady, professional, the voice of a scientist in control. "We'll take another core sample at 250 meters, see if the crystalline formations persist. If there's a natural explanation—"

"There's not." Amit's voice was flat, final. "There's not a natural explanation, and you know it."

Priya set down her coffee and stood. She couldn't sit still any longer, couldn't pretend that the weight in her chest was anything other than guilt. "Then what would you have me do, Amit? Stop the project? Tell the consortium that we're pulling out because of a hunch?"

"I would have you tell them the truth."

"The truth." Priya laughed, the sound bitter and sharp. "The truth is that there's something under the crater that doesn't fit our understanding of geology. The truth is that I don't know what it is, and that terrifies me. The truth is that if I tell the consortium I'm shutting down because of unexplained readings, they'll find someone else who'll do the job—someone who won't ask questions."

Amit's face hardened. "So we're doing this because you're afraid of being replaced?"

"No." Priya turned to face him, her voice dropping. "We're doing this because we need to understand. If there's something down there, something that's been sleeping for who knows how long, we need to know what it is. We need to know if it's dangerous, or if it's just..." She gestured helplessly. "If it's just something we've never seen before."

"And if it's dangerous?"

Priya didn't answer. She couldn't. Because the answer was that she didn't know what she would do, couldn't imagine the scale of what they might have woken. All she had was the memory of that sigh, that held breath released, and the certainty that it had been heard by something more than just the two of them.





Across the island, in Curepipe's municipal hall, another kind of battle was being fought.

The public hearing was standing room only, the chamber packed with citizens who had come to voice their concerns about the geothermal project. The air was thick with humidity and the scent of too many bodies pressed into too small a space. Fans whirred uselessly in the corners, their blades stirring the air without cooling it.

Leila Khan gripped the podium's edges, her locs damp with sweat, her voice ringing out across the crowded room. She had been speaking for fifteen minutes, her slides flashing behind her with data and images that painted a disturbing picture of what the drilling was doing to the island's ecology.

"They're drilling blind," she snapped, tapping a slide that showed the anomaly data from the consortium's own reports. "That's not science. That's gambling. And the house always wins."

The crowd murmured in agreement, their faces a mix of anger and fear. Leila could see the familiar faces among them—the fishermen who had watched their catches dwindle, the farmers whose fields had grown increasingly barren, the teachers who had seen their students go hungry. These were not activists, not in the way the media liked to portray her. These were ordinary people who had come to the island's government, expecting to be heard.

"What would you have us do, Miss Khan?"

The voice came from the front row, smooth and measured. Leila looked down to find a man in an expensive suit smiling up at her, his face carefully neutral. He was handsome in a corporate way, his dark hair graying at the temples, his eyes sharp with intelligence. There was something about the way he held himself that suggested he was used to being in control of the room.

"Mauritius faces an energy crisis," he continued. "Our dependency on imported fossil fuels is a drain on our economy and a threat to our sovereignty. The geothermal project could make us independent. Could give us the power to control our own future. And you want to stop it because of some anomalies?"

"Dr. Elias Vencatasamy," Leila said, and her voice was cool. "I wondered when you'd show up. The Obsidian Initiative's representative, here to tell us that everything is under control."

Elias's smile widened, but there was steel beneath the charm. "I'm here to tell you that there are solutions. That we don't have to choose between progress and the environment. That the geothermal project, properly managed, could be a model for sustainable development across the region."

"Properly managed." Leila's voice dripped with skepticism. "Like the farms in Chamouny are being properly managed? Like the fishermen in Mahébourg are being properly managed? I've seen what 'proper management' looks like, Dr. Vencatasamy. It looks like communities being destroyed for the sake of profit."

The room erupted. People were shouting now, their voices overlapping in a cacophony of anger and frustration. The mayor pounded his gavel, calling for order, but no one was listening. Leila stepped back from the podium, her heart pounding.

And then the first crack appeared in the hall's foundation.

It was subtle at first—a hairline fracture in the tile floor, barely visible in the harsh fluorescent light. Leila would not have noticed it if she hadn't been looking down at her notes. But she did notice it, saw it spreading, widening, a dark line that snaked across the floor toward the stage.

The crowd was still shouting, still arguing, still oblivious to what was happening beneath their feet. Leila opened her mouth to warn them, but before she could speak, the second tremor hit.

This was not subtle. This was a violent shake that sent people stumbling, their shouts turning to screams. The crack in the floor widened, and from it rose a thread of steam, hot and smelling of sulfur. Leila grabbed the podium to steady herself, her eyes scanning the chaos.

"Everyone out!" she shouted. "Get out of the building!"

The crowd surged toward the exits, their earlier anger forgotten in the face of real danger. Leila pushed through them, trying to keep her feet, trying to find a path to safety. The crack was still spreading, the steam rising in billowing clouds that made it impossible to see.

She made it to the doors just as the third tremor hit, and the world tilted sideways.





Back in the crater, the drill hit the chamber at 3:17 AM.

Priya felt it before she heard it—a change in the vibration that had been humming in her bones since noon, a shift in the rhythm of the earth itself. She was in the mobile lab, poring over the latest core samples, when the instruments began to scream.

The thermal sensors spiked, then flatlined. The seismic monitor's screen warped, the plastic casing dripping like wax in the heat. Alarms blared from the drill rig, red lights flashing in the darkness. And from the depths of the shaft, a sound rose that Priya had never heard before, a sound that was somehow both a scream and a song.

She sprinted to the rig, her boots slipping on the wet rock. The drill pipe was glowing again, but this time it was brighter, more intense—a column of white-hot light that seemed to burn without consuming. Amit was there, his face pale with fear, his hands shaking.

"We need to pull back," he shouted over the noise. "Now."

Priya's pulse roared in her ears. She gave the order without thinking, the words automatic, professional. "Pull back. Everyone back."

The drill retreated, the bit screaming as it was withdrawn. And as it cleared the hole, the sound intensified—a held breath released, a sigh so deep it seemed to come from the heart of the earth.

The ground sighed.

And then there was silence.

Priya stared at the shaft, her chest heaving. The glow was fading, the heat dissipating, but something had changed. The air was different now, charged with a presence that had not been there before. She could feel it on her skin, taste it on her tongue—metallic, electric, alive.

Amit grabbed her arm. "Doc, you need to see this."

He pulled her toward the edge of the shaft, and Priya looked down. The drill had been at 250 meters, had been cutting through what should have been bedrock. But the shaft didn't end in rock anymore. It ended in something else—a surface of translucent crystal that pulsed with light, rhythmic and steady.

Like a heartbeat.

"Sweet mother," Priya whispered. "What have we done?"





In the public hall, the tremors had finally stopped. Leila pulled herself to her feet, her ears ringing, her body trembling with adrenaline. The room was in chaos—broken chairs, shattered glass, people crying and bleeding and shouting for help. But no one was dead. She had made sure of that.

She made her way outside, her legs unsteady, her mind racing. The street was packed with evacuees, their faces pale with fear. Some were on their phones, calling loved ones. Others were praying, their voices rising in desperate pleas to whatever gods they believed in.

Leila found a wall and leaned against it, trying to make sense of what had happened. The cracks in the floor, the steam, the strange smell of sulfur. The way the earth had felt alive beneath her feet, as if something was moving down there, something vast and ancient and patient.

She had spent her career studying the island's ecosystems, understanding the delicate balance between human activity and the natural world. But this was beyond anything she had ever encountered. This was not a natural disaster, not a simple geological event. This was a message.

The question was who was sending it.

And what they wanted.





In her room in Curepipe, Sofia Patel sat bolt upright in bed, her eyes open but unseeing, her mind filled with fire and stone and a voice that was both ancient and young.

She had been dreaming—a dream of flying, of soaring above the island, of seeing it spread beneath her like a map unfolded. She had felt the wind in her hair, the sun on her face, the salt spray of the sea. And then the ground had shaken, and the voice had come.

"Awake," it said, and the word was a command and a prayer, a plea and a promise.

Sofia's hands
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