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    To the island that raised me on stories carried by wind and waves—and to every girl who's ever felt her soul whisper back.

      

    



  	
        
            
            "Memory is not the past—it is the soil in which the future roots."— Old Mauritian Proverb (forgotten, but not gone)
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Chapter 1: The Girl Who Heard the Wind
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The wind, in Lina’s village, was not just air moving through leaves. It was a living breath, a soft sigh, sometimes a roaring lament. But for sixteen-year-old Lina, it was more. It was a voice. Not a voice like her grandmother’s, raspy with age and secrets, or the villagers’, loud with laughter or worry. This was a voice that hummed inside her bones, a whisper woven into the very fabric of the air, and it spoke her name.

“Lina...” it would sigh, a gentle caress against her ear, just loud enough for her to feel it, not quite hear it with her ears alone. It was a secret language, one she’d known since she was small, a quiet comfort in a world that often felt too loud, too ordinary. No one else seemed to notice. They’d just shrug, tugging their hats tighter against a sudden gust, or remark on the shifting patterns in the sugarcane fields. But Lina knew. The wind knew her.

She lived in a small, weathered house on the outskirts of Chamarel, a village nestled in the heart of Mauritius, where the earth truly bled seven colours. It was a place of impossible beauty, where patches of crimson, violet, green, blue, yellow, brown, and red swirled together like a painter’s palette, untouched by the rain. Tourists came from far-off lands to marvel at it, snapping photographs and murmuring in hushed tones. For Lina, it was simply home. Yet, it was also a place of quiet warnings.

“Stay away from the Seven-Coloured Earth, child,” her grandmother, Mami Rose, would say, her eyes, dark and ancient like polished volcanic stone, fixed on Lina. “It holds old magic. Magic that forgets its place.”

Lina would nod, pretending to understand the full weight of Mami Rose’s words. She loved the Seven-Coloured Earth. She often sat on the edge of the designated viewing area, her bare feet dangling over the rich, vibrant soil, feeling the warmth of the sun-baked earth seeping into her skin. The colours seemed to pulse, a slow, silent heartbeat beneath the surface. Sometimes, she swore she could hear faint echoes rising from it, like forgotten lullabies. But she never ventured beyond the worn wooden fence, never stepped onto the hallowed ground itself. Mami Rose’s warnings, though vague, carried a power that settled deep in Lina’s chest.

Life in Chamarel was simple, predictable. Days were marked by the rhythm of the sugarcane harvest, the sweet, earthy scent of molasses clinging to the air, the distant hum of the ocean. Lina helped Mami Rose with their small garden, tending to rows of plump tomatoes and fiery chilies, her hands accustomed to the feel of rich, dark soil. In the afternoons, she’d walk to the village market, her woven basket swinging lightly, exchanging Mami Rose’s homemade tamarind paste for fresh fish or bolts of vibrant fabric.

She was a quiet girl, often lost in thought, her dark, curly hair perpetually escaping its braid. Other girls her age giggled over boys or dreamt of leaving the village for the bustling capital, Port Louis. Lina dreamt of other things. She dreamt of the wind’s secrets, of the whispers that brushed against her soul, of the deeper magic she sensed humming just beneath the surface of her world. She felt a quiet yearning, a sense that there was more to her, and to Mauritius, than met the eye.

Sometimes, when the wind was particularly strong, whipping through the palm trees like a playful spirit, it would bring her snatches of things she didn’t understand. A flash of a crumbling stone, a taste of salt and fear, the distant cry of a bird she’d never heard. These fragments would leave her feeling restless, a gentle ache in her chest, like a melody half-remembered. Mami Rose would simply shake her head. “The wind carries many things, child. Not all of them are for our ears.”

Lina often wondered why only she heard it. Was it a gift? A curse? She hadn't dared ask Mami Rose directly. Her grandmother spoke of magic with a reverence tinged with sorrow, a deep understanding of its power and its price. Lina sensed that Mami Rose knew more than she ever let on, that the old woman carried the weight of generations of secrets within her.

One sweltering afternoon, the air hung heavy and still, promising rain that never quite arrived. Lina was sitting by the window, painstakingly mending a tear in Mami Rose’s favorite fishing net. The usual gentle breeze that drifted through their house was absent. The leaves on the mango tree outside hung limp, waiting. A strange quiet had settled over the village, a hush that felt less like peace and more like held breath. Even the cicadas, usually a constant chorus, were silent.

Lina felt a prickle of unease. This wasn't natural. The wind, her constant companion, was gone. She felt a hollowness, a sense of being adrift. She missed its soft presence, its comforting hum. She worried. Had she done something wrong? Had she somehow offended it?

She laid the net aside, the needle forgotten in her fingers, and walked to the small porch. The air was thick and still, almost suffocating. The sky was a bruised purple, heavy with unspoken storms. She closed her eyes, reaching out with her senses, trying to feel for the familiar currents, the invisible threads that connected her to the island’s breath. Nothing. Just a profound, unsettling stillness.

A shiver traced its way down her spine, despite the heat. This wasn't just a lull in the weather. This felt... deliberate.

Then, just as a bead of sweat trickled down her temple, a faint stirring. It wasn't the usual playful rustle or the strong, steady current. It was a hesitant, almost fearful tremor, like a whisper barely daring to exist. It brushed against her cheek, cool and urgent.

“Lina...”

It was her name, but different this time. Sharper. More insistent. A warning.

Her eyes snapped open. The air around her began to swirl, not violently, but with a focused intensity. The leaves on the mango tree shivered, though no other tree in the village stirred. A tiny whirlwind of dust danced at her feet.

The whisper grew, no longer a gentle caress but a frantic, desperate plea. It wasn’t just her name now. It was words, clear as if spoken directly into her mind, yet still carried on the invisible currents of the air.

“Find... the Lost Prince...”

Lina’s breath hitched. The words were alien, yet they resonated with an ancient echo she couldn’t place. Lost Prince? What prince? Mauritius had no princes, no royalty, only the echoes of old colonial powers and the vibrant, diverse people who called it home.

The wind swirled faster, growing colder, pressing against her like an invisible hand. The urgency in its voice was palpable, a desperate fear.

“Before... the Blood Moon... rises...”

The words faded, leaving an icy silence in their wake. The air went still again, the dust motes settling, the mango leaves motionless. It was as if the wind had poured all its remaining strength into that single, terrifying message, and then retreated, exhausted.

Lina stood frozen, her heart hammering against her ribs. Lost Prince. Blood Moon. The names spun in her head, foreign and terrifying. She didn't recognize them. She didn't understand. But the feeling that settled over her was unmistakable: a profound sense of dread, a premonition of something vast and dangerous stirring in the quiet heart of her island.

She looked out at the familiar landscape: the rolling green of the sugarcane fields, the distant shimmer of the ocean, the dark, brooding peaks of the Black River Gorges mountains. Everything seemed the same, yet everything had changed. The wind, her confidante, had just given her a mission. A quest. And the weight of it, heavy and cold, settled on her young shoulders.
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Chapter 2: The Cursed Sugar Cane
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The morning after the wind’s chilling prophecy, Lina woke with a knot of dread in her stomach. The air still felt heavy, the silence of the previous evening lingering like a bad dream. She tried to tell herself it was just a strange gust, a trick of her imagination. But the words – “Find the Lost Prince before the Blood Moon rises” – echoed in her mind, clear and cold.

She found Mami Rose already awake, her back to Lina, stirring a pot of simmering dholl puri on the small, charcoal stove. The familiar scent of lentils and turmeric usually brought comfort, but today, it felt muted, overshadowed by the lingering unease.

“Morning, Mami,” Lina said, her voice a little too bright.

Mami Rose turned, her face etched with a deeper worry than usual. Her eyes, normally sharp, seemed distant, clouded. “Lina, child. Did you hear it?”

Lina’s heart leaped. “Hear what, Mami?” she asked, feigning innocence, even though she knew exactly what her grandmother meant. Had Mami Rose heard the wind too?

Mami Rose didn’t answer directly. Instead, she walked to the open doorway, her gaze fixed on the horizon, where the first light of dawn was just painting the sky in soft oranges and purples. But her eyes weren’t on the beauty of the sunrise. They were on the vast, green expanse that stretched beyond their village – the sugarcane fields.

Lina followed her gaze, and her breath caught in her throat.

Where yesterday had been a vibrant, emerald sea, swaying gently in the breeze, now lay a landscape of death. The sugarcane stalks, usually tall and proud, stood withered, blackened as if scorched by an unseen fire. Their leaves, once lush and green, were brittle and curled, crumbling to dust at the slightest touch. It looked as though a giant, invisible hand had swept through the fields in the night, draining them of all life, leaving behind only a charred, skeletal remains.

A collective gasp rose from the village. Doors slammed open as families emerged, drawn by the unnatural silence, then by the horrifying sight. Farmers, their faces usually weathered by sun and hard work, now looked pale and terrified. Whispers spread like wildfire, laced with fear and disbelief.

“The cane... it’s gone!” “What happened? It was fine last night!” “It’s a curse! A bad omen!”

Lina felt a cold dread creep up her legs, chilling her to the bone. This was no ordinary blight. This was the wind’s warning made manifest. This was the Blood Moon beginning its rise, not in the sky, but in the very earth beneath their feet. The prophecy wasn’t just words; it was a living, breathing threat.

Mami Rose stood perfectly still, her shoulders slumped, her gaze fixed on the ruined fields. Her lips moved, murmuring words Lina couldn’t quite catch, ancient words that sounded like a prayer and a lament all at once.

“Mami,” Lina whispered, her voice trembling. “What is this?”

Mami Rose finally turned, her eyes meeting Lina’s. In them, Lina saw a deep, ancient sorrow, a pain that seemed to stretch back through generations. “The island is weeping, child,” Mami Rose said, her voice barely above a whisper. “It remembers a betrayal.”

She led Lina back inside, her movements slow and deliberate, as if each step carried a heavy burden. She sat Lina down at the small wooden table, then settled opposite her, her gnarled hands clasped tightly. The usual warmth of her presence was replaced by a sombre gravity.

“Our family, Lina,” Mami Rose began, her voice low and steady, “we were once... different. We were the keepers of the island’s whispers. We served the L’Esprit de l’Île – the spirits of this land. We listened to the wind, to the ocean, to the very earth itself. We understood their language, and we helped the people live in harmony with them.”

Lina listened, mesmerized. This was the first time Mami Rose had ever spoken so openly about their family’s past, about magic, about anything beyond the everyday. Her grandmother had always been private, her knowledge hinted at, never fully revealed.

“But then,” Mami Rose continued, her gaze distant, “there was a time of great hunger. A time when the rains failed, and the crops withered, and the people grew desperate. There was a promise made, a bargain struck with a powerful, ancient spirit – not one of the island’s gentle spirits, but something older, something... greedy
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