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    For those who remember when forgetting was easier—The ones who kept watch by the window,Who heard the breathing in the dark and did not run.
For the children who walked into the cane and walked out changed,And for the grandmothers who whispered old words into young ears,Knowing that silence was not safety, but a door left ajar.
This is for you.The moon has a face now.It is yours.

      

    



  	
        
            
            "We do not forget what you owe. And neither should you."— Anonymous email to Anjuli Ramgoolam, The Faceless Moon
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Chapter 1: The Night the Compass Died
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The storm arrived early, dragging a bruised sky behind it.

No one in Lallmatie could remember a cyclone season starting like this. Usually, the warnings came from Rodrigues first—a ripple on the satellite maps, a pressure drop that weather officers tracked for days before the island braced itself. But this time, there was no warning. No pressure drop the instruments could agree on. Just a sudden thickening of the air around four in the afternoon, a stillness that pressed against eardrums like deep water, and then the sky turned the color of an old bruise.

The sugarcane shivered in long, wavering lines along the eastern edge of the village. From the main road, where the last buses rattled toward Flacq before the worst of it hit, the fields looked like soldiers bowing before an unseen king—first one row, then the next, then a cascade of green and gold that rippled outward toward the horizon. The older residents, the ones who remembered Cyclone Hollanda in ninety-four and the bad one in seventy-five, stood on their verandas and watched the cane with narrow eyes. Something was wrong with the way it moved.

“Regarde,” muttered old Manon, who had survived three cyclones and two husbands and spoke with the authority of both. She pointed with a gnarled finger toward the fields behind her son's house. “The wind doesn't know where it's going.”

Her daughter-in-law, who had been packing flashlights and bottled water into a plastic tub, paused to look. The wind was blowing—she could feel it tugging at her hair, hear it rattling the corrugated roof—but the cane bent in different directions at the same time. Near the road, the stalks leaned east, their tassels trailing like streamers. Fifty meters deeper, they swayed west, as though caught in a current that ran counter to everything above. And at the tree line, where the old sugar mill stood abandoned and rusting, the cane barely moved at all. It stood rigid, almost watchful, while everything around it danced.

“Directionless,” the daughter-in-law whispered, and crossed herself without thinking.

At the small weather station on the outskirts of the village, the technicians watched their instruments spiral into nonsense. Rajiv was the senior officer that evening, a thirty-two-year-old who had taken the job because it paid better than teaching and required fewer conversations with his mother-in-law. He had been through nine cyclone seasons. He had seen pressure drops that made his teeth ache and wind gusts that snapped telephone poles like toothpicks. But he had never seen anything like what the screens were showing him now.

The anemometer registered gusts coming from three directions simultaneously. The barograph needle didn't fall—it shuddered, a rapid oscillation that suggested pressure changes too fast for the pen to track. The humidity sensors flickered between one hundred percent and zero in cycles that matched no natural pattern.

“It's an error,” said his junior, a quiet woman named Priya who had transferred from the Port Louis office three months ago. She was already reaching for the diagnostic manual. “Sensor chain contamination. Or maybe lightning damage to the external array.”

Rajiv didn't answer. He was staring at the compass display—not the digital readout, but the backup magnetic compass mounted on the wall, the one that required no power and had never once failed in the station's forty-year history. The needle was spinning. Not jittering, not oscillating. Spinning in smooth, deliberate circles, as though guided by an invisible hand.

“That's not possible,” Priya said when she followed his gaze. “There's no magnetic interference here. We're in a sugarcane field.”

“Get the handheld,” Rajiv told her, and his voice came out flatter than he intended. “The old one from the emergency kit.”

She fetched it. The needle spun on that one too.

Outside, the light began to fail hours before sunset. It wasn't twilight—there was no softness to it, no gradual deepening of shadows. The sky simply seemed to lower, pressing down like a lid, and the world took on the stretched, thin quality of things seen through a fever. The sugarcane, which had been shivering, now stood motionless. The wind, which had been directionless, now fell silent.

And then the first goat vanished.



Dev's family kept five goats tethered on a strip of fallow land between their house and the mill. They were not pets—they were assets, investments for the lean months, animals with names and personalities but also prices. Dev, who was fourteen and responsible for checking the tethers before storms, had gone out at six o'clock with a flashlight and a length of spare rope.

He found four goats.

The fifth, a pregnant female named Lutchmee who had never once tested her tether, was simply gone. The rope lay in the mud, still knotted at the loop end, undamaged. No signs of struggle. No tracks in the softening earth, not even Lutchmee's own prints leading away. The rain hadn't started yet—the ground was dry—and yet there were no footprints leaving the spot where the goat had been.

Dev walked a slow circle around the tether, his flashlight beam cutting through the strange flat light. The mud was undisturbed except for his own boots and the small depressions where the other goats had stamped. Lutchmee had vanished from inside her own hoofprints, as though the earth had simply opened and closed again.

He was still standing there, trying to make sense of it, when he heard the first dog.

Not barking. Howling. A long, wavering sound that rose from somewhere deep in the cane fields and spread across the village like a mourning song. It was answered by another dog, closer, and then another, until the whole eastern edge of Lallmatie seemed to ring with canine voices raised in something that sounded less like fear and more like recognition.

Dev's flashlight flickered. When he smacked it against his palm to steady the beam, the light caught something at the edge of the field—a shape, low to the ground, watching him from between the stalks. For a moment he thought it was Lutchmee. Then the shape turned, and he saw the eyes.

They were not goat eyes. They were not dog eyes either, though the creature had the general build of a stray—lean, sinewy, head lowered. The eyes caught his flashlight and reflected it back in a way that made no sense. They shouldn't have reflected at all; they were too light, too pale, like cloudy glass. And they were watching him with an attention that felt personal, intimate, as though the creature had been waiting specifically for Dev to come out into the darkening field.

He backed away slowly, the way his grandmother had taught him to back away from snakes. The creature did not follow. It simply watched, and when Dev finally turned and ran for the house, he heard the howling rise again—not from the fields this time, but from the village itself. Every dog in Lallmatie had joined in.

His grandmother was waiting on the veranda, arms crossed, mouth tight. “You saw something,” she said. It was not a question.

“The goat is gone,” Dev panted. “Just gone, Aaji. The rope was still tied.”

She nodded slowly, her eyes fixed on the field behind him. “And something else. Something watching.”

“How did you know?”

She didn't answer. Instead, she pulled him inside and bolted the door, sliding the heavy wooden beam across it for the first time in his memory. “Tonight, you sleep in my room. On the floor, by my bed. And when the storm comes, you do not look at the windows.”



At the weather station, the technicians stepped outside briefly to check a malfunctioning antenna.

They should not have gone. Rajiv knew this even as he unlatched the door, even as Priya handed him the heavy-duty flashlight and told him to be quick about it. The wind had stopped entirely—not lulled, not faded, but stopped, as though something had pressed pause on the atmosphere. The air was warm and thick and smelled of ozone and wet earth and something else, something faintly metallic, like the taste of an old coin held against the tongue.

The antenna was mounted on a short mast twenty meters from the station's main building. The path was gravel, bordered on both sides by sugarcane that rose well above head height. Rajiv walked fast, keeping his flashlight aimed at the ground in front of him, trying not to notice how the darkness pressed in from the sides. Behind him, Priya stood in the doorway with her arms wrapped around herself, a silhouette against the instrument lights.

He reached the mast. The antenna was intact—no visible damage, no loose cables—but the red indicator light that should have blinked steadily was pulsing in irregular bursts, like a heartbeat in distress. Rajiv reached up to check the connection, and that was when he heard it.

A sound from the cane. Not the rustle of stalks, not the scuttle of rats or mongooses. A footfall. Heavy. Deliberate. And then another.

He turned slowly, flashlight beam sweeping across the wall of green. For a moment, nothing. Then, between two rows, he saw it.

A silhouette. Tall—too tall, taller than any man he had ever seen, though it was difficult to judge distance in the dark. It did not move. It did not sway. It simply stood there, at the edge of the field, present in a way that had nothing to do with visibility. Rajiv could feel it watching him, feel the weight of that attention pressing against his chest like a hand.

He did not run. He could not. His legs had turned to something soft and unreliable, and his flashlight trembled in his grip until the beam shivered across the cane like a living thing. The silhouette did not advance. It did not retreat. It waited.

Priya's voice came from behind him, thin and urgent: “Rajiv. Rajiv, come back now.”

He backed away slowly, keeping his eyes on the figure, refusing to blink. The gravel crunched under his shoes. The antenna's red light pulsed faster. And still the silhouette stood motionless between the rows, patient as stone, silent as a held breath.

He was three steps from the door when the lightning came.



Not lightning. That was the wrong word for it. Lightning had heat and fury and a crack that split the sky open. This was something else—a pulse of white light that came from no visible source, that illuminated the entire field at once without the courtesy of a preceding flash. It was as though someone had turned on the sun for a single heartbeat and then turned it off again.

In that heartbeat, Rajiv saw everything. The cane stretching to the horizon. The silhouettes—multiple silhouettes now, standing in rows like sentinels, lining the paths between the stalks. The dogs, dozens of them, arranged in a loose semicircle at the field's edge, their heads tilted at the same angle, their eyes reflecting the impossible light.

And the figure at the center. The tall one, the one he had seen first. In the pulse-light, he caught a detail that would haunt him for weeks: it had no face. Not a blank space where a face should be, but a smooth, featureless expanse that seemed to shift as he looked at it, as though it was trying on different identities and discarding them faster than his eyes could register.

Then the light was gone, and the darkness rushed back in, and Rajiv stumbled through the door into Priya's arms.

“What did you see?” she demanded, slamming the door behind him, throwing the bolt. “What was that?”

He couldn't answer. His mouth opened and closed, but the words tangled somewhere between his chest and his throat. Instead, he pointed at the window. Priya followed his gaze and saw nothing—only darkness, only the faint reflection of the instrument lights against the glass.

But something tapped against the pane.

Soft. Rhythmic. Three slow knocks, then silence.



The storm reached its violent crescendo around two in the morning.

In his grandmother's room, Dev lay on a thin mattress on the floor, pulled a blanket over his head, and tried to pretend he was somewhere else. The wind had returned with a vengeance, screaming across the roof in gusts that made the whole house shudder. Rain hammered the windows in sheets, and every few minutes a crash from outside announced another branch down, another corrugated panel torn loose, another piece of the village surrendering to the night.

But the sound that bothered him most was not the wind or the rain. It was the tapping.

It had started at the window of his grandmother's room around midnight—a soft, insistent tap-tap-tap, like knuckles against glass. His grandmother had heard it too. She had not moved from her chair, had not even turned her head toward the sound. She simply sat with her prayer beads in her lap and her eyes fixed on the wall, lips moving in a whisper too low for Dev to hear.

The tapping continued. And then, beneath it, another sound: breathing. Slow. Deep. Not his grandmother's. Not his own.

Dev pressed his hands over his ears and squeezed his eyes shut. The blanket smelled of camphor and old wool. He counted his own heartbeats, tried to match them to something steady, something normal.

Tap. Tap-tap. Tap.

He could not help himself. He looked.

The window was dark—not with the darkness of the storm outside, but with the deeper darkness of something standing directly against the glass. He could make out no features, no shape, only the absence of light in a place where light should have been. But he felt it watching him. Felt its attention slide across the room and settle on his small body like a weight.

His grandmother had stopped whispering. When he glanced at her, she was staring at the window too, her face pale and set, her prayer beads frozen between her fingers.

“Minis Prince pe retourné,” she said, her voice steady despite the trembling of her hands. The old phrase. The one his mother had whispered to him during bad storms, the one his grandmother had learned from her grandmother before her. The Prince of Shadows is returning.

The words tasted like rust on Dev's tongue when he repeated them, but he said them anyway, clinging to the ritual like a rope.

And then, from outside the window, something whispered back.

Not words, exactly. Not sounds he could separate into syllables. But meaning passed through the glass anyway, passing from the darkness into his small, listening body: I have been here all along.

Dev screamed.

His grandmother pulled him against her chest, wrapped her arms around him, and began to pray aloud—not the soft whispers of before, but full-voiced words, ancient words, words that had been spoken on this island for generations to push back the night. She prayed until her voice cracked. She prayed until the storm began to fade, the wind dropping to a whimper, the rain softening to a murmur.

When the sun finally rose over Lallmatie, pale and watery and ordinary, she was still holding him. He was still shaking.

The window was clear. The tapping had stopped.

But on the glass, pressed into the condensation from the inside, was a single handprint. Too large for any human hand.

And it had five fingers, but the thumb was on the wrong side.
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Chapter 2: Viral Shadows
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The morning after the storm, Lallmatie woke to a world that felt borrowed.

The sun rose without drama, a pale disc pushing through thin clouds, and the light that spilled across the village had the flat, forgiving quality of something that had seen too much the night before and chosen to look away. Roofs were damaged—that was expected. Branches littered the roads—that was normal. But the silence that hung over the cane fields, the way the birds refused to sing and the dogs refused to leave their kennels, that was something else entirely.

Dev's grandmother made tea on the outdoor stove, moving with the careful deliberation of someone who had decided not to discuss what had happened. She poured two cups, added ginger and lemongrass, and set them on the wooden table without a word. Dev sat across from her, still wrapped in the blanket, watching steam curl toward the sky.

He had not slept. Every time he closed his eyes, he saw the darkness against the window. Felt the weight of that attention. Heard the whisper that was not a whisper.

“Aaji,” he began, but she raised a hand.

“Some things,” she said, staring into her tea, “are not for talking about. They are for remembering, and they are for forgetting, and you must learn which is which.”

“But the handprint—”

“Was gone when I checked this morning.” Her eyes met his, and for a moment he saw something flicker there—fear, maybe, or the shadow of it. “The glass was clean. No marks. No cracks. Just... clean.”

Dev opened his mouth to argue, but she shook her head, and the finality in that gesture closed the conversation like a door.



By mid-morning, the first videos began appearing online.

They started on WhatsApp, as most things did in Mauritius—grainy clips forwarded from cousin to cousin, from neighborhood group to neighborhood group, accumulating views and edits and breathless voice notes with every bounce. The first clip was from Lallmatie itself, filmed on a phone with a cracked screen, showing the sky at the height of the storm. The caption read simply: Regarde le ciel. Regarde bien.

She watched it in her cramped office in Flacq, a cup of cold coffee at her elbow and the morning's news briefs still unfinished on her screen. Anjuli Ramgoolam had been a journalist for eleven years—first at a small community paper, then at an online outlet that had grown from a blog into something approaching legitimacy. She covered politics when she had to, crime when it crossed her desk, and the endless small catastrophes of island life with a patience that her younger colleagues mistook for cynicism.

But her real specialty, the thing that had earned her a grudging respect in Flacq's media circles, was debunking.

She had made her name during the so-called "Ghost Bus" panic of 2019, when grainy photos of a skeletal figure on a night bus had sent the island into a frenzy. Three days of investigation had revealed the truth: a trick of light, a broken window, and a WhatsApp prank gone viral. She had done the same with the "Sea Witch" sightings of 2021 (a drowned tree trunk, a school of bioluminescent algae, and a teenager with too much time on his hands) and the "Crying Statue" of 2022 (condensation, poor lighting, and a parish priest who should have known better).

She was good at her job. She was thorough. And she had learned long ago that fear traveled faster than truth, especially on an island where the old stories still breathed beneath the surface of modern life.

The video from Lallmatie showed nothing, really. The storm. The rain. A moment where the clouds seemed to press lower than they should, and something—maybe a bird, maybe a plastic bag, maybe a trick of compression—darted across the frame. Anjuli watched it three times, noted the poor resolution and the telltale signs of editing, and set it aside.

Then she opened Facebook.



The platform was a riot of panic.

Every group she followed—Flacq Community Notice Board, Mauritius Paranormal Society, even the usually staid Moka Residents' Association—had been flooded with storm-related posts. Not the usual cyclone updates and damage reports, but something stranger. Videos of dogs refusing to enter certain forests. Voice notes of people describing shadows that moved against the wind. Photographs of the cane fields at dawn, allegedly showing paths that had not been there the night before.

One post in particular caught her attention. A woman named Sangeeta, whom Anjuli knew vaguely from a community event years ago, had written:

My mother's goats. Three of them. Gone. The tethers were still tied. The gate was locked. We searched the whole property. Nothing. No tracks, no blood, no signs of struggle. The dogs have been whining since 2am. They won't go near the back field. They won't even look at it.

The comments beneath were a stew of sympathy, skepticism, and escalating fear. Someone suggested wild dogs. Someone else suggested thieves. But the most upvoted response came from an account with no profile picture and a name that was just a string of numbers: Li pas zanimal sa. Li pli vye ki nou.

It's not an animal. It's older than us.

Anjuli copied the comment into her notes and moved on.



By noon, the hashtags had crystallized.

#FacelessShadow appeared first, attached to a video allegedly filmed near Centre de Flacq around three in the morning. The footage was almost unusable—dark, shaky, the camera swinging wildly as someone ran—but in the final seconds, something pale and elongated darted across the frame at an angle that made Anjuli's eyes hurt. Limbs that were too long. Joints that bent wrong. A motion that was simultaneously fluid and mechanical, like a puppet whose strings were being pulled by a distracted god.

She watched it on a loop for five minutes, trying to find the seam. The splice. The obvious CGI artifact that would let her write it off as another hoax. But the more she watched, the less certain she became. The figure's movement had a consistency that felt organic, almost muscle-memory, and the way it vanished—not running away, not ducking behind cover, but simply ceasing to be present—did not match any editing technique she knew.

She closed the video and opened her email instead.



The first anonymous message arrived at 2:17 p.m.

The sender's address was a scrambled string of letters and numbers, bouncing through what appeared to be multiple servers. The subject line read: Stop writing.

Anjuli almost deleted it unread. She had received her share of crank mail over the years—angry politicians, defensive criminals, the occasional conspiracy theorist who had decided she was a government agent. But something about this one made her hesitate.

The body of the email was short. Three sentences, no greeting, no signature.

You think you are helping. You think the truth will make people feel safe. But some things are true whether you write about them or not, and writing makes them remember. She does not like being remembered by strangers.

Stop.

Anjuli stared at the screen for a long moment. Then she laughed—a short, sharp sound that felt more defensive than amused. "She," the email had said. Not "it." She.

She forwarded the message to her editor as a courtesy, flagged it as potential harassment, and started drafting her first debunking piece.



The piece took her three hours.

She wrote about storm psychosis, about the way sleep deprivation and atmospheric pressure changes could alter perception. She wrote about pareidolia—the human brain's tendency to see faces and figures in random patterns—and cited half a dozen peer-reviewed studies. She wrote about the history of post-cyclone hysteria in Mauritius, drawing on newspaper archives that stretched back to the 1950s, and she made careful note of how each previous wave of panic had followed the same arc: fear, amplification, investigation, debunking, silence.

She did not mention the email. She did not mention the way her hands had trembled slightly when she read the phrase "does not like being remembered." She filed the piece at 5:47 p.m., watched it go live at 6:00, and tried to feel satisfied.

Her phone buzzed fifteen minutes later. A new email. Same scrambled address. Same subject line.

You did not listen. That is unfortunate. For you, I mean.

She deleted it without opening. But the deletion failed—a glitch, probably, or a server hiccup—and when she refreshed her inbox, the message was still there, marked as unread, the words waiting for her like patient spiders.



The factory worker's video arrived the next morning.

His name was Ashvin, and he worked the night shift at the abandoned sugar mill outside Queen Victoria. The mill had closed in 2008, its machinery too old and its debts too deep, but a small processing facility still operated on the far side of the property, crushing cane for a cooperative of local farmers. Ashvin had been there for six years. He knew every sound the old building made—the groan of the conveyor belt, the hiss of the hydraulic press, the distant rattle of the ventilation system that no one had ever bothered to fix.

The video he sent was filmed on a phone propped against a toolbox. The timestamp read 3:11 a.m. The night of the storm.

Anjuli watched it at her desk, the office quiet around her, the only light coming from her monitor and the faint glow of the streetlamp outside. The video showed a corner of the processing floor—rusted machinery, stacks of empty crates, a doorway that led deeper into the abandoned section of the mill. For the first thirty seconds, nothing happened. The air seemed to shimmer slightly, the way it does over hot asphalt, but the temperature that night had been mild.

Then the shadow moved.

It emerged from the doorway not as a figure but as a lack—a patch of darkness that was darker than it should have been, deeper than the shadows cast by the machinery. It slid across the floor without walking, without crawling, without any motion that belonged to a three-dimensional body. It simply expanded, a spill of black ink spreading across the concrete, and where it passed, the light seemed to falter.

The sound began around the forty-second mark. A humming. Low and rhythmic and metallic, like a generator running at the edge of hearing. But the power at the mill had been shut off for hours. The only generator was on the far side of the building, and it was not running—Ashvin had checked it himself before starting his shift.

The humming grew louder as the shadow reached the center of the frame. And then, beneath it, another sound. Breathing. Slow and deep and vast, the way the ocean breathes in its sleep, the way the earth breathes in the moments between earthquakes.

Something took shape at the heart of the shadow. Not a face, not a body, but an impression of both—a suggestion of height, of limbs, of something that had once walked on two legs but had forgotten how. The video glitched at that moment, pixels breaking apart and reassembling, and when the image cleared, the shadow was gone.

The humming continued for another eleven seconds. Then the breathing. Then silence.

Anjuli watched the video seven times.

On the seventh viewing, she noticed something she had missed before. In the final seconds, just before the recording cut out, a single word became audible beneath the breathing. Not a whisper, exactly. More like a thought that had been pressed into the audio track by accident.

Restez.

Stay.



She called Ashvin that afternoon.

His voice was hoarse, the voice of a man who had not slept well and might not sleep well again. He told her he had found the video on his phone the morning after the storm. He did not remember filming it. He did not remember setting up the phone at all. The last thing he remembered from that night was checking the generator at 2:45 a.m., and then nothing until he woke up on the floor of the break room at 6:00, his phone on his chest and the battery at two percent.

“The breathing,” Anjuli said. “You heard it too. In the room. Not just on the recording.”

A long pause. When Ashvin spoke again, his voice was quieter. “Madame, I heard it in my bones. For three days now, I hear it every time I close my eyes. The doctors say it's tinnitus. Stress-related. They gave me pills.”

“Do the pills help?”

Another pause. “No.”

She asked if she could visit the mill, see the location for herself. Ashvin said yes, but his voice carried no enthusiasm. Only a tired resignation, the acceptance of someone who had already seen too much and expected worse to come.

After she hung up, Anjuli sat in the darkening office and tried to write a second debunking piece. The words would not come. Every time she typed a sentence, she heard the breathing. Every time she cited a study on pareidolia, she saw the shadow spreading across the concrete floor like ink from a broken bottle.

She closed her laptop at 9 p.m. and walked home through streets that felt too quiet, past houses where the windows were shuttered early and the dogs watched from behind gates with their tails tucked. The moon was absent, hidden behind clouds that had gathered without her noticing, and the stars had the distant, untouchable quality of things that did not want to be seen.

Her apartment smelled of incense and old books. She locked the door, checked the windows, and sat on her couch with her phone in her hand.

One new email. The same scrambled address. The subject line was different this time.

You saw it. Now it sees you.

She did not delete the message. She could not. Her thumb hovered over the screen, trembling slightly, and in the silence of her apartment—in the absence of traffic, of neighbors, of any sound at all—she heard something that made her blood turn cold.

Breathing. Low and slow. Coming not from her phone, not from her laptop, but from the darkness of her own bedroom, where the door stood slightly ajar and the light from the living room could not reach.

She did not sleep that night. She sat on the couch with all the lights on and her grandmother's old prayer beads wrapped around her fingers, and she whispered words she had not spoken since childhood, words that felt like armor against a wound she could not see.

The breathing did not stop. But it did not come closer either.

It waited.

It was very good at waiting.
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Chapter 3: The American
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The breathing stopped at dawn.

Anjuli did not hear it fade or retreat. One moment it was there—low and steady, a presence in the dark of her bedroom like a second heart beating somewhere deep in the walls—and the next moment it was simply gone, replaced by the ordinary sounds of morning: a rooster in the distance, the first bus grinding down the main road, the shuffle of her elderly neighbor fetching the newspaper from the porch.

She had not moved from the couch. The prayer beads were still wrapped around her fingers, her grandmother's words still echoing somewhere in the back of her throat. Her phone lay on the cushion beside her, screen dark, battery at twelve percent. She had spent the night watching the bedroom door, waiting for it to open, waiting for something to emerge from the darkness.

Nothing had.

She rose slowly, her legs stiff and uncooperative, and walked to the bedroom. The door swung open easily under her hand. The room was empty. The window was closed. The closet doors were shut. The only thing out of place was the mirror above her dresser—tilted slightly, as though someone had touched it and not bothered to straighten it.

She looked at her reflection. Dark circles under her eyes. Hair tangled. A small cut on her lower lip that she did not remember making. She leaned closer to the glass, looking for something, anything, that would explain the night.

Her reflection blinked a half-second
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