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    To the dreamers who still hear the whispers of the wind and the roar of forgotten fires.And to Mauritius — your soul shaped these pages.

      

    



  	
        
            
            "When the island sleeps, the fire dims.But when the wind calls, even forgotten flames will rise."— Old Mauritian Proverb

      

    


Prologue: The Feather Falls

––––––––
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IN A TIME LONG BEFORE maps could chart the winds and the waves, there was an island, hidden from the eyes of many. Its name was spoken only in whispers, its shape known to a select few who revered the ancient forests and the winds that carried secrets of the old world. The island was a place of power, untouched by time, where the air carried a song of its own—a melody known only to those who truly listened.

There, in the heart of the island’s deepest forest, the Ebony Forest, an ancient bird soared—an ethereal creature of grace and strength, its wings cutting through the air like a razor of light. It was said to be a bridge between worlds, a messenger of the old spirits, known to the people of the island as Virezon, the Kestrel of the Wind.

For centuries, it had circled above the trees, keeping watch over the island’s pulse, guiding the winds and protecting the sacred balance between earth, water, fire, and air. Its song could be heard at dusk, calling to the stars, singing in a language older than the first dawn. And yet, as the world outside the island changed, so too did the island itself.

The feather fell without warning, drifting silently through the mist, its iridescent plumage catching the fading light of the setting sun. It was not noticed by the villagers who went about their daily lives, nor by the travelers who had long forgotten the island’s name. But it was seen by one—a child who had wandered too far into the forest’s depths.

The feather glistened with a strange, almost otherworldly glow, its edges shimmering as though caught in the touch of something unseen. It fell from a great height, as though released by an invisible hand. And when it touched the earth, the wind stilled for the briefest of moments, as though the island itself held its breath.

The island had been waiting. Its call had been heard.

And so, the story began. A story of legacy, of awakening, and of a bond between the island and those who had long forgotten their place in its ancient song.

A new chapter had begun, and the wind was shifting.
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Chapter 1: The Wind Changes
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The wind shouldn’t have been there.

It came without warning—threading through the sugarcane fields with a sound like whispered questions. Anaya stopped walking and turned her face into it, her school satchel swaying against her hip. The breeze tugged at her curls, light but persistent, scented with something that didn’t belong to the dry season.

Behind her, the dirt path leading to Chamarel village shimmered in the afternoon heat. Ahead, the narrow road curved toward home, where the mango tree leaned heavy with green fruit and the veranda smelled of spice and old books. But this wind wasn’t from the hills, or from the sea. It came from deeper.

From the forest.

Anaya closed her eyes and listened. Not with her ears, exactly—but with something beneath her ribs. A strange hush had settled in the air. Birds had stopped calling. Even the cicadas were still.

Then it passed.

Just like that, the wind softened into the ordinary again. The world blinked back into color, sound returning in layers. A rooster crowed in the distance. A motorbike buzzed down a side road. The hum of the island resumed.

But Anaya stood frozen, her heart quickened.

Something had stirred.



At dinner that night, her father stirred a pot of rougaille while her mother graded homework at the kitchen table. The news murmured from a small radio perched on the shelf above the fridge, offering headlines in Kreol and French: an environmental report, a road closure, a heatwave on the way.

Anaya pushed rice around her plate, chewing slower than usual.

"You okay, Naya?" her father asked, tasting the tomato sauce with the edge of a wooden spoon. "You look like you saw a ghost."

She hesitated. "Did you feel that wind this afternoon?"

Her mother looked up. “Wind?”

“Near the cane fields. It was...weird. It wasn’t normal.”

Her father chuckled. “Maybe the forest spirits are greeting you.”

Her mother gave him a look. “She’s in Form Three, not primary school.”

“I’m serious,” Anaya said. “It didn’t feel like weather. It felt like...a warning.”

That quieted the table for a second.

Her father finally spoke. “There’s a dry spell this week. Wind comes in strange ways when the air is hungry for rain. You’ve walked that road a hundred times.”

Anaya nodded, but she didn’t believe it. Not really.

Because even now, sitting under the kitchen light, she could still feel it—like fingers brushing her shoulder. A whisper at the edge of thought.



That night, Anaya climbed onto the roof. It was a thing she did sometimes—when sleep wouldn’t come or her thoughts felt too loud. She lay on the slanted tiles and looked up through the mango leaves at a sky smudged with stars.

Chamarel was quiet at night. Crickets and frogs sang in the dark, and the distant waterfall of the forest whispered like a secret only the land knew how to tell. Below her, the house exhaled the warm scents of cumin and dish soap and old dreams.

And above—only sky.

She thought about the wind. About the way it had arrived with no clouds, no signs. As if something ancient had turned its face toward her.

Then she heard it again.

Not wind. Not quite.

A call.

Faint. Melodic. Almost like a bird—but not one she could name. A note suspended in the air, drifting down like a feather too light to fall.

She sat up. Held her breath.

But it was gone.

Only the silence remained.

Still, something had begun. She could feel it in her bones, her blood. Like the hush before a storm, or the first word of a story that had been waiting for years to be told.

And it had chosen her.
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Chapter 2: Turbulence at School
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The bell rang like a challenge—sharp, final, and merciless.

Anaya shoved her sketchbook into her bag and joined the flow of students pouring into the open-air corridor of Chamarel Secondary. Dust lifted from the courtyard as feet shuffled and shoes squeaked. The wind hadn’t returned, but something inside her still buzzed, like a current under her skin.

"Oi, Naya! You ready to be canceled by half the class?"

Tao grinned at her from the window, his ever-slouching frame leaning over a potted aloe vera he claimed to be "growing for karma." His left shoe was untied, and he had ink smudged on his chin again.

Anaya arched a brow. “What did I do now?”

“You picked the kestrel for the heritage project. You might as well have insulted everyone’s great-grandmother.”

She rolled her eyes but smiled. “It’s Mauritius’s rarest bird. It’s heritage.”

“It’s extinction,” Tao said, pushing himself off the ledge to walk beside her. “Half the class thinks it’s a waste of time. You’ll see.”

In Room 5B, the desks were pushed into circles—group presentations day. Ceiling fans turned lazily overhead. The whiteboard read "Whose Heritage? Whose History?" in looping black marker. Their history teacher, Mr. Merven, stood near the front, arms crossed over a worn waistcoat, already bracing for battle.

One by one, the groups presented. The usual topics came up: indentured laborers, colonial battles, Sega dancers, sugarcane estates. Then it was Anaya’s group’s turn.

She stood, adjusted her paper, and cleared her throat.

“Our project is about the Mauritius kestrel, once considered the rarest bird in the world. In 1974, only one breeding female remained. Scientists thought it was the end of the species.”

Already, she could feel eyes on her. One boy whispered, “So? It’s just a bird.”

Anaya continued, louder now. “But it didn’t go extinct. It came back. Not on its own—humans helped. A handful of conservationists worked in the forests, feeding chicks by hand, climbing trees to build nesting boxes. It’s one of the greatest recovery stories in the world.”

“Yeah, yeah,” came a voice from the back—Jehaan, the class debater. “But what does that have to do with us? We’re not birds. We’re not in the forest. We’ve got real problems.”

Anaya stiffened. Mira, seated beside her, leaned forward gently. “Maybe the point is... we helped bring something back. We didn’t just let it vanish. That says something about us.”

There was a pause.

Mr. Merven tilted his head, interested now.

Jehaan shrugged. “Still. It’s not heritage if it’s not human.”

That lit something in Anaya.

“But isn’t that the problem?” she shot back. “We think heritage is only stone and blood and names we can spell. But what about voices we’ve forgotten how to hear? Wings that vanish before we even knew they mattered?”

The room fell quiet. Even Tao looked mildly impressed.

Mr. Merven smiled, the corners of his mouth twitching. “Thank you, Anaya. That’s the point of this debate. To ask—what stories do we carry forward, and which ones are we letting die?”



After class, Mira caught up with Anaya by the garden path, her plaited hair swinging behind her.

“I liked what you said. About forgotten voices.”

Anaya shrugged, still a little hot from the exchange. “It’s just... birds were here before we were. Before ships. Before sugar. Before names. And now we act like they don’t count.”

Mira nodded. “My grandmother used to say the birds remember everything. Even things God wants us to rediscover.”

Anaya blinked. “That’s... actually beautiful.”

They walked a few steps in silence, the breeze stirring dry leaves around their feet.

Then Tao caught up, holding his phone out like a medal.

“Guess where we’re going next week?”

Anaya squinted. “If this is another one of your ‘learning adventures’ that ends with us being chased by bees—”

“Better. Field trip to Ebony Forest. Mr. Merven’s taking all the heritage groups. We get to see the kestrels in person.”

Anaya felt her breath catch.

The wind hadn’t returned. Not yet.

But it was waiting.
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Chapter 3: A Visit to Ebony Forest
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The road to Ebony Forest curled like a sleeping serpent through the foothills of Chamarel, weaving between rust-red earth, sugarcane shadows, and steep cliffs that wore mist like a second skin.

Anaya pressed her face to the minibus window, watching the landscape change. The forest rose ahead like a dark promise—thick, untamed, and older than any map. Sunlight flickered between branches like a heartbeat, and somewhere, she thought she heard a faint whistle on the wind. But it might have been her imagination.

Mira sat beside her, humming softly to a tune in her head, while Tao snuck photos of beetles crushed under his sneaker, narrating them as “rare encounters with the wild.”

“Your sense of wonder is broken,” Mira said without looking up.

“It’s not broken,” Tao said. “It’s just... skeptical.”

Mr. Merven stood at the front, one hand braced against the sliding door, reading from a worn pamphlet. “Ebony Forest is one of the last places on the island where native flora and fauna still exist in significant numbers. Including—yes, you guessed it—the Mauritius kestrel.”

The bus groaned around a bend, and suddenly, the forest opened like a book.



At the forest center, they were greeted by a tall woman in ranger green. Her nametag read: RANGER ADELLE.

“Welcome,” she said, her voice calm and low, like someone used to listening to trees. “Before we begin, a warning: this is a living forest. It remembers. Step off the path, and it will remind you of that.”

Some of the students laughed nervously. Mira made the sign of the cross. Tao raised an eyebrow, impressed.

The group moved in a loose line along the boardwalk, the forest swallowing their voices. The air here was heavier, rich with moss, leaf mold, and something more primal. Ferns curled like green tongues. Ebony trees towered above them, their bark dark and ancient. Somewhere in the canopy, a bird shrieked—sharp, brief, and unseen.

“About fifty years ago,” Ranger Adelle said, pointing skyward, “the kestrel was nearly extinct. Only one known breeding female remained. But against the odds, conservationists here helped bring them back. Now, over four hundred kestrels live across the island.”

Anaya raised her eyes to the trees.

“Why this forest?” she asked.

“Because this forest listened,” the ranger replied.



They stopped at a small clearing with an observation deck. Far above, a kestrel hovered on the wind, its wings motionless, riding invisible threads of air. It turned sharply, dove, and vanished behind a curtain of leaves.

“There,” Adelle said. “That one’s wild-born. Her name is Reka. Her grandmother was one of the hand-fed chicks.”

Tao whistled. “Cool family tree.”

Anaya stared after the bird. Her heart felt too big in her chest.

“Do they remember us?” she asked. “The humans who helped?”

Adelle gave her a long look. “They remember what we forget.”

Just then, the wind shifted.

Leaves rustled with a sudden, purposeful hush.

And Anaya saw it.

Not the kestrel from before—something larger. A shimmer at the edge of the canopy. A silhouette against the light, there and gone in an eye-blink. Wings broader than a hawk’s. A glint of impossible color—blue, silver, green all at once.

Her breath caught.

“What was that?” she whispered.

Mira turned. “What?”

“I saw—” She hesitated. “Never mind.”

But she knew. That bird hadn’t been part of the tour. It hadn’t belonged to this world in the same way the others did.

And it had seen her.



Later, as they boarded the bus again, a single feather lay on the path behind them. Long. Iridescent. Flickering with colors that changed in the light.

No one saw it.

Except the wind.
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Chapter 4: A Glimpse in the Canopy
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The shimmer stayed with her.

All through the drive back to Chamarel, through Tao’s running commentary about how beetles were the “true rulers of the ecosystem,” through Mira’s quiet sketching in her notebook, Anaya couldn’t shake the image of the bird that wasn’t a bird.

She kept replaying the moment: the way it hung in the light, motionless, almost unreal. Like something remembered rather than seen.

Was it just a trick of the eyes?

She didn’t believe that. Not in her bones.



That night, her dreams were full of trees.

Not just forests — but trees that whispered, that opened into tunnels, that bled light when touched. In one dream, she stood barefoot in a clearing while feathers rained from above, glowing faintly like embers. One landed in her palm and hummed softly, like it was alive.

When she woke, the sound was still there. A quiet, vibrating hum in the back of her mind. Not loud, not painful — but impossible to ignore.

Outside her window, the mango branches barely stirred. No wind. No birdsong.

Just the hush.



At school the next day, she told Tao during break, half-expecting him to laugh.

Instead, he looked thoughtful. “What kind of shimmer?”

“Like... like sunlight on water, but it didn’t bend like real light. It felt... aware.”

“Was it flying?”

“Yes. And it was watching me.”

Tao scratched his chin. “Okay. So, either you’re losing it, or something weird is happening.”

“Thanks.”

“I said either.”

Mira, walking ahead of them toward the lunch hall, glanced over her shoulder. “Maybe it’s like what Ranger Adelle said. Some forests remember. Maybe some birds do, too.”

Anaya hesitated. “What if it’s not just remembering? What if something’s waking up?”



Later that evening, Anaya returned to the forest.

Not all the way in — just to the edge, near the overlook trail where tourists stopped to take photos of the coastline. She didn’t tell anyone. She just needed to stand there again. To feel the air.

The sky was bruised with dusk when she reached the clearing.

The trees were still. The forest felt like it was listening.

She stepped off the gravel and onto the leaf litter, where the scent of sap and rain hung heavy in the air. She moved carefully, past low branches and climbing roots, following nothing but instinct.

And then she saw it.

High in the canopy, barely visible through the twilight — a flash of silver-green. Then wings, slow and deliberate, shifting without sound. No flapping. No disturbance. Just motion, elegant and eerie.

Anaya froze.

The creature paused on a branch above. Not quite a kestrel. Its outline pulsed faintly, as if caught between shape and shimmer. Its eyes glowed faintly gold — not predatory, not afraid. Curious.

It tilted its head, regarding her.

A low wind stirred the leaves. Anaya reached for her phone, but before she could raise it, the creature vanished — not in flight, but as if it had dissolved into the wind itself.

Only silence remained.

Except—

A single feather drifted down from the canopy. It spiraled, slow and graceful, before landing near her feet. Anaya crouched, heart pounding, and reached for it.

The moment her fingers brushed the quill, something sharp scraped her wrist — a branch, maybe — but it bled sap, thick and golden, like honey drawn from a wound.

She stumbled back.

The feather glowed softly in the dimming light.

Not silver. Not gold. Somewhere between.

Something was waking.

And it had marked her.
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Chapter 5: The Feather and the Scratch
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The feather looked alive.

Anaya held it gently between her fingers, afraid that if she blinked, it might vanish like the shimmer in the trees. Its surface was smooth, but not soft like a regular bird’s feather — it was cool, almost metallic, and it shimmered with a fluid iridescence that changed color with every angle: blue, silver, green, even violet.

Not even the kestrels at Ebony Forest looked like this.

A gust of wind rolled through the clearing, warm and sudden, swirling dry leaves around her ankles. She tucked the feather into her bag, zipped it up tight, and glanced down at her wrist where the branch had scratched her.

It was still bleeding sap.

Not blood — sap.

Golden. Thick. Warm.

Anaya pulled a tissue from her pocket, trying to wipe it, but the sap didn’t smear. It sank into her skin, leaving behind a faint shimmer — like a fine thread of sunlight under her flesh.

Then, slowly, it faded. Gone. No scab. No pain.

Just a sense that something had passed into her.



That night, she couldn’t sleep.

The feather lay hidden in a shoebox under her bed, wrapped in a scarf. She didn’t want her parents to find it. She didn’t even want to look at it too long. But still, she could feel it — like it radiated warmth through the floorboards. A gentle pulse in the air.

Her wrist tingled.

At midnight, a breeze passed through her room even though the windows were closed. It stirred her curtains, fluttered the pages of her sketchbook, and whispered through her hair like breath.

She sat up, heart thudding.

There, drawn in the corner of her sketchbook — something new. A doodle she didn’t remember making.

A symbol.

A thin spiral, shaped like a feather in flight, nested inside a circle.

She stared at it. It was delicate. Precise. Her style, but... sharper.

Underneath it, a word had appeared, scribbled in soft pencil:

Anbala.



The next morning, Anaya didn’t say a word to anyone at breakfast. She packed her bag carefully, slipping the feather back inside its scarf, her mind spinning.

At school, Tao noticed right away.

“You look like you saw a ghost and forgot your homework.”

Anaya opened her sketchbook to the page with the symbol. “Tell me I didn’t draw this.”

Tao blinked. “Huh.”

“You’ve seen my art. I don’t draw like this.”

“Okay... it’s cool. Very... spirity. What’s it mean?”

“That’s the thing.” She pointed. “I didn’t write that word either. Anbala. Have you heard it before?”

Tao shook his head. “Nope. Sounds old. Or like some underground Sega album.”

Mira leaned in, curious. “It almost looks... sacred.”

Anaya looked at her wrist again. The shimmer was gone. But she knew something had changed.

Something ancient had noticed her. Reached out. Left a mark.

She glanced out the window toward the distant hills, where the forest slept under its green crown.

Somewhere out there, the shimmer-bird was still flying.

And somehow, it had chosen her.
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Chapter 6: The Old Mapmaker
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The smell of ink and old wood met them at the door.

Tao’s grandfather lived in a house that felt like it had grown straight from the hillside. Books stacked in every corner. Maps rolled like scrolls in hollow bamboo tubes. Walls lined with framed compasses and faded cartographer’s tools, each lovingly labeled in careful cursive.

“It’s like stepping into a museum,” Mira whispered as she followed Tao through the front gate.

“Except he talks more than the exhibits,” Tao replied. “Just... be patient. And don’t mention GPS.”

Inside, Anaya’s eyes were drawn immediately to a large map that hung over the sitting room sofa — hand-drawn, detailed, and not quite like anything she’d seen before. The coastline of Mauritius was familiar, but some parts seemed... different. Sharper. Rawer.

Un-erased.

From a back room, a voice called out.

“You bring me trouble or truth today, boy?”

“Bit of both, Grand-père,” Tao answered.

A tall, silver-haired man emerged with a cane carved in the shape of a hawk’s head. His eyes were sharp behind thick glasses, and his palms were stained with ink.

“Introduce your friends, then speak your mystery.”

Tao gestured. “This is Anaya. She’s the one who found the symbol. And Mira.”

The old man turned to Anaya and looked her over, not unkindly — as if she were a riddle rather than a girl.

“You dream in wind?”

Anaya blinked. “Excuse me?”

“Never mind. Come.” He tapped the map with his cane. “Show me what you found.”



They sat at a creaking table as Anaya opened her sketchbook and turned to the symbol — the spiral feather within a circle. She also took out the paper where she had written the word:

Anbala.

The old man frowned.

“I haven’t seen that mark in years.”

“You know it?” she asked.

“I knew the story,” he corrected. “There were rumors, back when I was young. Before the parks. Before the tourists. About places that never made it onto official maps. Not blank spaces — erased ones.”

He turned and shuffled toward a low chest. From within it, wrapped in a cloth, he withdrew a yellowing map. Its corners were torn, its edges burned. He spread it gently across the table.

“There,” he said, tapping the southwest quadrant of the island. “Look.”

The coastline near Chamarel. Le Morne. Ebony Forest. But just east of that — a blot of land marked only by a symbol like a swirling feather, and one word in faded ink:

Anbala.

Mira leaned forward. “That’s the same symbol. Exactly.”

Anaya felt the pulse again in her wrist. Like the forest had heard its name spoken.

“This zone,” the mapmaker said, “was removed during the colonial restructuring. Land surveys were redrawn. Records erased. But some of us — cartographers, oral historians, dreamers — we held onto scraps. Symbols. Stories.”

“What kind of stories?” Anaya asked.

The old man looked at her with that same sharp gaze.

“Of wind-callers. Of birds that passed between worlds. Of feathers that carried memories.”



Outside, a wind picked up. Not strong — but strange. Swirling. Focused.

The windows of the old house rattled, though the sky was clear.

The map rippled once, then lay still.

The feather in Anaya’s bag warmed against her side.

Something had heard them.
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Chapter 7: Dreams of Flight
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The night after the visit to Tao’s grandfather, Anaya couldn’t sleep.

The map, the word Anbala, the wind that seemed to follow them even indoors — it had all stirred something inside her. A deep, humming awareness she couldn’t silence. She lay in bed, eyes wide, heart racing like it was trying to outrun her thoughts.

Around midnight, the world shifted.

It happened slowly — like a dream sneaking through a door left slightly ajar.

One moment she was staring at her ceiling. The next, the stars were above her, sharp and impossibly close, and her body felt weightless.

She was not in bed.

She was not awake.

But she was not fully dreaming, either.

She was soaring.



Below her, the island unfolded like a living map.

Not the version on tourist brochures. Not the one in history books. But an older Mauritius — wilder, breathing, alive with hidden light. Forests that glowed faintly at their roots. Rivers that pulsed like veins. Winds that curled in symbols over mountaintops.

Anaya’s body moved like it belonged to the air.

No wings. No fear. Just the pure sensation of flight — of riding invisible lines that curved through the sky like threads in a tapestry.

She looked down and saw the Ebony Forest, dark and vast, its trees forming a spiral she had never noticed from the ground.

And then—

The shimmer.

That bird. Or spirit. Or something more.

It flew beside her, its wings beating only once every few seconds, then gliding on invisible currents. Its feathers caught moonlight and refracted it in impossible colors — hues that didn’t exist in the daylight world. Its eyes turned toward her, gleaming like molten gold.

She heard a voice. Not from the bird, but through the wind.

Not words. A call.

Ancient. Hollow. Beautiful.

It vibrated in her chest like it had been waiting there her whole life.

Then the vision shifted.

A mountain rose in the distance — Le Morne, shrouded in cloud.

And at its peak stood a ring of standing stones — the same ones she had seen drawn on the old map.

The call grew louder.

Then sharper.

Then—



Anaya woke, gasping.

She was back in her room. Sheets tangled. Sweat on her brow. Heart pounding so hard it hurt.

But the call still echoed faintly in her ears, like a flute made of wind.

She reached for her bag, unzipped the front pouch.

The feather.

Still there.

Still glowing faintly in the dark.



Later that morning, she found a message on her phone.

Tao:

Couldn’t sleep.
Had a dream.
I was flying.
We need to talk.
Anaya stared at the screen.

The call hadn’t just come for her.

It had begun.
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