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    For my father,who taught me the names of winds,the taste of salt in stories,and how to say goodbye with grace.
And for the island —always home, even when memory fades.

      

    



  	
        
            
            "We do not inherit the island from our ancestors;we borrow it from our children."— Mauritian proverb (attributed)
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Chapter 1 – The Coma
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The room was too white.

Not clean—sterile. Blank in a way that made the world outside feel imaginary, like the hospital had severed itself from reality. The lights didn’t flicker. They just hummed, unwavering, too bright to be kind. Machines hissed and beeped in careful rhythm. A plastic bag of clear fluid swayed slightly from its stand. The clock above the door ticked like it was counting down to nothing.

Kevin sat beside his father’s bed, elbows on his knees, hands clasped as if in prayer, though he hadn’t prayed in years. Raj’s chest rose and fell, mechanically. The ventilator breathed for him now, each cycle a soft intrusion. His face looked thinner than it had a week ago—gaunt, distant, unfamiliar.

“I didn’t think I’d be the one telling you this,” Kevin said softly.

His voice barely disturbed the air, but the words floated between them, tender and brittle. He glanced up at his father’s face, hoping for something—a flicker, a furrow of the brow, the brief tension of a fingertip. But there was nothing. Just the steady breath of a body too proud to quit.

“Alina’s pregnant,” he said. Then paused. Let the sentence hang there like an offering. “You’re going to be a grandfather.”

His throat tightened. He hadn’t expected to say it like that. He thought maybe he’d smile, maybe laugh through it. But the words came out hoarse, pulled from somewhere too deep to hide.

He leaned back, dragging a hand across his jaw, then through his hair. His wedding ring caught the fluorescent light—a flash of silver on otherwise dull skin.

“I should’ve called more,” he said. “Visited. I don’t know why I didn’t.”

A nurse entered quietly, checked the IV, and left without a word. Kevin barely noticed her.

“You remember when I was thirteen, and I lied about breaking the kitchen window?” he said, suddenly smiling through a slow exhale. “Told you it was the neighbor’s kid. You waited three days before calling me out. Just... waited. Didn’t even get mad. You just looked at me like—like you knew I’d come clean when I was ready.”

He looked at Raj’s face. The skin was pale, too pale for the man he remembered—Raj, with the warm voice and the thick hands, who used to carry boxes like they were filled with feathers, who woke before dawn to walk the sea wall even in the rain.

“I was angry,” Kevin said. “For years. At you. At the way you always made everything quiet. You know? Like nothing could touch you. I wanted you to yell sometimes. To show it.”

His voice broke.

“I didn’t realize silence could be a kind of strength.”

He stood, walked to the window. The blinds were drawn, but a slit of evening light cut across the linoleum floor like a wound. Somewhere beyond the glass, the city carried on. Horns, sirens, the distant bark of a dog. Life, oblivious.

“I don’t know how to be a dad,” Kevin admitted. “Not the way you were. I don’t think I ever really understood you until... now. Now that I can’t ask you anything.”

He turned back. Raj hadn’t moved. But Kevin felt the gravity of the body in the bed, the weight of years, of unsaid things.

“I brought the ultrasound photo,” he said, reaching into his jacket. “Here. I don’t know if you can hear me, but... this is her.”

He placed the small black-and-white image gently on the bedside table. The faint curve of a spine. The blur of a tiny hand.

“She’s a girl.”

The room remained silent, but the air felt heavier, dense with everything that hadn’t been spoken between them—resentments, pride, distance, and love in its most unspoken form. Kevin sat again. He didn’t cry. Not yet.

“I want to name her after Mom,” he said quietly.

Still nothing.

“I hope you meet her. I hope you open your eyes, just once, and see her. See me.”

He didn’t say more after that. He just sat there, with the machines whispering and the monitors blinking their impassive lights. Outside, the sky dimmed. Visiting hours would end soon, but no one came to make him leave.

Kevin reached for his father’s hand. It was cold, but solid. Still here.

He held it, gently.

And waited.
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Chapter 2 – The Arrival of Death
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The first thing Raj noticed was the smell of sea salt.

Not the sharp, briny kind from the harbor, but the soft, familiar breath of the Indian Ocean on a quiet morning—before fishermen cast their nets, before the sun had burned the mist from the sky. It was the smell of his childhood, of barefoot walks on the reef, of his mother’s hands rinsing mango peel beneath an outdoor tap.

He opened his eyes, though he hadn’t known they were closed.

He was standing, not lying, and the hospital bed was gone.

The walls had vanished. In their place stretched a wide expanse of sand, pale and warm, sloping gently into an endless sea. A Mauritian beach. Not one he could name. But it felt like home—an amalgam of memory and dream.

He turned.

And there, sitting on a large black volcanic rock with his legs crossed, was a man. Or perhaps not quite a man. He was dressed in a cream linen shirt, slightly unbuttoned, sleeves rolled. Bare feet in the sand. His skin was the brown of roasted almonds. His eyes, impossibly old, held no cruelty. Just a long, long patience.

He smiled.

“You’ve been sleeping a while,” the man said.

Raj blinked. He felt no fear. Just a strange lightness, like the moment before a storm breaks—charged, but still.

“Where am I?”

“Between,” the man said. “Where all travelers rest before the last crossing.”

A pause.

“You died?”

“No,” the man
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