

    
        
          Amaya's Promise

        

        
        
          Brinda Phokeerdass

        

        
          Published by Keshav Kumar Phokeerdass, 2026.

        

    



  
    
    
      While every precaution has been taken in the preparation of this book, the publisher assumes no responsibility for errors or omissions, or for damages resulting from the use of the information contained herein.

    
    

    
      AMAYA'S PROMISE

    

    
      First edition. April 27, 2026.

      Copyright © 2026 Brinda Phokeerdass.

    

    
    
      ISBN: 979-8235862685

    

    
    
      Written by Brinda Phokeerdass.

    

    
      10 9 8 7 6 5 4 3 2 1

    

  


Table of Contents

Title Page

Copyright Page

Dedication

Epigraph

Prologue — The Island Before Memory

Chapter 1 — The Girl Who Left

Chapter 2 — The Return

Chapter 3 — The House That Remembers

Chapter 4 — The Wandering Earth

Chapter 5 — The Journal of Contradictions

Chapter 6 — The Living Island

Chapter 7 — The Ocean Recognizes Her

Chapter 8 — Amaya Learns the Land

Chapter 9 — The First Dream

Chapter 10 — The Star That Chose

Chapter 11 — Memory Bleeds Through

Chapter 12 — The Ocean's Philosophy

Chapter 13 — Kavi's Accusation

Chapter 14 — The Shoreline Choice

Past Lore

Present Lore

Future Lore

Sign up for Brinda Phokeerdass's Mailing List

Further Reading: Mauritius: Where the Quiet Light Lives

Also By Brinda Phokeerdass

About the Author



  	
  	
			 

			
		
    For those who left and never looked back,and for those who stayed and were forgotten.
For the salt on my grandmother's hands,the red earth under my mother's feet,the ocean that sang me to sleepand the one who taught me to sing back.
For Amaya—wherever you are—your waiting is over.

      

    



  	
        
            
            "The earth doesn't wander, ti-fille. It stays. We're the ones who move."— Old Amaya's father, Amaya's Promise
"You don't come back, Leena. You visit. There's a difference."— Kavi, Amaya's Promise
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Prologue — The Island Before Memory 
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Before the first boat came over the horizon, the island was already old.

Not old in the way of stones—though the stones were ancient, their bones the remnants of volcanoes that had roared and slept and forgotten their own fire. Old in the way of a story told so many times that the teller has become part of the tale. The island had been here before the sea surrounded it, before the coral built its slow cathedrals, before the first seed took root in the red earth. It had been here, and it had been alone.

The ocean came later.

Or perhaps the ocean had always been here, waiting. The island did not remember a time before the water, only a time before the water spoke. In the beginning, the sea was silent—a great, indifferent weight that pressed against the shore without curiosity or care. The island felt that pressure, the way a sleeping animal feels the breath of a predator, and it did not stir.

Then something changed.

The ocean began to listen.

Not to the island—there was nothing yet to hear. The ocean listened to the sky, to the wind, to the distant rumble of the stars turning in their courses. And slowly, over millennia that were nothing to a sea, the ocean learned to hold memory. Every wave that broke carried a record of where it had been. Every current that circled the globe brought news from other shores. The ocean became the keeper of everything that had ever touched it: the salt of ancient tears, the echo of drowned songs, the whispers of sailors who had vanished beneath the waves.

The island had no such memory. It was stone and soil, root and branch. It felt the rain and the sun and the passing of seasons, but it did not remember. It simply was.

And then the people came.



The first boat was small, barely more than a hollowed log. The people who paddled it were dark-skinned and tired, their eyes hollow from weeks at sea. They had left behind a dying island—not this one, another one, far to the west—and they were looking for a place to begin again.

The ocean watched them approach. It felt the beat of their hearts through the hull of their boat, the way it felt the swimming of fish and the drifting of whales. But these hearts were different. They carried purpose. These small, fragile creatures were not drifting—they were choosing.

The ocean had never seen anything choose before.

The boat scraped against the coral reef. The people waded ashore, their feet sinking into the warm sand. They fell to their knees and kissed the earth. They wept. They laughed. They sang.

The island, which had been sleeping for millennia, woke up.

It felt their footsteps like a touch. It felt their tears like rain. It felt their songs like a vibration deep in its stone heart. For the first time, the island was not alone. It was being seen.

And the ocean, watching from its endless depths, felt something stir. Not jealousy—the ocean did not know jealousy. Not curiosity—the ocean was curious about everything. Something older. Something closer to hunger.

The ocean wanted to be seen too.



The people built their village. They planted seeds and named the winds. They learned which fish were safe to eat and which corals cut your feet. They bore children who bore children, and the island learned to recognize each new heartbeat, each new voice.

In return, the island gave them everything: water from springs that never ran dry, fruit from trees that bent under their own weight, shelter from storms in the caves beneath the hills. The people thanked the island in their songs, their dances, their small daily rituals of gratitude.

It was a promise, though they did not call it that yet. A quiet understanding between the land and those who lived on it. I will hold you, the island said, if you remember me.

And the people remembered.

Until, one day, they began to forget.

It started with a child. A girl of seven or eight, playing near the shore. She found a conch shell and held it to her ear, but heard nothing—not because the shell was empty, but because she had stopped listening. Her mother called her back to the village. The girl dropped the shell and ran.

The ocean saw this. It felt the small fracture in the island's attention. And it wondered.



Generations passed. The forgetting spread like a slow stain. Some people left the island for larger lands across the sea. Those who stayed worked harder, played less, sang only on holidays. The songs grew shorter. The rituals grew thinner. The island felt itself becoming transparent, like a cloth washed too many times.

The promise was breaking.

The ocean watched all of this, and the ocean was patient. It had learned patience from the stars, which took millions of years to shift a single degree. If the people no longer remembered the island, perhaps they would remember the sea. Perhaps they would look out at the water and feel something other than indifference.

But the people did not. They looked at the ocean and saw only fish, only tides, only the distance between here and somewhere else. They did not see a presence. They did not hear a voice.

So the ocean began to speak.

Not loudly—not at first. A whisper in the waves. A suggestion in the wind. A dream slipped into the mind of a girl who sat too long on the shore, her toes in the water, her gaze on the horizon.

You could leave, the ocean murmured. You could walk away. No one would blame you.

Some did leave. Some stayed. But the seed of forgetting had been planted, and it grew.



The island felt itself weakening. The springs that had never run dry began to slow. The fruit that had always ripened grew small and hard. The paths that had been steady for centuries began to shift, as if the land could no longer remember where it had placed its own feet.

I need someone to hold me, the island thought—not in words, but in the deep, slow language of stone and soil. I need someone to remember.

And the ocean, which had been waiting all this time, answered.

I will help you, the ocean said. But not for free. I want something in return.

What? the island asked.

Let me be part of the promise. Let the people remember me too. Not as a threat—as a presence. As the one who surrounds and sustains.

The island, weakened and afraid, agreed.

And so the promise was remade. The people would remember the island, and the island would remember the people, and the ocean would remember them both. But the ocean, being ancient and vast and indifferent to human suffering, added a condition of its own.

Someone must stay, the ocean said. Not just live here. Not just visit. Stay. In the way that holds everything together. One person, always, who will carry the memory when others forget.

That is too much to ask of one life, the island protested.

Then find someone who is willing, the ocean replied. Or watch yourself disappear.



For many years, the promise held. Mothers passed it to daughters, fathers to sons. There was always someone who listened, who remembered, who stayed. The island thrived. The ocean watched. And the people lived their lives, unaware of the bargain that had been struck on their behalf.

Then, one generation, the keeper died before choosing a successor.

The island felt the rupture immediately—a tearing, like a root ripped from the earth. The memory began to leak, to fade, to dissolve like salt in water. The springs slowed. The fruit hardened. The paths began their slow, confused wandering.

The ocean saw this and was not surprised. It had always known that the promise was fragile, that humans were fragile, that everything made of flesh and bone would eventually fail.

But the ocean had not anticipated Amaya.

She was born on the night of the keeper's death, as if the island had already chosen her. Her first cry was heard not only by her mother, but by the earth beneath the house, which trembled slightly, and by the sea outside the window, which rose an inch in welcome.

She would be the last keeper. The last one who stayed.

And her story—the story of the forgetting, the cave, the star that chose—would wait, coiled like a wave just offshore, for a woman who had left and a village that had forgotten and a promise that was never meant to be kept alone.



This is the story the ocean remembers.

It remembers the first boat, the first footprint, the first song. It remembers every keeper who stood at the water's edge and said yes to the burden. It remembers Amaya, who said yes when she was too young to understand what yes meant. And it remembers Leena, who said no—not to the promise, but to the sacrifice. Who said, Let us remember together.

The ocean remembers everything.

The question is: will you?
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Chapter 1 — The Girl Who Left
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The rain in London always smelled like departure.

Leena had lived in this city for seven years, long enough to know that the scent wasn't romantic—not the kind of rain that poets wrote about, the kind that promised renewal. No. This was a gray, exhaust-tinged drizzle that seeped into coat collars and made the pavements gleam like old knives. It was the smell of buses pulling away just as you reached the stop. Of taxi doors slamming. Of suitcases wheels rattling over wet cobblestones toward Heathrow.

She stood at the window of her third-floor flat on Caledonian Road, her forehead almost touching the cold glass. Outside, the streetlamps had begun to flicker on—too early, the afternoon already surrendered to November's early darkness. Droplets raced down the pane, and she watched them the way other people watched television: intently, absently, as if the answer to an unasked question might appear between one rivulet and the next.

The flat behind her was small but meticulous. A place for everything. A sofa she'd bought secondhand and never really sat on. A kitchen counter wiped clean of crumbs, of life. A bookshelf where the only thing that looked read was the spine of a passport, tucked between a French novel she'd abandoned and a guide to meditation she'd never opened.

And beneath the bed, always half-packed, a suitcase.

Not because she was going anywhere specific. Because she had learned, years ago, that the easiest way to survive was to be ready. To keep your toothbrush in a travel case. To never buy furniture that couldn't be disassembled in an hour. To love people just enough that leaving didn't feel like amputation.

It isn't cowardice, she told herself, the way she told herself most things—in the flat, declarative voice of someone who had long ago stopped asking whether she believed her own arguments. It's freedom.

But freedom, she had noticed, was a cold roommate. It didn't make tea. It didn't ask about your day. It just sat there, waiting for you to prove you deserved it.

Her phone buzzed on the kitchen counter.

The sound was ordinary—a generic chime she'd never bothered to change—but something about it made her shoulders tighten. She turned from the window. The screen glowed against the gray granite, lighting up with a name she hadn't seen in years.

Maman.

Not Mom. Not Mother. Maman, with all its weight, all its old-country formality. The kind of name that demanded something from you even before you read the message.

Leena picked up the phone. Her thumb hovered over the notification for a breath, two breaths. Then she swiped.

The message was short. Blunt. There were no emojis, no x's at the end, no softening. Just the facts, delivered the way her mother delivered everything: like a stone dropped into still water.

Ta grand-mère est malade. Viens.

Your grandmother is sick. Come.

Leena read it three times.

The first time, her chest went hollow—the way it did when she forgot to eat, that strange lightness that felt almost like hunger but wasn't. The second time, she searched for subtext, for the hidden blade. Her mother had never been cruel, exactly, but she had perfected the art of making affection feel like obligation. Viens. Not please come, not she's asking for you. Just the verb, naked and imperial. The third time, Leena set the phone down and walked back to the window.

The rain hadn't stopped. It never did, not really, not in this city. It just changed its mind about how hard it wanted to fall.

She thought of her grandmother.

Not the way she'd looked the last time they'd spoken—Leena had learned to stop doing that, to file memories away in a drawer she didn't open. She thought of the woman before the distance, before the five-year silence. The way her grandmother's hands had smelled of turmeric and coconut oil. The way she'd laughed, a sound like stones tumbling downhill, unpolished and real. The way she'd said Leena's name—Lee-nah, stretching the vowels like sugarcane taffy—as if the word itself was something precious.

And then she thought of the last time she'd seen her.

It had been a Tuesday. Leena remembered because she'd been planning to leave the next morning, her flight already booked, her excuses already rehearsed. Her grandmother had sat in the rocking chair by the window, the same one that had belonged to her own mother, the wood worn smooth by decades of weight. She hadn't looked sick then. She'd looked old, yes, but not fragile. Her hands had trembled as she pressed something into Leena's palm—something cool and curved and faintly iridescent.

A conch shell.

Not a souvenir. Not the kind you bought from a beachside stall for a few rupees. This one was small enough to cup in two hands, its surface marked with faint ridges like the rings of a tree. The opening was a dark curl, and when Leena had held it to her ear—out of reflex, out of childhood habit—she'd heard nothing.

No, she'd thought. That's wrong. Conch shells are supposed to sound like the ocean.

But this one had been silent.

"Take it," her grandmother had said. Not a request. Not quite a command either. Something in between. A handing-over. "You'll know when to listen."

Leena had nodded, the way you nod at a dying woman's words—with respect, not comprehension. She'd slipped the shell into her carry-on, and then she'd left. And somewhere between the taxi and the security line and the too-bright lights of the departure lounge, the shell had become just another object. A thing she'd meant to unpack. A thing she'd forgotten.

Now it sat on her bookshelf in London, gathering dust between a candle that had lost its scent and a stone she'd picked up from a beach in Brighton.

She hadn't listened.

She hadn't even tried.

Leena exhaled, and her breath fogged the window glass. For a moment, she traced her finger through the condensation, drawing a shape she didn't recognize until it was done—a spiral, like the inside of a shell. Like the curl of a wave.

She wiped it away.

The flat felt smaller now, the way it always did when the outside world made demands. She could stay. She was good at staying—not in the sense of putting down roots, but in the sense of refusing to move. Of letting messages go unanswered until the urgency decayed into awkwardness, and the awkwardness decayed into silence. She could send money. She could claim work obligations. She could let the rain and the distance do what they always did: erode, slowly, until the guilt was just another background noise, like the hum of the refrigerator.

She was halfway to the kitchen, already reaching for the kettle—because tea was the universal anesthetic, because a hot mug in your hands made everything feel less immediate—when she stopped.

Her laptop sat on the dining table, open to a browser tab she'd left abandoned hours ago. Flights to Mauritius. She hadn't searched for them. She was certain she hadn't. And yet there they were, a list of red-eye connections and daylight arrivals, the prices blinking at her like small, insistent hearts.

She stared at the screen.

You didn't type that, she told herself. Must have been a stray click. A pop-up. Something.

But the search history was clean. Just this one query, timestamped fifteen minutes ago—right around the time her mother's message had come in. Right around the time she'd been standing at the window, watching the rain.

You'll know when to listen.

Leena pulled out the chair and sat down heavily. Her fingers found the keyboard but didn't type. Instead, she closed her eyes and let herself remember something she'd spent five years trying to forget.

The island.

Not the tourist version—the postcards of turquoise water and white sand, the resorts with their infinity pools and their all-inclusive buffets. She remembered the other Mauritius. The one that lived behind the cane fields. The red earth that stained your feet even when you tried to stay clean. The way the air smelled different depending on the time of day—salt in the morning, wet stone after rain, and at dusk, something green and growing, like the island was breathing out.

She remembered walking to her grandmother's house as a child, the path lined with flamboyant trees that exploded in orange-red blooms, the petals so thick on the ground it looked like the earth was bleeding. She remembered the way the old women in the village would sit on their porches in the late afternoon, their hands moving over baskets or laundry or nothing at all, their voices low and rhythmic, telling stories that blurred the line between memory and myth.

She remembered the ocean.

Not the gentle, postcard ocean. The real one. The one that could turn from glass to teeth in an afternoon. The one that had a voice, if you stood on the shore long enough and listened past the crash of waves—a low, continuous murmur, like a conversation happening just beneath the surface of hearing.

She had stopped listening.

Or maybe she had never started.

Leena opened her eyes. The laptop screen had dimmed, the flight listings still there, patient and indifferent. She looked toward the bookshelf. The conch shell was exactly where she'd left it, tucked between a paperback and a potted succulent she'd forgotten to water. In the gray light of the London afternoon, it looked almost ordinary. A curio. A souvenir.

But something about the way it sat there—not quite aligned with the other objects, not quite belonging—made her chest ache.

She stood up.

She walked to the bookshelf.

She picked up the shell.

For five years, she hadn't held it. Now it rested in her palm, surprisingly light, its surface cool and smooth except for the ridges, which felt like braille—a language she couldn't read but recognized anyway. She raised it to her ear.

Still silence.

But this time, she didn't put it down.

Instead, she carried it back to the table, set it beside the laptop, and began to type. Her fingers moved without her permission, booking the flight, confirming the seat, plugging in the credit card number she knew by heart. The process felt automatic, dreamlike—as if someone else was doing it, as if her body had made
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