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    To the land that whispers its stories in the wind,to the spirits of the past whose voices remain in the roots,and to those who fight for the healing of what is broken—may we never forget the lessons we inherit from the earth.
And to the souls who walk beside us,carrying with them the seeds of hope,and the courage to grow, again and again.

      

    



  	
        
            
            "Grief taught me to drift.Love taught me to stay.And hope… it taught me to swim."
— Brinda Phokeerdass

      

    


Prologue: "The Memory of the Land"

––––––––
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THE ISLAND HAD ALWAYS been a place of contradictions. Its beauty, wild and untamed, called to Kavi from the very first breath they took, the soft scent of the sea mingling with the dense, earthy aroma of the ebony trees. But there was a darkness woven into its heart, a shadow cast long ago by the weight of forgotten lives and unspoken regrets.

Kavi stood on the shore, the waves lapping gently at their feet, the cold water numbing their skin. The wind stirred the leaves in the trees behind them, whispering secrets—ancient, heavy secrets. It had been years since they had returned to this place, and yet the memories were as fresh as if they had never left.

They could still hear their grandfather’s voice, rough and gravelly, echoing in the quiet of the night. "The land remembers everything, Kavi," he had said, his eyes reflecting a sorrow that seemed to come from a time before his own. "Every life lost, every word spoken, every promise broken. The island holds all of it, and it will never forget."

Kavi had never understood what he meant until now.

As a child, they had spent their days running through the thick forests, climbing trees, and chasing the elusive butterflies that flitted through the air. The stories of dodos and tortoises had been little more than tales to pass the time, stories of animals long gone from the earth. But their grandfather’s warnings had always lingered in the back of their mind, like the whisper of the wind itself.

Now, standing at the water’s edge, those stories felt different. Real. The air was thick with the past, and every breath Kavi took seemed to pull them deeper into the island’s history. The island was more than just land and sea—it was a memory, a place of forgotten promises and lost chances.

A sharp cry broke through the stillness, and Kavi’s gaze lifted to the sky. A parrot, its feathers a brilliant green, circled above them, its wings catching the last rays of the setting sun. It called again, the sound echoing in the quiet, as if answering a question Kavi hadn’t yet asked.

The parrot landed gracefully on a nearby branch, its eyes locked with Kavi’s. In that moment, Kavi felt a strange connection—a tug at their heart, as if the bird knew something they didn’t. A story. A history. A warning.

Kavi had come to the island to find answers, to bury the ghosts of the past that had haunted them for years. But as they looked out over the water, they realized that the past was not something you could bury. It wasn’t something that could be left behind. The past was always there, lingering beneath the surface, waiting to resurface when you least expected it.

The sun dipped below the horizon, casting the world in shades of orange and purple. The sky seemed to stretch on forever, an endless canvas of possibility and regret. And as the darkness began to creep across the land, Kavi knew that the island’s memory would never fade. And neither would theirs.
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Chapter 1: "Ashes of Silence"
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Kavi woke to the sound of the waves, their rhythm as steady as the pulse of the island itself. It was a sound they had grown up with, a constant companion in the backdrop of their life. Yet, now, it felt foreign, a reminder of how far they had drifted from the child they once were.

The sheets clung to Kavi’s skin as they sat up, the early morning sunlight filtering through the thin curtains of the small room. The room smelled faintly of salt and dust, a mixture of the ocean’s freshness and the island’s forgotten corners. Kavi glanced at the old wooden floorboards, scarred and weathered from years of use, just like the rest of the house. The house where their grandfather had lived, where the echoes of his voice still seemed to hang in the air, despite his passing years ago.

Kavi’s fingers tightened around the edge of the worn wooden bedframe, their knuckles white as they tried to steady their thoughts. The memories of their grandfather’s death were still raw, a pain that hadn’t yet healed, even after so much time. There was so much unfinished business, so many questions left unanswered. And now, Kavi had returned to this island, to the place where it all started, hoping to find some semblance of closure.

They stood up, stretching their stiff limbs, and made their way to the small window. The view was breathtaking, the sparkling blue ocean stretching out into the horizon, where the sky met the sea in a seamless embrace. But instead of the peace it once brought, the sight filled Kavi with a sense of longing. They had spent so many years running from the island, escaping the weight of their past, and now that they were back, it felt like they had never truly left. The land seemed to hold them in its grasp, unwilling to release its hold.

As Kavi turned away from the window, a soft knock echoed from the door.

“Come in,” Kavi called, their voice rough with the remnants of sleep.

The door creaked open, and Kavi’s cousin, Maya, stepped inside. Her dark eyes were warm with concern, but there was a flicker of something else—something Kavi couldn’t quite place.

“Good morning, Kavi,” Maya said with a soft smile. “The island’s waiting for you.”

Kavi raised an eyebrow. “The island doesn’t need me. It’s been fine without me.”

Maya stepped closer, her expression serious now. “Maybe. But you need it.”

Kavi didn’t respond. Maya had always been the optimistic one, the one who believed in the healing power of the island, the one who still clung to the stories their grandfather had told them about the lost creatures and the forgotten past. Kavi had always been skeptical, dismissing those tales as nothing more than myth. But now, standing in the same room that once held their grandfather’s presence, Kavi wasn’t so sure anymore.
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