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Author's Note: This novel is a work of fiction inspired by the vast and beautiful folklore of Kerala. The characters, spirits, and magical practices described are drawn from these legends but woven into a new narrative. The story is a tribute to the power of these tales and the land that birthed them.
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    For the storytellers, past and present, who keep the whispers of Kerala alive.

And for the land that breathes them into being.

      

    



  	
        
            
            Do not mistake a story for a memory. A memory fades. A story... a story waits.

—An Old Malabar Saying
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Prologue: The Shadow in the Pala Tree

The rain fell in sheets, a silver curtain that blurred the line between the paddy fields and the swollen river. It was a monsoon night in Kadamattom, a night thick with the scent of wet earth and jasmine, a night when old stories felt close enough to touch.

Kelu, a young man whose bravado was his only shield against the world, stumbled along the path. The arrack from the local toddy shop warmed his belly but did nothing to quiet the unease that pricked at his skin. The elders had warned him. “Don’t walk by the Arayaal junction after dark, not when the Pala tree is in full bloom. It’s her time.”

He had laughed at them. He was a man of the new age, a man who drove an auto-rickshaw and carried a mobile phone that played cinema songs. What did he have to fear from a Yakshi? A story told to scare children.

The Pala tree loomed ahead, its branches a twisted, black silhouette against the bruised purple of the sky. The air around it was unnaturally sweet, the perfume of its seven-petaled flowers cloying and heavy. As Kelu drew closer, the scent was joined by another sound: the soft, melodic humming of a woman’s voice.

He froze. The melody was enchanting, a lament that seemed to pull at a thread of sorrow deep within his soul. Through the rain, he saw her. A woman, standing beneath the tree, her back to him. She was dressed in a simple white and gold mundu veshti, her long, black hair unbound and shimmering with raindrops, cascading almost to her knees. She was impossibly beautiful, even from behind.

Every instinct, every half-forgotten story his grandmother had told him, screamed at him to run. But the arrack had dulled his fear, replacing it with a foolish curiosity. And besides, she was just a woman. Lost, perhaps.

“Devi?” he called out, his voice hoarse. “Are you alright in this rain?”

She stopped humming. Slowly, she turned.

Kelu’s breath caught in his throat. Her face was perfection itself. Large, doe-like eyes, lips the color of hibiscus petals, and skin that seemed to glow with an inner luminescence. A gentle, sad smile touched her lips.

“I was waiting,” she said, her voice like the chiming of temple bells.

“Waiting? For whom?” he stammered, taking a step closer, completely captivated.

“For someone to listen to my story,” she whispered, and glided towards him. She didn't seem to walk; she floated over the muddy ground, her feet never touching the earth.

This was the moment the fear should have returned, cold and sharp. But it didn't. All he felt was an overwhelming desire to comfort her, to erase the sorrow from those beautiful eyes. He reached out a hand.

She took it. Her skin was cool, smooth as river stones. She leaned in, her fragrant hair brushing against his cheek. “They say I am a monster,” she murmured into his ear. “A vengeful spirit. But I was a woman once. A woman who was wronged.”

He could feel her breath on his neck, and a strange lethargy washed over him. His head spun. The world narrowed to her face, her scent, her voice.

“Let me tell you my story,” she said, her voice dropping to a hypnotic whisper.

And then, her smile widened. It stretched too far, impossibly far, her perfect lips pulling back to reveal not human teeth, but rows of sharp, needle-like fangs. Her doe-like eyes began to glow with a hungry, pale green light. The beautiful face dissolved like smoke, revealing the terrifying, skeletal visage beneath. Her grip on his hand tightened, her long nails digging into his flesh like claws.

The scent of jasmine was gone, replaced by the charnel stench of decay.

Kelu finally screamed. It was a thin, strangled sound, swallowed by the roar of the monsoon. The last thing he saw was the gaping maw of the Kanjirottu Yakshi as she lunged for his throat, her hunger as ancient as the land itself.

But just as her fangs were about to pierce his skin, another shadow detached itself from the deeper darkness of the banyan trees nearby. It was a man, gaunt and tall, wrapped in a black shawl. His face was obscured, but he held up a hand. From his palm, a faint, sickly purple light pulsed.

“Not yet, my pretty one,” the man’s voice rasped, a sound like grinding stones. “His life force is not what I seek. Only his fear. It adds a certain... spice.”

The Yakshi recoiled from the light, hissing in frustration. She looked from her prey to the man in black. There was no defiance in her glowing eyes, only a resentful obedience.

“The Weaver commands,” she hissed, her voice no longer melodic but a guttural snarl.

“Indeed,” the man said, stepping forward. He looked down at Kelu, who had collapsed into the mud, his mind shattered by terror. “The old stories are not just tales, you see. They are recipes. And I have learned how to gather the ingredients.”

He gestured, and the Yakshi, with a final, longing look at the whimpering man, dissolved into a wisp of fragrant smoke that coiled back into the Pala tree.

The Weaver looked up at the storm-tossed sky. “Soon,” he whispered to the rain. “Soon, the story of this land will be mine to rewrite.”
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