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Chapter One: The Falling Lights




The night was heavy and wet, crickets buzzing, frogs croaking in the ditches. In the small village on the edge of the cane fields, life slowed when the sun fell. Lamps burned low, doors closed, and the only sound was the easy rhythm of night creatures. But she could not sleep.

Mara sat on the wooden step of her family’s house, chin propped in her hands. Restless eyes searched the sky. She had always been that way, watching, waiting, sensing things the others never did. Tonight the air felt wrong. Too still. Too expectant. Even the air smelled strange. Sharp and metallic, like blood on copper, like lightning about to strike.

Then the lights came.

At first only a glimmer, streaking faint across the horizon. Then brighter. A shower of green fire tore through the dark. Trails carved the heavens like claws. One flared so close she swore she felt its heat on her face. The cane field lit ghostly white, every stalk trembling.

Dogs barked, children cried out, but the elders only muttered. Meteors, they said. Stones falling from heaven. Nothing to fear.

Mara did not answer. Her heart raced as she watched the fire fade. The sky went black again, too black. She tilted her head. Where the frogs had croaked, where the crickets had hummed, there was silence. A silence that pressed against her ears until she thought her head would split.

She rose to her feet, bare toes curling in the dirt. “Something’s wrong,” she whispered. Her mother called from inside, voice thick with sleep, telling her to shut the door and leave the sky alone.

But Mara stood rooted, staring at the place where the lights had burned.

The stillness spread. No birds stirred in the trees. No bat wheeled overhead. It was as if the whole island held its breath.

She hugged her arms around herself and felt the night watching back.

The next morning, talk of the lights buzzed like flies at market. Old men laughed it off. A meteor shower, a blessing, a trick of skyfire.

The younger ones bragged they had not been afraid. But Mara saw the way their hands twitched, restless, the way they avoided the fields at dusk.

By afternoon, hunters returned with nothing. Black men with machetes and worry in their eyes. They swore the woods were empty, no bird, no hog, not even a lizard scuttling on rock. The frogs never sang that night, nor the crickets. Silence hung heavy, broken only by wind hissing through cane.

Mara sat again on the steps, arms wrapped tight. The stars shone cold and strange. She thought she saw one flare and shift, not fall, but move with purpose. Her stomach turned. A whisper brushed her ears though no one stood nearby.

She shut her eyes and prayed. But the silence pressed harder, as if waiting for her to open them again.

When she did, the night sky felt wrong. As if something else had joined it, watching from just beyond the stars.
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