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PROLOGUE
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The mountain kept its secrets, but on rare mornings, it surrendered one.

They found him at dawn, cold as marble beneath the skeletal branches of the old saman tree.

The storm had passed before first light, leaving the mountain washed clean. Every leaf glistened. Every stone shone wet and silver. The paths steamed softly under the newborn sun, and the valley below looked as if God Himself had rinsed the earth in the night.

Everything seemed newly made.

Everything except him.

He lay twisted among the roots as though the land had tried to spit him back out. His eyes were wide open, fixed on something no living man should ever see. His mouth was stretched into a silent, terrible scream that made even the strongest men lower their gaze.

Old Maude, who had buried three husbands and enough sorrow to fill a churchyard, crossed herself and whispered, “Duppy done take him.”

No one laughed.

The children were pulled away. The women began to keen low and broken, their grief rising through the wet morning air like smoke. The men stood in a useless half-circle, cutlasses hanging loose at their sides, knowing there was nothing to cut, nothing to fight, nothing left to save.

And high above them, in the grand house Shallow had built with fortune’s stolen hand, his wife Leela stood at the window.

She did not cry.

She only watched.

Watched them lift his body. Watched them carry him down the hill he had climbed so many times alone. Watched as the last of his secrets finally returned to the earth.

And in her eyes burned something harder than grief.

Something that might have been understanding.

Or its terrible opposite.

How did a man who gained everything die with nothing left in him but terror?

To answer that, you must go back thirty years back to a time when Shallow was still poor enough to fear God more than hunger.
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Chapter 1 – The Wanting
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Once upon a time, high in the mist-wrapped mountains of Grenada, where the breeze moved through the nutmeg groves like whispered prayer, there lived a man named Shallow.

He was a farmer, dark-skinned and broad-backed, with hands split and hardened by the same hillside his father had worked before him. From that father he had inherited little more than a small, stubborn plot of land and a grove of nutmeg trees clinging to the mountain like survivors. But to Shallow, that patch of earth was more than soil.

It was burden. Inheritance. Pride. And all he had.

Each day began before cockcrow. Shallow would rise in darkness, wash his face at the basin, knot his old trousers at the waist, and step into the half-light with a cutlass in one hand and quiet hope in the other. Life did not offer much, but it offered routine: clear the weeds, tend the roots, pray for rain, pray against blight, pray that market day might bring enough.

That was the shape of his life.

One market day, beneath the usual crush of voices and smells, a sharp cry made him turn. And time stuttered.
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