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island. Governor Adori closed the ports and made the forest
that stretched coast-to-coast between our village of Gromera
and the rest of the island into a border, banishing anyone
who resisted his rule to the other side. Gromera was cut off
from the rest of Joya, and the forest was strung with thick
thorns and enormous bells to warn the Governor’s guards if
anyone came through. I had never heard the bells ring.

Da dreamt of filling in the gaps on his Amrica maps,
whereas what 1 wanted, more than anything else, was to
cross the forest border and chart the Forgotten Territories
which lay beyond, though I had never told him s50.
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The fabric, a pale brown worn thin with age and use, was
fraying at the edges. The map was basic at best, and focused
on odd details. Gromera was shown as the tiny settlement it
must once have been. The Marisma, the swamp, was
stitched in blue thread with the forest circling it. A blue star
marked Arintan, the waterfall through which Arinta was
said to have descended to meet Yote.

There were six villages, dotted irregularly around the
coast; Carment was the one furthest north. The very centre
of the map was blank but when held up to the light it
seemed faintly lined, like the veins of a leaf.

I wondered what the rest of Joya looked like now. Over-
grown, maybe? And what about the people the Governor
had banished when he arrived, and those from the other
villages? The rest of Joya might be completely empty, for all
we knew.
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ur street ran in a straight, steep line down to the

Western Sea, and all the houses were built the

same: a long row of mud huts with straw roofs
that Lupe thought looked sweet. I thought that they looked
an il one good gust of wind would send them all tumbling
into the water.
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From this high up Gromera looked like a wheel, or a
starburst, with the market square at its centre and streets
like spokes spiking outwards, some ending at the wide,
calm harbour that bottlenecked into the sea, ripe with fish.
On a clear night, the stars settled on its surface like water
lilies.

The Governor’s ship was moored there, as always. Da
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said it was carved from a single Afrik baobab trunk. The
baobab must be an enormous tree, because the hull nearly
spanned the width of the port, the mast arrowing towards
the sky, the sails stowed. It crouched over the fishing fleet
like 2 mountain, huge and unmoving. Like everything the
Governor had, it took up far more space than it ought to.

To the east, his house glinted in the sunrise. Built from
black basalt and big as five ships, the mansion sat between
the blue sea and the green forest, spreading out over the
fields like a storm cloud. From here, though, it looked small
cnough to squash between my forefinger and thumb. Below
it was the village, with the school halfway between.

The old school building had been small but bright, and
we had painted the walls rainbow colours with whatever
(yes Da could spare. But then the Governor had knocked it
down — Lupe had decided she’d had enough of being taught
alone at home and demanded to be sent to the local school
lile the rest of us.

(iovernor Adori had rebuilt it from stone, twice as big,
liecnuse if his daughter was going, it had to look grander.

‘Not for me, you understand,” Lupe had said with a sad

imile. She adopted an even posher voice to add, “To uphold
the fnmily honour.”

We weren’t allowed to paint the walls of the new school.

\ 10l of children were unkind to Lupe because of that, but I
lnew it wasn’t her fault.

itehind the Governor’s house, closest to the forest, was
il orchard, where I had never been. I squinted at the
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