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CREATIVE ARTIFACT 

Story 

 The forest was noisy in its own way. Birds called. Rats ran through the brush. I swear I 

heard larger animals shifting through the leaves in the distance. But I hope they sensed me and 

were frightened enough that they would stay away. Even snakes basking on logs and half-asleep 

turned away from my presence. 

Better the rustle of leaves than voices of men. 

He had been quiet for a few hours, so when Rasmey spoke I startled and glanced down at 

the little boy. I cast him a single look over before I lifted my eyes to scan the jungle in our path 

again. I hadn’t even heard what he said. I fiddled with a checkered scarf around my neck, but I 

wasn’t uncomfortable in the suffocating heat. I wasn’t anything, to be honest. I wasn’t hot or 

cold or in pain or relaxed. Rasmey was a different story, I knew. I was almost afraid to ask how 

he felt. 

“Bong Nakry?” he asked again, tugging my sleeve. 

The sensation of anything physical was always surprising and I slapped his hand away, 

pointedly ignoring the “big sister” title.  

“What,” I said a little snappishly before I forced myself to try again. “Ah…what, oun?” 

The endearing name slipped out and I winced at how automatic it was. I was deep in this lie. 

The little boy looked at me pleadingly, trying his best to put on a straight face so not to 

embarrass himself. The thin gold bracelet on his too-small wrist flashed when the sun peeked 

through the thick foliage. He was holding the bangle in place with his free had as we walked.  

His little face had twisted in determination the moment I gave it to him “for safekeeping.” 

He was so serious about taking care of it for me. He promised not to lose it. Good thing, as it 



28 

would mean certain death for him if he did. We’d both be stuck in the middle of the jungle 

searching the underbrush for it until a tiger ate him. It wasn’t like I could just tell him to head 

west and wish him the best either. Whatever the case, I would prefer not to be trapped alone in 

the forest, stuck to the only piece of jewelry I was buried with. 

“Will Meir be angry with me for running away from the school again?” Rasmey said, 

quietly. His mother had been angry at him the last time he left the “school” compound to see her, 

Mliss, and Chantrea. His mother, Sothy, scolded him and said the soldiers would have shot him 

if they thought to check the pile of clothes she hid him under. He hadn’t meant to make his 

mother and sisters cry, I knew that. He missed them so much. 

I tried not to think about it.  

He thought it wasn’t fair that people with guns wouldn’t let him stay with his family.  

This little boy’s idea of fairness was so naïve I didn’t like to think about it either. 

And yet, he ran away from his compound again. But Chantrea was sick and Rasmey 

worried.  

I suspected he didn’t understand what he was risking seeing his dying sister. The next 

time he ran away from his compound, I caught him before he could even step inside the shack to 

see them sleeping. I had told him they were moved to another village without his knowledge. I 

promised to take him there, so that’s where he thought we were going.  

He barely complained about the discomfort, and we had been walking since it was dark. 

His malnourished body pulled the childish roundness away from his face as sweat hung from the 

tip of his nose and his small lungs worked their hardest. The black baggy clothes clung to his 

body, soaked in sweet and the slight rain we had that morning. 

And he talked. 
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He hoped they didn’t have a school in the new village. He even asked me if there was 

more food in the new village too. 

I lied, even though I knew all the villages, these prisons, were as bad as the next. The 

only ones who ate well were the yothea. They sat around smoking, laughing with their guns 

propped up near them. They mocked everyone else. Sometimes they threw scraps at people. 

“Will Meir be angry?” Rasmey asked again. 

“She’ll be happy to see you,” I said, the lie pulling at something in my chest. 

But it got a smile from Rasmey. “Will we be at the new village soon, Mit Neary?” 

I cringed. As uncomfortable as it was, I would rather he call me his big sister than 

“comrade” or whatever the translation was. He probably thought he was in trouble for saying 

“bong” after I slapped his hand. “No. You don’t call me Mit Neary. You only call girls your age 

that if they’re friends” 

“Can I still say Bong? Even if you aren’t my sister?” 

I hesitated. He was never going to see his elder sisters again. How could I refuse? He got 

a short nod as a response. 

Not for the first time, I questioned if this was the right thing to do. Without Rasmey 

accidentally talking about aeroplanes and other things that would get them killed, his family had 

a better chance of survival. 

As did he. 

I would find a nice family in Thailand who wouldn’t protest an orphan showing up on 

their doorstep without a word of Thai on his tongue and half dead from overwork and starvation. 

They would take him in and love him and hopefully Rasmey would forget the hell he lived. 

“Bong.” 
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“Eh? What? What is it now?” I said. 

“I’m so tired. Can we please rest?” the little boy said. 

I opened my mouth to snap a “no” at him. 

He looked at the ground with his sunken eyes and gaunt face, refusing to look up at me 

out of respect. Or was it fear? He had been beaten within an inch of his life by a soldier. He had 

seen people die. This little boy was afraid of me. 

“We…” I hesitated.  

Sun was high. Heat was steaming us with the moisture from the dirt. 

“We’ll stop once we find someplace. I promise.” 

Rasmey nodded and didn’t complain for hours. 

I halted at a weak shout as he tripped by following my steps. I didn’t care where I 

walked. My feet passed through vines and thorns with no problem. I waited as he struggled.  

“I’m sorry Rasmey. Just a little longer.” 

“I’m so tired, Bong Nakry. Can you carry me?” 

“I can’t. I really can’t. You can do this, oun.” 

He shook his head, tears falling. 

My eyes darted around, looking for anything that could help. Snails or bugs that I could 

force him to eat. Water on a leaf.  

A grouping of moss covered stone caught my eye and I nearly cried out in glee.  

“Oun, get up. Get up,” I said. 

Rasmey must have heard the excitement in my voice being he looked at me in confusion.  
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“Come on.” I reached out my hand and he tried to grasp it. It passed through a few times, 

until I managed to concentrate enough that I could claw out a hold between my misty hand and 

his made of flesh and bone. 

I dragged him through the brush to the steps of the wat. 

Once upon a time, the land around was a village. This spot in the jungle, hundreds of 

years ago, was the home of religious ceremony and prayers. 

The wat was no longer the gloried Hindu temple it used to be. The forest was slowly 

claiming the stone for itself. Man took them from the earth, but the earth was patient and would 

take them back. A massive tree was growing straight through the ancient structure, twisting 

through the cracks, destabilizing the foundation, and all around making the wat a shell of a 

building that could just as easily kill Rasmey from a cave in as give him shelter. 

“Come on. Inside.” I ushered the boy.  

Many, many hours later and Rasmey was still asleep.  

I almost woke him. Once. Twice. Every time I glanced at the sun through the leaves that 

hung over the wat, I was reminded of a ticking clock I couldn’t see. My grandfather had a watch. 

He taught me how to tell time when I was very little. There wasn’t much use for it, but I was so 

proud to know something the other children in the village didn’t.  

People weren’t allowed to have watches these days. Their minutes belonged to Angkar. 

They had no need to tell time. Just get up when you’re told, eat when you’re told, and sleep when 

you’re told. And yet… 

My lips curled in disgust at a thought.  
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The yothea had watches. Some of them. They were mostly likely stolen from people told 

to give up their possessions to Angkar. To the government. To the “Organization.” The idiots 

probably didn’t even know how to tell time. Most couldn’t even read. 

I was rudely yanked out of my thoughts by noises in the twilight. The sun was setting fast 

and with a bit of annoyance I realized I had wasted a whole day letting Rasmey sleep. We might 

have been to Thailand by now. 

A shadow flashed in the encroaching darkness and I stood up, pointlessly shaking non-

existent dust from my sarong. 

“AY!” I shouted, clapping my hands as I charged a few steps at the wild dogs. I saw their 

eyes glint in the dying light.  

They froze and I shouted again. They could see me. Animals were funny that way. 

This time they scattered. 

Nothing was eating Rasmey tonight or I was going to be pissed. I certainly wouldn’t get 

karma for saving his life then. 

Now what to do about the night? It might get cool. If I could convince him to wake up 

just long enough to gather some leaves and… 

I halted as I turned around, the warm glow from a fire inside the temple burning away my 

ideas. I ran back inside and for a very long minute, what I was seeing didn’t comprehend in my 

already scattered mind. 

Rasmey smiled at me. “Aroun soursday,” he greeted. 

“Rasmey, did you do this?” I asked. I circled around the fire that seemed like it sprang up 

from the stone itself. There were no leaves burning, much less any wood. 
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Rasmey shook his head and I had the barest desire to grab him and drag him away from 

the impossible fire. 

“The pretty ladies…” He quietly pointed and if I didn’t know better, I might have thought 

he was amused as my eyes lifted to study the reliefs carved into the walls of the wat. 

I cautiously walked to the wall and my fingers traced the air in front of the statues. 

“They started the fire?” I asked. 

Rasmey just nodded while the apsaras continued to stay frozen in their heavenly dance 

and the devatas stood stoically, quietly guarding the temple we had trespassed in. 

“I-I don’t…Oun, are you sure?” What kind of stupid question was that? I didn’t start the 

fire. I couldn’t. And I doubted an eight-year-old could. 

Rasmey didn’t see the shock in my eyes and just nodded to my question. He pointed at 

the spot next to him and I carefully lowered myself until I too was sitting. 

I still couldn’t feel the heat and for once I was jealous. It looked so inviting, just 

springing out of the floor like the tree that burst through the temple. 

“Are you dead, Bong Nakry?” 

At this point I wasn’t even worried that I was found out. The “pretty ladies” had probably 

told him. I stared at the reliefs as their carved eyes stared straight ahead, uncaring about my 

discomfort. 

“Yes, Rasmey.” 

“Oh, I’m sorry. Did the soldiers kill you?” 

“No, I died a very long time ago. Maybe around when your meir was born.” 

That concept wasn’t landing well. He probably was confused why I looked his eldest 

sister’s age, not anything older than his mother. 
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“How did you die though?” 

I was very quiet. How did I explain that? I never had to tell anyone how I had died 

before. And how did I explain I died in childbirth? I didn’t know anything about children. Was 

he old enough to understand? He had seen people die. He had seen suffering, but this was 

specific. 

“I was killed,” I said. 

It was blissfully quiet, and I thought the boy was falling asleep again. 

“Do you forgive them?” he mumbled.  

I didn’t know. I didn’t know if I did. 

I don’t know my child’s name or whether it was a boy or a girl. 

“Why?” 

It was Rasmey’s turn to be quiet. He knit his words together. I could almost see them 

forming in his little head. 

“What if…” he whispered. “What if we can’t get to the other village in time. What if 

Trea dies before I can say goodbye?” 

My quiet heart felt like it was as heavy as the stones hanging above our heads. 

“We had medicine back home,” Rasmey said, “I want to go home. Do they have 

medicine at the new village, Bong?” 

“I…don’t know…” I said quietly. I absently poked his hand, the dull sensation strange. 

The bracelet glinted in the firelit. 

“I think I will…” Rasmey said. 

“Will what, oun?” 



35 

“If Chantrea dies, I think I’ll forgive the yothea. There’s too much hate. They hate us too 

much.” He slurred his words as sleep came for him again. “I don’t want to add to it. So, I think 

I’ll forgive them for hurting me and Meir and Trea and Mliss…” 

I cut him off, concentrating as hard as I could to pull him a little closer. I couldn’t offer 

any warmth. The fire was a better companion.  

But still, Rasmey kept dropping off to sleep half on my lap.  

“You don’t know what you’re saying,” I said and let him have his peace while it lasted. 

Plotline 

The following is an expanded plotline detailing the narrative events surrounding the 

previous scene. 

Lucille, a teenager in Kansas, accidentally wakes up a ghost when she finds a little box of 

trinkets in her grandmother’s possession and spills the contents while forcing the box open. 

Nakry, the ghost, begins to tell Lucille her story. Nakry died in childbirth in the 1940s. She hated 

her family for abandoning her to die in disgrace when she was pregnant against her will. She 

hates mothers. When she died, she was angry to learn she wasn’t getting a second chance at life 

and instead of being reincarnated like she believed as a Buddhist, she finds that she’s a ghost. 

She closed her eyes and cut off from the rest of the world to let it pass by, too angry to do 

anything about it. Many years later she is disturbed by someone damaging a bush that had grown 

over her grave. (This is based off a true story of my mom accidentally messing with the thorn 

bush over a grave while looking for firewood. In Cambodia, if the ground was too hard to dig a 

grave deep enough, a thorn bush was planted to keep wild dogs from digging up the body. My 

mom didn’t realize it was grave immediately.) Nakry feels physical pain for the first time in 

years. Out of curiosity she follows the girl who was breaking up the bush for firewood back to 
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the village, passing dead bodies that the girl doesn’t even look at. She discovers what has 

happened to her country and learns about the Khmer Rouge.  

Nakry leaves and returns to her grave content on ignoring what was going on. She pauses 

to look at the dead bodies, under a grove of trees a little into the forest. The rain had washed 

away the pitiful layer of dirt and the expose bones are a shocking contrast to chirping birds, a 

soft breeze, and gently swaying branches. 

Mliss, the girl, learns about a black market for extra food. It’s possible to bribe the yothea 

for a little extra rice if you give them a bit of gold. (This is inspired by reality.) It’s risky, as 

money and trade are illegal, but Mliss’ sister is very sick, and Mliss considers how she can find 

gold. Later her mother comments on the “funeral” of a neighbor and mentions how the dead 

person use to have a wedding ring she kept hidden. The jewelry is gone but if that lady still had 

it, she would have wanted to be buried with it. Instead, it’s probably been chopped up to trade in 

pieces for barely a handful of rice while the soldiers laugh about their blood riches. Mliss has the 

idea to rob the grave she found when looking for firewood on the off chance whoever is buried 

there from long ago has some jewelry on them that Mliss can use to feed her family. She sneaks 

out in the middle of the night and digs up Nakry’s grave, finding her bones, Nakry’s clothes, and 

a single gold bracelet. 

Nakry is angry and follows the girl back, ignoring demons and ahps wandering around in 

the darkness. She’s forced to follow because she’s attached to the bracelet and it’s also the only 

thing she has left of her brother, who buried it with her secretly. She runs into the village god, 

who is old and sickly. He suggests to Nakry that the theft was a gift and a sign that helping the 

girl and her family survive may give her good karma posthumously and she may find rest. Nakry 

considers her choices and reasons that if her bracelet is cut up and sold by Mliss then she’ll be 
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unable to help the family anymore after that. She’ll either must follow the gold, or be stuck back 

at her grave, and unable to follow if Mliss leaves the village. With that knowledge, Nakry steals 

the bracelet and hides it elsewhere in the shack where Mliss lives, wrapped in a scrap of krama (a 

scarf) that was on her dead body. She keeps a close watch on it, so it’s never found.  

Mliss panics when she “loses” the bracelet as she thinks someone else might have found 

it and any moment soldiers may walk in and kill her family and her. (This is based off a time my 

grandma lost a large diamond because someone stole it.) She is anxious for a while but eventual 

the danger passes, and she assumes someone else stole it for themselves to sell on the black 

market. She goes on surviving as Nakry watches, trying to figure out the best way to get the 

karma she wants. 

There are three others in Mliss’ family. She’s the oldest child. Her younger sister it 

Chantrea and her little brother is Rasmey. Children can see Nakry, but if she’s careful and 

doesn’t draw attention to herself, they’ll not notice any details about her, and she’ll be ignored. 

During a conversation with some other children about birds, Rasmey mentions how he had flown 

once, in an aeroplane. Nakry sees how Mliss panics and knows something’s wrong but not 

exactly what. Mliss tells the others that Rasmey is confused. He very young and only saw an 

aeroplane fly overhead and he just pretended to be on it. He was being ridiculous. They were 

fruit sellers before coming to the village. They wouldn’t have money to ride in a plane, of course. 

(This happened. My Uncle Titia was talking to a Khmer Rouge child and my mother had to say 

her brother imagined it when the other boy asked her about it. Titia didn’t understand certain 

words could get them killed.) Later Mliss drags her and her brother to their mother and explains 

what happen. Their mother then proceeds to scold Rasmey telling him never to speak of their life 

before. That life didn’t exist. They never had a nice house. She sold vegetables in the city as a 
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vendor. Their father wasn’t a government official and none of them knew how to read. She’s 

very harsh to the little boy and tells them they will die if the soldiers learn anything about their 

family. Mliss is crying and her mother yells at her. Do not show weakness. Dry your tears. They 

will shoot us for them. 

Their mother cries when she is alone. 

Shortly after, Rasmey is sent away to the “school,” which was just another compound 

nearby where they teach the children to spy on their parents and be loyal to the government and 

Pol Pot. The soldiers allowed Mliss, her sister, and her mother to stay in one place because 

Chantrea is ill.  

In the middle of the night Rasmey sneaks away from his compound because he misses 

them. Soon after, soldiers come in and drag him away. His mother runs after them sucking up 

and essentially guilt trips the child-soldiers into letting him go. (This happened, except they went 

so far as to tie Uncle Titia to a tree at the foot of the mountain next a mass grave that was a 

visible pit of bones. He was between nine and eleven at the time.) 

Nakry overhears the soldiers talking about how they’ll just kill the boy the next time.  

They are very casual about it. 

Nakry eavesdrops on villagers talking about someone who tried to run away west to the 

Thai border but was caught and killed. Later that day, Rasmey ran away from his compound 

again because Chantrea is so sick and he missed his meir (mama). Mliss and their mother are 

resting after work that day and hide Rasmey under a pile of soiled clothes when the guards come. 

He isn’t found and Mliss sneaks him back to the compound under a guise that they’re delivering 

supplies. (The hiding in a pile of clothes really happened. The soldier even checked the pile, but 
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Uncle Titia was so small, thin, and very still that they somehow didn’t she him. He was so 

frightened he was drenched in sweat when he got out.) 

Rasmey does it again because he’s very worried about Chantrea but this time Nakry 

catches him before he goes inside the shack. She makes the decision to kidnap him, telling him 

his mother and sisters have moved and are in another village, but she’ll take him to them. He 

believes her and she gives him her bracelet to hold onto so she can stay with him. She has the 

idea that she’ll leave him with a nice family in Thailand who can take care of him and without 

Rasmey putting the family in danger, they’ll all be fine now and she might finally find rest and a 

way out of this terrible world with the karma of saving their lives. 

They successfully get out of the village with Nakry holding his hand with the bracelet. 

The next morning soldiers come looking but his family are surprised. They discover he’s run 

away. The soldiers laugh that he’s probably already dead. 

Chantrea wants to go looking for him and so does Mliss but their mother says there isn’t 

anything they can do. He’s lost. This angers the girls.  

That night, Mliss whispers to Chantrea that she’s going to go find Rasmey and bring him 

back and she promises that they’ll both be back safe. Chantrea says she’ll be okay and in a few 

days, she and mama can get back to work. They have no food since someone has to stay behind 

to take care of her and people are only given food if they work. Mliss promises she won’t be 

long. 

Mliss steals rice, a tin bottle, and a bowl from some yothea, knowing that if she’s found 

with them, they’ll kill her. She leaves. 

In the jungle, Nakry and Rasmey stop at a ruined temple for Rasmey to rest and the boy 

complains. He’s wet, barefoot, and covered in mosquito bites. Nakry snaps that’s there’s nothing 
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she can do. She doesn’t sleep as a ghost and at night she scares away some wild dogs that would 

have eaten Rasmey. She goes back inside and is shocked to see a fire. Rasmey explains that two 

pretty ladies gave it to him. He then points to an apsara and devata, religious reliefs carved into 

the walls. Nakry doesn’t know how to respond to that and just worries that they’re being watched 

by spirits. Even as a ghost she doesn’t necessarily see all spirits or devas.  

It rains and Nakry decides to stay there in the hopes it will stop soon. It’s the very 

beginning of monsoon season so it’s possible. In the early morning the fire suddenly goes out 

and Nakry hears yelling outside the temple. A man runs past and is suddenly shot. He’s on the 

ground. The soldiers laugh at him and spit at him, mocking the man for betraying Angkar. One 

cuts off his fingers and Nakry, horrified, hides Rasmey so he doesn’t see. The men debate on 

whether to send him to the prison as he could confess to know more enemies. One of the boys 

then shoots the man in the face and when the others ask, he just shrugs and says he was tired 

chasing. They debate what to do with the body and they decide to leave it there. The animals will 

eat him soon enough. It’s dark and the men decide to stay in the temple for the night. Nakry 

sneaks Rasmey out a side entrance and hides him in a tree a little way away. He’s scared about 

what he saw and about Nakry leaving but she just goes back to the temple. There she comes 

upon a temple devata and an ahp arguing. An ahp is a horrible looking creature that is like a 

vampire or Chupacabra in function, but physically looks like a floating woman’s head with the 

organs hanging in the air from the neck. The ahp is hungry and has already drained the blood and 

eaten the flesh of the dead man. She wants more and to enter the temple to kill the soldiers 

because their blood smells no better than an animal’s but the devata wishes to keep the evil out 

and refuses to remove the sharp thorn bushes around the temple that the ahp is afraid of. Nakry 

worries about the ahp finding Rasmey and offers to lure the men out. While the ahp eats, Nakry 
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and Rasmey can get far enough away. The devata says nothing. The ahp is suspicious as she 

doesn’t see how a ghost with no physical form can help. She refuses and before she can lose 

interest and go off into the forest (possibly finding Rasmey) Nakry finally explains that she can 

bait the men with a boy that’s with her. The ahp threatens to go find and attack the boy instead 

but Nakry convinces her that the blood of the solders would taste much better and there’s so 

much more of it than in one little boy. The ahp asks why she doesn’t just eat the child to sate 

herself and wait for a night when the men are unprotected. Nakry retorts that these soldiers are 

only staying in the temple for the night and that they will soon be in better shelter and much 

harder to kill before sunrise if there are many people around. She knows the ahp must not get 

caught because she must return her head and organs to her body before sunrise. Otherwise, she 

dies an agonizing death. She has the privacy, but it won’t last. The chance of a meal this big will 

never come again. Will she toss it away for one little child whose blood isn’t polluted with 

murder? 

The ahp takes the offer and Nakry leaves. 

Nakry gets Rasmey and tells him to scream as loud as he can. The soldiers wake up and 

rush out and see him but the ahp attacks. In the confusion, Nakry grabs Rasmey by the wrist that 

has the bracelet and runs. 

Rasmey cries. He misses his family and is very scared. Nakry tries her best to comfort 

him and finds she cares about the pain he’s going through because of her decision to kidnap him. 

She realizes that it isn’t really karma she wants or reincarnation, but that she doesn’t want to be 

alone anymore and her pain stems from the fact she died alone and rejected by her family. 

Mliss has been walking for many days. She has many blisters and sores. She stops in an 

abandoned village where she finds some corpses. She still looks through the houses in hope 
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she’ll find something useful. She almost runs into a small group of soldiers talking. She sees two 

run out of the tree line screaming for help. They are bleeding profusely, and the injuries are 

infected. Her mother suddenly grabs her. They hide in an abandoned hut and pray the yothea 

don’t look in the tiny structure. They don’t move for hours, staying completely silent. They 

overhear the solders talking about the Vietnamese invading. The next morning, the soldiers 

finally leave but Mliss and her mother still wait until it’s dark again to leave. Sothy tells Mliss 

that Chantrea died soon after Mliss left and then Sothy went to find her other two children, even 

if they may be dead and she may be killed for escaping. It’s a miracle she found Mliss. The next 

morning, they run into a small group of people who had split away from a Khmer Rouge camp 

running from the Vietnamese and they agree to let the pair come along. They get to a large 

swamp and the guide tells them that on the other side was the Thai border but between them are 

landmines. They can’t make any noise or the soldiers who might be in the tree line will shoot. 

The mud sinks their feet to the ankles. An old soldier from the previous regime who was lucky 

enough to hide his identity doesn’t want to follow the path the first group takes. He says people 

are too noisy. He takes Mliss and Sothy, showing them where to step and how to spot a mine. An 

explosion goes off with group ahead. (This really happened to my mother. She and her mother 

were dragging her siblings across a minefield and a man who used to be a soldier in Lon Nol’s 

government helped them. A mine really did go off with the group ahead.) 

They get to a camp along the Cambodia/Thailand set up by another Cambodian faction 

that resisted the Khmer Rouge. Mliss and her mother are shocked to find Rasmey. They listen to 

his story about the girl who helped bring him, but it sounds like he went crazy. Several weeks 

later, the Thai tell people they will be sending them back into Cambodia. However, there’s a 

truck with a man offering to take anyone to a UN camp if they could pay him. The family has no 
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money. Asking around, no one is willing to trade anything. Rasmey shows Mliss the bracelet and 

she’s shocked, quietly asking where he got it as she remembers where it came from. He said the 

nice girl who brought him gave it to him. “She said to give it to you,” he says. “She said it’s not 

good karma to steal from my grave but she said you need it more so you can have it.” 

Back in the present day, Lucille reacts to what Nakry implies. Nakry cries and says how 

she knew that would mean she was alone again, but if they were to survive, she decided the best 

chance they had was to get on that bus and go as far away as possible. She didn’t want to say 

goodbye to Rasmey so she went back to her grave, closed her eyes and went away from the 

world again, trusting Mliss and her mother could break up the pieces for what they needed. 

Lucille asks how Nakry could be there, years later with her, but the ghost doesn’t know. Later 

that night Lucille digs in the dirt of her grandmother’s garden and finds a single gold chain link 

she had dropped when she first opened the little box. 


