
My mother blocked my way out. 

“I’m leaving.” My voice shook, making Li smirk. I tried again. “I’m fifteen. Everyone else 

leaves before their quindec.” 

Li advanced on me, her eyes narrowing. “But you aren’t like everyone else, Ana. You know 

that.” 

My heartbeat seemed to falter, and I retreated. “I know.” I was a nosoul, the thing that 

replaced Ciana, who should have been reincarnated. 

“You’re too stupid to make it.” Li snatched the bag I’d packed and ripped it open. “Let’s see. 

Socks. Apples. One of Dossam’s music books. Well, none of this is yours.” She tossed the bag 

onto the sofa. “That was all you were going to bring?” 

Her nearness petrified me; I could still feel her grip on my wrist from this morning. She’d 

squeezed tight enough to leave a handprint-ring on my skin for hours. 

“Where will you go? No one will take care of you.” 

“I’ll take care of myself.” I couldn’t raise my voice above a whisper. 

Li laughed. “With that kind of packing, you’ll be dead in an hour, and you know you won’t 

be reincarnated. You need a soul for that.” 

Without my bag, without anything, I sprinted through the open door and down the hill. 

Afternoon sun blazed as I ran for the shade of the woods, the evergreens a familiar shelter. I took 

deer paths and hidden trails, anything to get away from Li. Sweat poured down my spine, 

making my clothes stick to my skin. Soon night fell, and darkness loomed all around. Trees grew 

black and prickly, catching on my sleeves and hair.  

I couldn’t run anymore. I didn’t know where to go or how to survive on my own. I huddled 

by myself, miserable. Li was right: I was too stupid to make it. 



Jumping every time the wind gusted or animals crashed through the forest, I trudged back to 

Purple Rose Cottage. 

The door was locked. No one lived nearby—most people lived in Heart—so Li had locked it 

because she’d known I would return. She’d known I wasn’t strong or brave enough. 

I went to the big stone under the library window and climbed up and into the cottage, silent 

to avoid waking Li. 

Longing drew me to the cabinet where I’d discovered my favorite thing in the world. I had to 

be careful with it, because Li had caught me once and I hadn’t been able to walk for days. I 

saved it for when I needed it. Tonight’s failure probably counted. 

I removed a small device from the cabinet and hid under the library table, fumbling with the 

earpieces. 

Dossam’s Phoenix Symphony cascaded into me, filling me up with hope and determination 

and nameless emotions I experienced only through music. I closed my eyes, letting flutes and 

violins transport me from this dusty cottage. Music—Dossam’s music—made me feel alive. 

Made me brave. 

Brave enough to one day escape. 

 


