

    
        
          The Bone Orchid

        

        
        
          Brinda Phokeerdass

        

        
          Published by Keshav Kumar Phokeerdass, 2025.

        

    



  
    
    
      While every precaution has been taken in the preparation of this book, the publisher assumes no responsibility for errors or omissions, or for damages resulting from the use of the information contained herein.

    
    

    
      THE BONE ORCHID

    

    
      First edition. July 22, 2025.

      Copyright © 2025 Brinda Phokeerdass.

    

    
    
      ISBN: 979-8231707218

    

    
    
      Written by Brinda Phokeerdass.

    

    
      10 9 8 7 6 5 4 3 2 1

    

  


Table of Contents

Title Page

Copyright Page

Dedication

Epigraph

Prologue: Whispering Cane

Chapter One: The Girl Who Heard the Wind

Chapter Two: The Witch’s Bargain

Interlude 1: The Witch’s Diary

Chapter Three: The Greenhouse of Teeth

Chapter Four: The Drowned Village

Chapter five: The Brother’s Song

Chapter six: The Storm-Singer

Interlude 2: The Overseer’s Shadow

Mid-Story Chapter: The Last Guardian

Chapter Seven: The Gilded Cage

Chapter eight: The Broken Promise

Chapter nine: The First Seed

Chapter ten: Echoes of the Forgotten

Interlude 3: The Drowned Sorcerer

Chapter eleven: The Lion’s Mouth

Chapter Twelve: The Feast of Shadows

Chapter thirteen: The Second Betrayal

Interlude 4: The Sea’s Lament

Chapter fourteen: The Hollow Storm

Chapter fifteen: The Witch’s Name

Interlude 5: Roots of the Orchid

Chapter sixteen: The Last Seed

Chapter seventeen: The Becoming

Appendix: Lore of The Bone Orchid

The Witch’s Tale — From Root to Bone

Mythic Symbolism

The Girl Beneath the Roots

The Drowned Brother

Sign up for Brinda Phokeerdass's Mailing List

Further Reading: The Orchid’s Curse

Also By Brinda Phokeerdass

About the Author



  	
  	
			 

			
		
    For the daughters of islands—who carry their grandmother's names,their mother's grief,and their own wild bloom.

      

    



  	
        
            
            "The land remembers what history tries to bury."— Folk saying, Mauritius
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Prologue: Whispering Cane

[image: ]


The wind hummed low through the sugarcane, carrying voices older than memory. They twisted and turned, murmuring warnings no one alive dared to heed.

Under a bruised sky, a girl knelt beside a fresh grave, her fingers trembling as she traced the outline of a broken seed. The earth beneath her whispered, pulsing like a heartbeat tangled in roots and bones.

Far off, the sea whispered too, hungry and restless, dragging shadows to shore—shadows that smiled with hollow eyes.

The island breathed beneath her, alive with sorrow and secret power, waiting.

A name stirred on the wind, carried by the storm—Léa.

And with it, the promise of reckoning.
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Chapter One: The Girl Who Heard the Wind
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The wind in the cane fields never whispered kindness.

It hissed through the stalks like an old woman telling secrets she had no right to know. On the morning the boy’s body came home, Léa heard the wind say her name—and that was worse than any secret.

She paused, machete half-raised, sweat sliding down the curve of her neck. The sugarcane leaves trembled around her, not from breeze, but breath. The rustling sounded too human. Too urgent.

Léa.

She turned slowly. No one was there. Only the shadows of the early morning pressing long and low over the rows of cane. The birds had gone silent. Even the mosquitoes seemed to hold their wings.

She dropped the machete. Her stomach twisted. This had happened once before.

The last time the wind had spoken, it had whispered the name of Ismael—the boy who’d been caught stealing jaggery syrup. By the time the overseer was finished, Ismael wasn’t a boy anymore. Just a shape in the dirt.

And now the wind was whispering her name.



By mid-afternoon, the storm came in sudden, tropical sheets. The sky cracked open like a coconut. Léa and the others ran for the shed, but she took the long path through the graveyard.

She needed to see if the flowers were blooming.

Under the old flame tree, where the stones leaned as if trying to rise, the earth looked disturbed. Freshly turned, but not by hands. The rain slicked the soil, but something pulsed beneath it.

A bud.

A blood-red Trochetia, unopened.

Léa knelt, breath held. These flowers were meant to grow high in the mountains, not down in the salt-bitten flatlands. And never, ever, in a graveyard.

She reached out—but a voice stopped her.

“Kavi?”

He was soaked through, shirt plastered to his chest, dreadlocks dripping. He looked wild, like the storm itself had shaped him from water and rage.

“You shouldn't be here,” he said.

“I heard the wind again,” Léa whispered.

He didn’t flinch. Just stared past her, to the waves crashing against the black rocks beyond the cane fields.

“The sea returned him.”

“What?”

Kavi pointed. And Léa saw the shape on the sand.

A body. Limbs twisted. Skin gone bloated and pale. The eyes were open, unfocused, turned toward the mountains as if begging for rescue that never came.

She recognized the curls first. Then the tattered anklet.

Kavi’s younger brother. Moïse.

Léa moved forward, but Kavi grabbed her arm. “Don't. There’s something wrong.”

Moïse's mouth curved. A slow, deliberate smile.

Léa screamed.



They burned the body that night. No priest. No ritual. Just driftwood and silence.

The village children peeked through shutters, watching the flames turn gold and blue. The elders muttered that the island was remembering.

Léa sat alone outside her hut, rain-wet hair clinging to her cheeks, watching the shadows flicker. The Trochetia had followed her—still unopened—tucked behind her ear like a curse.

That’s when the old woman arrived.

She wore no shoes. Her sari was ash-gray and smelled faintly of cloves and rot. Her eyes were clouded, not with blindness, but memory.

She did not ask permission to sit. She simply lowered herself beside Léa, pressed her fingers into the young girl’s palm, and said:

“The sea never takes without hungering for more.”

Léa’s voice cracked. “He smiled. Why would a dead boy smile?”

The old woman plucked the Trochetia from behind Léa’s ear. “Because the island’s roots run deeper than your grief.”

Then she stood, walking barefoot into the cane fields as if she belonged to them.

Léa opened her hand.

A seed remained.

It pulsed faintly. Like a heartbeat. Like a warning.
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Chapter Two: The Witch’s Bargain
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Grief is a loud thing—until it’s not. Then it goes quiet, slipping into your bones like tidewater through old wood. That’s how Kavi felt, walking barefoot into the graveyard with his brother's name folded under his tongue.

He didn’t bury Moïse.

The flames did.

Still, he found himself digging.

The rain had softened the earth, made it yield beneath his fingers. He dug with no shovel, just hands, just fury. Not to bury, but to demand.

To call.

The wind had gone still. The birds refused to sing. Even the dogs in the village cowered under raised porches. As if they knew what Kavi was about to do.

He hit something. Not stone. Not root.

A jawbone. Human.

He brushed it clean. It grinned back at him.

Kavi looked to the sky, muttered, “Take me to her.”

And then the earth shifted.



The Witch of Poudre d’Or did not live in a house.

She lived in the in-between: between mangrove and mist, between old memory and the kind that never fades. The villagers claimed her feet never touched the ground, that her voice could call crabs from their shells and secrets from your spine.

Kavi followed the old streambed until the green grew strange—twisted ferns, oversized orchids, trees with bark like bruises.

Then he saw her.

She sat on a broken pier over stagnant water, stirring something in a coconut bowl. The air smelled of salt and ash and something older than language.
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