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Prologue
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Before the house stood white against the veld, before fences stitched borders into the earth and the windmill turned above the borehole, the wind had always lived here.

It wasn’t just wind, not really.

Sometimes it came as a howl across the plains. Other times it crept like breath beneath a door. But always, it listened. That’s what the old herders used to say—men with dust-creased faces and eyes like cracked glass. “Careful what you say when the wind is up,” they warned. “It has a memory. It has a mind.”

And every so often, someone would speak into it—half a joke, half a prayer—and the land would stir, quiet and strange, as if deciding what to do with the words it had caught.

On still nights, the poplars whispered names no one had spoken in years. The sheep huddled close, listening. The dust carried voices that had long since gone to ground.

When Daniel came to live here alone, the wind took notice. It moved around him like a dog circling a stranger, curious, cautious. It watched him speak less with each passing year, watched loneliness settle into the bones of the house, thick as Karoo dust.

And then one August, after years of silence, he spoke to it.

Or perhaps the wind spoke first.

It came strong that evening, late and restless. The sky was bruised, the poplars snapping like sails in a storm. Daniel stood on the stoep, coffee in hand, and stared across the empty yard.

The wind leaned in.

“What should she look like?”

A voice—not quite a voice—wrapped in dust and dusk. He heard it like a thought too loud to be his own.

And because he was tired, and alone, and perhaps ready to believe in something, Daniel answered.

He spoke his longing into the air—halting, human, unsure. The words tangled with the wind, caught the last of the light, and vanished into the veld.

And the wind—whatever it was—carried them away. Quietly. Surely.

As if the land had been waiting to hear.
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Chapter 1 – The Whisper on the Wind
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The kettle sang, a thin whistle in the stillness of the kitchen. Daniel poured the boiling water over ground chicory, watching it swirl in the enamel mug like a storm. The scent rose—sharp, earthy, bitter—and wrapped around him as if trying to fill a space too wide to hold.

He stepped onto the stoep, the screen door sighing closed behind him, and the wind met him at once—cold fingers tugging at his shirt, brushing his skin with old familiarity.

The veld stretched out before him, a wide and weary quilt of dry gold and bone-grey. The poplars lining the track shivered like they’d heard something they couldn’t forget. Their leaves—silvered and green—flickered in the morning light, restless.

September had come dry, clinging to August’s bones. The gales arrived late this year, but they hadn’t left. They pressed against the farmhouse like they were searching for a way in.

Daniel stood with his hands wrapped around the mug, steam fogging his chin. The windmill creaked in the distance, each groan another second scraped off the day. The sheep were still in the kraal, their wool tousled by the wind, heads low, their silence expectant.

Nothing new. Not really. Just another morning stitched from the same threads as the one before.

The kind of morning that didn’t ask for anything. Or offer much.

He leaned on the railing, fingers tight around the mug. The stoep boards beneath him vibrated faintly with the wind’s pulse. The house behind him was silent—too silent. It had once held voices: his mother humming over bread dough, his father’s laughter like boots on stone. That music had faded long ago, and the silence left in its place had grown roots in the walls.

He sometimes imagined he could still smell the bread, still hear the swing of the back door, but it was memory, nothing more. The kind that grows louder the longer you go without someone to talk to.

He stared out over the veld, and in the space beside him—empty but aching—he imagined a second mug resting on the rail. A voice, a glance, a presence. Someone to share the wind with.

But there was no one. Just the wind.

It slid along the roofline, threaded itself through the tin edges and cracks in the boards. A sound like breath that had forgotten how to stop. Sometimes warm, sometimes cold—never quite choosing. A trickster. A mourner.

A witness.

Daniel took another sip of coffee, though it had cooled too quickly. His hands stayed there, gripping the enamel, as though if he let go, something in him would unravel.

He didn’t know when the wind began to change.

It happened slowly, like a shadow stretching. One moment it was only sound—leaves rushing, tin rattling. The next, it had a shape. Not visible, but felt. A pause. A bend in the noise.

He tilted his head. The air thinned for a moment, as if drawing in a breath.

Then nothing. Just the steady hush of wind through poplars.

Still, his skin prickled.

He knew better than to trust tricks of the wind. It could carry the cry of a jackal from miles off and make it sound like it was at your heel. It could whistle through wire in a way that sounded like words forming and falling apart.

But he stayed still, straining. As if it might come again.

It didn’t. Not yet.

Daniel chuckled low in his throat. “You’re getting soft,” he muttered. “Talking to air now.”

His voice sounded strange, brittle against the open space. Like it hadn’t been used in weeks.

Brakkie padded out from the kitchen, stiff with sleep, and flopped beside the stoep post. The old dog gave one slow wag before resting his head on his paws again. At least he stayed. At least he listened.

But even loyal dogs couldn’t fill a house.

Daniel scratched Brakkie’s ear, then rose. The mug was empty. His fingers trembled faintly as he reached for the handle. He glanced toward the far ridge—the fold of land he knew like breath. He had walked that line a thousand times. He could have drawn it blind.

Sometimes he thought he’d become part of it. Like the windmill—turning, groaning, doing what needed doing. Always in circles.

The breeze rose again, playful for a breath, then insistent. It tugged at his hat, pressed its cool lips against his neck.

He didn’t move. Just stood there. Let it wash over him.

And in that breath of stillness, something slid through the wind. A sound—not loud, not clear—but precise enough to feel like intent.

His eyes snapped open.

He scanned the yard. Nothing but sheep and dust. The poplars hissed, the windmill turned. The world unchanged.

But inside him, something shifted.

He whispered, “I’m hearing things. That’s all.” But he didn’t believe it.

He tried to laugh again. It didn’t stick.

He went about his day—driving the sheep to graze, checking the boundary fence, pulling brush from the windmill blades. The work helped. It usually did. Gave the mind something to wrap itself around.

But by afternoon, when the wind whipped up a dust devil across the yard and sent scraps of old paper into the air, he stopped in his tracks.

There it was again.

A sound wrapped inside the gale. Not words—yet not nothing.

He turned, fast, sack still in his arms. The wind yanked at him, furious, playful, wild.

No one. No figure. No voice.

Still, his heart thudded like it wanted out.

“Wind can sound like anything,” he muttered. “If you listen too hard.”

So he stopped listening.

Until dusk.

Then, as the sun folded itself beneath the land and the sky turned bruised and copper, he stepped back onto the stoep. Coffee in hand. Brakkie at his heels. The
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