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Chapter 1
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The City of Sorrah

The city of Sorrah, dark, violent and cold in more ways than one. The sun rises on the horizon, bringing the repercussions of chaos alight. A hatchback on the side of the road is still burning. Just like Sorrah, what remains is a shell of its former past. The streets are empty and littered with debris. The dilapidated multi-storey buildings on the sides are still standing, some abandoned, all facades broken. The craters on the road have now been accepted as potholes and a part of everyday life. The traffic lights are resting on the ground with their heads missing. Who could have done this? Where is everyone? The wind is whistling in somber, no sign of life anywhere. The stench of burning tires and petrol permeate the atmosphere. In the middle of the road, a barrier made of burning furniture is emitting a cloud of white smoke. Through the smoke, the silhouette of an officer in full riot gear appears. The officer walks through the barrier with ease. He points his assault rifle up towards the apartment windows, then the burning cars and then the grimy alley ways. The streets were soulless, exactly what he expected. He turns his head to his left shoulder and presses a button on his radio. “Freedom Road clear, over,” he said. “Copy, return to base, over,” a voice responds. “Copy that,” the officer replied. The officer advances toward the base at a brisk pace. One man running through a ghost town, the type of scene only seen on the big screens. “Officer Pitso, status?” said a voice on the radio. “Two minutes out, over,” said Officer Pitso. Instantly, his strides become swift. As he rushes around the corner, he is spooked by a man who is passed out on the ground. The man is dressed in seven layers of clothing and drenched in alcohol. He is sleeping on the cold hard concrete sidewalk, completely oblivious of the havoc that has ensued. Officer Pitso points his rifle at the man and shouts “GET OFF THE GROUND NOW!” The man is barely startled and uses his hand to block his squinting eyes from the bright red laser light from the officer’s firearm. “Merry Christmas officer,” said the man. “Christmas? It’s October,” replied Officer Pitso. “Ohh, then what holiday were people celebrating last night?” asked the man. “There was no holiday. It was a riot,” said Officer Pitso. “A riot? I thought it was a party,” said the man in confusion. “I SAID GET OFF THE GROUND,” shouted the officer. The man rises as quickly as he could. He jumps in order to get completely off the ground as instructed. As he lands, he stumbles and falls on a pile of trash. Officer Pitso watches in disbelief. “What’s wrong with you?” he asks. The man responds “Do you think Puso Liquor Store is open right now?” The officer grabs the man and shouts “GET OUTTA HERE NOW.” The man responds “Okay, let me get my house first”. The man rushes into the alley and returns with a shopping trolley that has its top covered in sheets and blankets. “My pride and joy,” he smiled. “Geez. Just go,” said the officer. The man pushes his trolley south. “NO! Head North to the City Centre. That is where everybody is supposed to be,” said Officer Pitso. “Ohh, I thought they went to another party,” said the man as he headed north. “Please report, over,” said a voice on the officer’s radio. “Inbound, over,” said Officer Pitso. Shortly after, he rendezvoused with the other officers.

The man pushes his trolley for about a kilometre north. The City Centre was now in sight. Life could finally be spotted, a lot of it. About five thousand people all congregated at the heart of the city, all waiting for something. “What’s going on here?” the man asked a random bystander. The bystander moves away covering their nose. “I guess he went to ask someone else,” the man said to himself. He pushes his trolley through the crowd as it disperses around him. Unbothered by the stares and gestures of disgust, the man keeps moving forward. His stench has given him the ability to part the crowd. Still confused at the current state of affairs, he still marches on. He reaches the centre of the crowd where he finds a stage filled with armed men in black suits. There’s an empty podium that is heavily guarded. “Who’s coming?” the man asks a woman to his right. Before she could answer, her friend stops her and says, “eww, don’t talk to The Pauper”. The two women move away from him and leave the man unanswered. “I guess they don’t know either,” the man thought to himself. Not long after, two black SUVs park near the stage. The guards surround the vehicles then a man in a black suit emerges from the rear door of the front car. Almost immediately, the crowd erupts in cheers. “It’s The Mayor!” shouted a voice from the crowd. It was indeed The Mayor, Sorrah’s beacon of hope. He smiles and waves at the crowd as he walks up toward his podium. “Good morning people of Sorrah,” he says into the microphone as the crowd cheers him on. After the crowd settles down, he begins his speech. “Thank you for your warm welcome. It is always great seeing all of you standing together, united as one. However, it pains me to say that great sadness has befallen our great city. What was once a peaceful community has now turned into pandemonium at its greatest form. It is one terrible crime after another. Our people are under attack. The streets are no longer safe. I blame none of you for the events that occurred last night. If I were in your position, I would have done the same. I assure you that I will do everything in my power to ensure that the culprits will face justice. They will never commit a crime in this city ever again.” The people of Sorrah cheer even louder. Hope is being restored. “Peace will return to our city. From this moment onwards, I will use every breathing second to search every corner of Sorrah and bring Naledi home. I promise you that.” Another round of cheers interrupts his speech. “Together, we will eradicate the syndicate and make Sorrah safe again,” said the Mayor. The crowd begins chanting his name “Eska! Eska! Eska!” He walks about the stage waving to all his fans. The ovation was loud, the spirits were high as the Mayor made his vows. As he observes the crowd, he is suddenly distracted by a cloud of white smoke emitting from underneath the stage. Everyone else begins to notice the smoke. The crowd watches in confusion as they observe the Mayor’s face. “Is this not part of the show,” they wondered. “Sir, please follow me,” said one of the bodyguards. The Mayor follows the guard in the direction of the vehicle. Only a few metres away, flames erupt beneath the vehicle. An explosion follows that sends the vehicle in the air and onto the other. The Mayor watches in horror. The crowd turns to chaos, screaming and panicking as the white cloud of smoke thickens. Nothing more than a metre away was visible to the eye. It was as if a cloud had fallen from the sky. Several more explosions are heard from within the cloud. The stampede of five thousand citizens caused the earth to shake. The explosions did not stop, one car after the other like a chain reaction in a planned demolition. Police officers begin to direct the stampede toward safe exit routes. Some trip and fall. Police and ambulance sirens deafen the ears. The choking stench of burning rubber, plastic and petrol cause many to lose their breaths. It was a scene that wasn’t out of place in modern Sorrah. As the smoke clears, the commotion settles down. The people slow down to catch their breaths. The flames begin to wither and the air becomes purer. The police assess the damage while making an attempt to clear the area. One of the bodyguards, Junior, commandeers a police vehicle that was on standby. “I have secured a vehicle, bring the Mayor,” said the bodyguard to the others over his radio. “Everyone, advance toward the vehicle,” said Mandla, the chief bodyguard. Within seconds, they all meet at the police vehicle. “Great, you are all here,” said Mandla. A thought quickly pierced his mind. A very important element of their escape plan was missing. He turns to Leru and asks “Where is the Mayor?”. “The Mayor is with Donald,” said Leru. “He was with Richard,” said Donald. “I was never with the Mayor,” replied Richard. “What is going on here?” yelled Mandla. “Go back there and find the Mayor,” he added. Richard pairs with Leru and they search the south side. They check under debris, behind cars and even under the stage. Leru stands on a pile of bricks to get a better view. His eyes scan the area, analyzing each face and body from a distance. Richard begins to yell “Eska, Eska, where are you?” Leru immediately shoves him with his knee. “Are you crazy? Do you want to cause panic?” said Leru. “Ohh, I didn’t think about that,” responded Richard. Leru spots a bystander observing them. “Did you guys lose the Mayor?” asked the bystander. “No, get out of here!” shouted Leru. Another bystander arrives. “These guys lost the Mayor and they can’t find him,” said the first bystander to the other. “What? Isn’t it their job to keep the Mayor safe?” he responds. He alerts others of the ongoing situation. The people begin to panic and rage towards the guards. “You have killed us,” said Leru. “I’m sorry,” responded Richard. “They are useless,” shouted a man in the crowd who was pointing at the guards. “Our precious Mayor, you better find him,” said a woman from the crowd. “Did you find him?” asked Mandla over the radio. “Negative Sir,” responded Richard. “Sir, we require backup immediately, southbound,” said Leru. “Hold tight,” Mandla responds. Shortly after, the other guards arrive and join Mandla and Leru. “You guys have made a mess,” said Mandla. “Sorry Sir,” Richard replied. “People of Sorrah. It is true. We have lost the Mayor,” said Mandla to the crowd. His words were followed by a massive gasp from the crowd. A woman in the crowd begins to cry out loud. Many other members of the crowd fall to the ground. “We need your help to find him. We can search for him together,” said Mandla. The small crowd divides into small search parties and scout in different directions. The smoke has now completely cleared. The gruesome aftermath is now visible. Tears begin flowing down many faces. Despite the confusion and distress, there is only one question in everyone’s mind: Where is the Mayor?

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

Chapter 2

[image: ]


Arrival

A bus arrives at Sorrah Taxi Rank. It parks alongside many others that are parked in a surprisingly organized manner, one behind the other in six long queues side by side. The door opens and many passengers rush out pushing and shoving each other with no remorse. The bus clears but only one passenger remains, a young man sitting at the back of the bus. His head is bald and his face is stern. He is wearing black shoes, black pants and an orange golf shirt covered by a black leather jacket. He picks up his travel bag and walks to the front of the bus. Before he exits, he reaches into his pocket and hands the bus driver a tip without a word spoken. With a giant grin, the driver responds “It's good to have you back, Tefo”. Tefo nods his head and steps out of the bus. He looks around and sees his city is a mess. There is garbage everywhere and streams of greywater running along the sides of the road. The odor is not pleasant either, the hot sun cooks the stench to barely bearable levels. As he walks away, he spots young children pickpocketing travelers who are waiting in line to get onto the next bus. On the other side of the road, there is a man handing out small packets to people as he receives payment in exchange. His customers range from teenagers to senior citizens, laborers to executives. Apart from street vendors and bus drivers, no one is immune from his business or his products. Tefo walks further down the long queue of buses until he is distracted by shouting. The noise is coming from behind a white bus with orange stripes. He walks behind the bus to investigate. He sees two men holding buckets of water and sponges shouting at each other. “This one is mine. Stop stealing my business” shouted one man. “No way. I made a deal with the driver yesterday. You are the one stealing my business,” responded the other. “You are a liar. There was no deal made” said the first man. “Okay fine. Let's call the driver and ask him” said the second man. He shouts for the driver. Tefo watches with interest, eager to find out how this squabble will end. The driver arrives shortly with a plate of food on one hand, a fork on the other and a mouth full of chicken and rice. “What is the problem? What did you break?” asked the bus driver with a worried look on his face. “We didn’t break anything,” they responded. “Then why did you call me here? I am having lunch,” said the driver. “Please tell Kenosi that you and I made a deal yesterday that today I will wash your bus when it arrives,” said Mothusi. The fiasco has attracted a few bystanders at this point. Kenosi’s face burns with rage. “Tell this man that he is a liar and that he should stop stealing my business,” Kenosi shouted at the bus driver. All the attention is now on the bus driver. He chews his food one last time and swallows. He quickly says, “Mothusi is not a liar. He came to me yesterday and we agreed that he will wash my bus today, tomorrow and the day after.” The bus driver walks away. “Case closed,” smiled Mothusi. Kenosi had the face of a bull that had just seen red. “You lost. Now stop making that face and go wash the buses over there,” Mothusi added. He dips his sponge in his bucket and then slides the sponge along the side of the bus, leaving a stream of soapy water behind. Kenosi's face worsens. He picks up a grey paver brick that used to be a part of the road. He smashes it behind Mothusi’s head and Mothusi collapses to the ground. The brick is picked up again and is smashed on Mothusi’s face while unconscious. The crowd watches still as Kenosi assaults an innocent man over and over again. This goes on until Kenosi is exhausted and moves away. A lady from the crowd approaches Mothusi and places two fingers on his neck. She waits momentarily and then says, “dead” looking at the crowd. Everyone walks away without a single word uttered. One man remains, observing the aftermath. “What are you looking at, Baldy?” asked Kenosi. Tefo stares at him directly in the face, blank and expressionless. Tefo walks away, leaving Kenosi to catch his breath. Tefo moves further down the queue of buses and reaches the end which is a road that divides Sorrah Taxi Rank and Mall of Sorrah. He looks left, then right and then left again before he crosses the road. Once he reaches the other side, he is immediately offered a 90% off discount on a high-end cellphone. He declines respectfully. Moments after, he is offered a good time but yet again, he declines respectfully. He keeps on moving with one destination in mind. A quick glance at the mall and he notices that some of the shops have been burnt down including his favorite computer store where he used to take all his devices for repairs and upgrades. It appears to have been left in this condition for a very long time. Upon closer investigation, he notices that the store is filled with burnt devices including laptops, monitors and desktop computers. Yellow police tape can be seen on the floor and on the furniture. Everything else is charred and ashy. Tefo turns away from the burnt store and sees a woman seated on the ground in tears. She is surrounded by three other women who are attempting to console her. “I promise, they will find him. Every officer in the city is on it.” “He doesn’t deserve to be treated like this,” replied the lady in tears. “Father Harres said the Mayor will return safe and sound. So we have nothing to worry about,” said another woman. The noise from the passing crowds make it nearly impossible to eavesdrop. Tefo decides to continue his journey into the mall to his destination, the food court. Loud rattling metallic sound coming from behind grabs Tefo's attention. He turns around and spots a man in seven layers of clothing, drenched in alcohol, pushing a trolley through the crowd. He smiles and waves to everyone who clears the way for him. Tefo watches in disbelief. “Good day, good day” said the man with the trolley. He stops right next to Tefo and asked, “Are you having a good Christmas Sir?” Tefo nods and the man responds “Oh, wonderful. I am happy to hear that,” with a giant smile. Tefo watches the man walk away waving, pushing his trolley and wishing everyone a good day. Confusion was painted all over Tefo’s face. He could not believe what he had just seen. Even in Sorrah, this was an unusual sight. After a long walk through the mall, Tefo finally makes it to the Food Court. He is spoiled for choice as the Food Court has more than thirty eateries. However, the decision was made long before setting foot on the bus. He arrives at a restaurant with an orange and black themed interior. It looks perfectly clean and organized. Surprisingly, there is not a single customer in the store. It is occupied only by store employees carrying out their duties. At the entrance, there is a giant board above the door written “Vebbs Pizzeria. 24/29 Service,” in black writing over an orange background. The logo matches the logo on Tefo’s shirt. He enters and takes a seat at the booth adjacent to the television screen. He places his travel bag beside him on the long orange cushion bench and his elbows rest on the black glossy table. His attention is diverted to the screen as the intro of a show begins to play. It shows a man seated on a chair facing the camera. He is wearing a black shirt, a black jacket and a clerical collar. “Hello people of Sorrah. I am Father Harres and today we are going to be learning about the importance of forgiveness. I welcome you all” he said. Tefo watches with keen interest. “Anger and rage can boil within us when wrong has been done to us, but does that mean we should retaliate? No! We do not want a blind world. I want all of you today to tell yourselves that from this day onwards, I will always be the bigger person regardless of what happened. Today I will tell a story from when I was a young man. My brother and I were returning from school when...” A woman approaches Tefo and says, “Hello Sir, would you like to place an order?” Tefo turns his attention away from the screen and toward the woman who has a nametag written “Unathi” on her shirt. “I’m here to see the manager please,” Tefo responds. “Okay, Sir. I’ll be right back” she responds. Unathi walks away and enters a door with a sign “Staff Only”. Another employee with a mop and bucket walks past Tefo and says, “Yeah, Talks With Father Harres. It’s a new show but it's clear nobody watches it,” said the worker. “Do you watch it?” Tefo asked. “Well this is the only channel available in Sorrah so I’m forced to watch it” replied the worker. “I am Menzi by the way,” he added. “I’m Tefo,” he responds. “I had a feeling it's you. Your name has been whispered here and there,” said Menzi. “It’s an honor to meet you,” he added. “I’m no one special,” Tefo responds. Unathi returns and says, “You can follow me to see the manager”. Tefo picks up his travel bag and follows Unathi to the staff area. “I’m Unathi by the way. I’m a model, influencer, future superstar and the best at what I do. I repeat, the best!” she says. Tefo remains in silence. “You will see for yourself one day,” she added. “Great,” Tefo responds as they walk past the shiny silver kitchen equipment. “You know, singing is my other talent. Menzi and I make a pretty sick team. He brings the beats and bars and I deliver the amazing vocals. You are going to be blown away when you hear one of our songs,” she said. “Can’t wait,” replied Tefo with furrowed brows. “Mxm, they said you were no fun,” said Unathi as she walked back to the counters. “Last door at the end of the passage,” she echoed. “This day is full of surprises,” Tefo thought to himself. He walks through the passage and reaches the door at the end. One, two, three, he knocks. “Come in,” Tefo opens the door and enters the office designed with black, silver decor with orange accenting. There is a giant black desk and two orange leather office chairs for visitors. On the other side of the desk is a smartly dressed man seated on a colossal black leather chair. “Oh my, I never thought I’d ever see the day you returned,” he said as he stood up. “Neither did I,” Tefo responds. “And yet, here we are.” he smiled. “You said it was urgent?” said Tefo. “Straight to business as usual,” said the manager. Tefo nods. “Please have a seat and make yourself comfortable,” he said. Tefo takes a seat and places his travel bag on the other. “Well, we are greatly understaffed here. Everything is a mess and I couldn’t think of someone else who could be of service,” said the manager. “I didn’t think things could get worse but I was wrong,” said Tefo. “Exactly. You would be of great service here,” said the manager. “What are you saying exactly?” asked Tefo. “I want to end your two year retirement. We need you back,” replied the manager
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